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PREFACE 


TO   THE 


SECOND   EDITION. 


In  giving  to  the  public  this  Second  Edition 
of  the  "  White  Skve/'  the  author  cannot  help 
adverting  with  satisfaction  to  the  change  which 
has  taken  place  in  the  public  opinion  of  the 
country,  as  expressed  by  its  organs,  with  regard 
to  the  condition  of  the  Russian  Empire  and  the 
nature  of  its  Government. 

A  cunningly  devised  net  work  of  invisible 
influences  has,  until  a  recent  period,  so  com- 
pletely succeeded  in  mystifying  the  question,  and 
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in  entangling  in  its  meshes  all  who  could  have 
exposed  the  character  and  eflfects  of  a  system, 
perhaps,  more  extensively  cruel  and  demoralizing 
than  any  which  has  ever  existed,  that  hidden 
under  the  mask  of  civilized  institutions,  the 
Social  Condition  of  the  Russian  Empire  was  as 
little  known  as  that  oif  China  a  few  years  since. 

It  was  in  fact  less  known,  because  the  popular 
ignorance,  with  regard  to  China,  was  the  restless 
ignorance  of  doubt ;  whilst  that  which  prevailed 
respecting  the  condition  of  the  Russian  Empire 
was  based  contentedly  upon  the  false  impres- 
sions imbibed  alike  from  the  misrepresentations 
of  men  seeking  to  deceive,  and  from  the  silence 
of  those  who  could  have  told  the  truth. 

Two  years  ago,  amongst  the  press,  apologists 
of  the  Government  of  Nicholas  were  still  forth- 
coming, but  since  sufficient  light  has  converged 
upon  it  from  various  quarters,  at  least,  dimly  to 
shadow  out  its  character  and  eflfects  in  their 
monstrous  reality,  they  have  one  by  one  aban- 
doned it  to  the  fate,  now  rapidly  overtaking  it. 
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I  mean  the  common  execration  of  all  civilized 
kumanky. 

Is  it  to  be  supposed  that  in  the  present  age 
any  artifidal  system,  however  craftily  combined, 
or  terrifically  supported,  will  not  eventually 
crumble  before  the  mighty  breath  of  public 
opinion  in  the  west,  whose  ma%  sympathy  with 
suffmng  when  unanimously  expressed,  will  set 
more  millions  of  hearts  palpitating  within  the 
pale  of  the  Russian  Empire,  than  all  the 
bayonets  of  Nicholas  can  quell  ? 

To  add  what  lay  in  his  power  to  the  light, 
now  steadfastly,  though  yet  insufficiently  beam- 
ing into  that  once  dark  arena,  where  corruption 
and  oppression  in  the  most  revolting  forms  are 
still  daily  running  riot,  battening  on  the  suffer- 
ings of  millions,  and  the  brutalizing  abasement 
of  whole  races,  was  a  task  which  the  author 
proposed  to  himself  in  taking  up  the  subject, 
and  in  which  he  has  been  assiduously  progres- 
sing. 

In  publishing  the  "White  Slave,"  his  object 
was  to  popularize  important  truths  connected 
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with  it,  through  the  intermedium  of  fiction, 
amongst  that  vast  dass  of  readers  whose  atten- 
tion is  most  readily  secured  by  amusing  it.  It 
appeared  also  to  the  author,  that  the  form  of 
fiction  was  better  calculated  than  one  more 
serious  to  convey  vivid  impressions  of  the  spirit 
of  society  in  the  despotism  he  was  depicting.  A 
serious  work  even  if  containing  nothing  but 
literal  facts  and  rigidly  rational  inferences,  res- 
sembles  a  Daguerrotype  portrait,  whilst  a  fiction 
in  which  the  same  elements  are  entertainingly 
embodied,  and  brought  into  effective  contrast 
may  rather  be  compared  to  those  sketching 
likenesses  in  which  the  characteristic  lines, 
slightly  exaggerated,  still  constitute  a  portrai- 
ture which  forcibly  recalls  the  original  and  con- 
veys an  idea  more  complete  of  the  personage  it 
represents,  than  could  be  derived  from  the 
Daguerrotype  reflection  which  art  has  reduced 
to  inalterable  fixity. 

As  the  tale  was  the  mere  vehicle  by  which 
he  sought  to  communicate  certain  impressions 
to  the   reader,    its  merit  was  only  matter   of 
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secondary  consideration,  and  though,  in  one 
sense,  the  writer  may  have  reason  to  be  flattered 
by  the  manner  in  which  it  has  been  noticed  by 
the  press,  he  cannot  but  observe  with  some 
concern,  that  many,  whilst  recording  favourable 
opinions  of  the  fiction,  seem  in  their  appreciation 
of  it,  as  a  literary  production,  to  have  somewhat 
lost  sight  of  its  moral  object.  He  is  hence 
induced  to  draw  the  attention  of  the  reader, 
more  especially  to  the  fact,  that  in  the  volumes 
before  him,  he  has  used  no  improbable  inci- 
dents, situations  or  characters  to  give  point  and 
interest  to  the  tale  he  was  constructing ;  on  the 
contrary,  he  repeats  the  assurance  that  he  has 
not  embodied  in  its  plot,  nor  introduced  in  the 
episodes,  into  which  he  has  diverged,  one  cha- 
racter, nor  occurrence,  without  having  the 
originals  of  both  in  his  mind's  eye. 

Unhappily  the  reality  furnished  him  with 
stores  from  which  he  might  have  gathered  any 
amoimt  of  such  materials  as  he  used.  A  writer 
more  able  and  experienced  might  have  drawn 
from  the  same  source  facts  far  more  impressive, 
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and  colours  more  startUng  to  weave  into  his 
narrative  without  trespassing  beyond  the  circle  of 
actuality. 


THE   AUTHOR. 


NOVEMBBB   20,    1845. 


THE    WHITE    SLAVE. 


CHAPTER  I. 


It  was  between  the  acts  of  a  favourite  opera, 
the  attention  of  a  little  knot  of  exquisites,  dis- 
tinguishable amongst  the  vulgar  Parisian  au- 
dience of  the  pit,  was  obviously  directed  towards 
a  box,  which  seemed  singularly  to  attract  their 
notice  and  curiosity.  This  box  contamed  one 
solitary  inmate,  a  lady  in  all  the  luximant  bloom 
of  beauty ;  but  a  cane,  an  opera-glass,  and  a 
Spanish  doak  upon  a  chair,  seemed  to  indicate 
that  a  cavalier  had  just  left  her. 

It  was  not  the  first  time  during  the  evening, 
that  the  eyes  and  opera-glasses  then  turned  to- 
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wards  her,  after  travelling  eagerly  round  the 
house,  had  settled  dubiously  and  inquiringly 
upon  that  very  box ;  but  its  two  occupants  up  to 
that  moment  had  been  so  concealed  by  its  cur- 
tain, that  they  could  see  without  being  seen. 
But  now,  the  curtain  being  withdrawn,  suddenly 
revealed  to  the  full  gaze  of  those  who  an  instant 
before  were  struggling  to  obtain  a  transient 
glimpse,  the  object  of  this  anxious  scrutiny. 

The  lady  whose  appearance  acted  so  magne- 
tically on  all  these  eyes  was  not  unworthy  of 
attracting  them  ;  she  was  beautiful,  and  of  that 
stamp  and  degree  of , beauty  which  no  variety  or 
smgularity  of  taste  can  cavil  at  or  deny.  Why 
attempt  to  describe  that  expression — the  soul 
and  spirit  of  beauty — which  is  to  loveliness  of 
countenance  what  the  odour  is  to  the  flower — 
which  it  is  obvious  that  words  can  never  paint, 
any  more  than  the  pencil  can  depict  the  perfume 
of  the  rose ;  or  at  least  let  us  leave  the  descrip- 
tion to  the  enthusiastic  lips  of  a  lover  ?  But  it 
may  be  observed  that  her  beauty  was  in  that 
rich  maturity,  which  some  women  never  reach, 
and  which  others  only  attam  in  exchange  for 
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youthful  freshness.  Girlhood  and  womanhood 
in  her  seemed  mingling  their  attractions,  re- 
minding one  of  those  rare  days  in  spring  when 
a  midsummer's  sky  shines  forth  in  all  its  ra- 
diance upon  the  ground  still  fi-esh  with  rain, 
and  firigrant  with  young  v^etation  and  early 
blossoms.  Though  rather  dark  than  fair,  her 
aspect  and  complexion  were  purely  English.  It 
was  of  that  darkness,  which  not  owing  its  origin 
either  to  any  Hebrew  or  to  any  southern  admix- 
ture, but  to  the  blood  of  Celt  and  Norman,  is 
almost  exclusively  found  in  England;  dense 
raven  locks  and  eyebrows  contrasting  with  deep 
blue  eyes.  It  was  peculiarly  the  style  which 
foreigners  most  appreciate  and  admire,  because 
to  them  so  imusual  and  exotic.  The  pensive 
expression  of  her  countenance,  the  soft  languish- 
ing glances  of  those  eyes  fringed  with  long  black 
lashes,  appeared  to  indicate  that  romance  of 
disposition,  which  was  required  to  realize  their 
ideal  of  a  fair  islander. 

The  tasteful  splendour  of  the  lady's  attire,  so 
well  according  with  the  gorgeous  nature  of  her 
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beauty,  was  considered  to  add  to  it  in  the  esti- 
mation of  her  admirers.  Their  enthusiasm  was 
farther  excited  by  the  eager  curiosity  with  which 
she  gazed  upon  the  brilliant  scene  around  her, 
as  she  drank  in,  in  one  intoxicating  draught,  the 
universal  admiration  she  evidently  excited ;  for 
all  eyes  at  first  directed  towards  her  by  the 
notice  of  the  group  before  alluded  to  were 
rivetted  there  by  her  own  uncommon  at- 
tractions. 

But  if  she' accepted  this  homage  with  an  un- 
disguised and  almost  undignified  delight,  her 
joy  sprang  from  no  direct  or  selfish  vanity ;  for 
that  night,  radiant  with  love  long  thwarted  and 
now  unexpectedly  crowned,  she  gathered  the 
universal  approbation,  which  no  feminine  sim- 
plicity could  mistake,  with  no  other  sentiment 
than  that  of  pride,  at  its  rendering  her  more 
worthy  of  the  one  being  in  whose  smile  all  the 
golden  opiniojis  of  the  world  for  her  were  con- 
centrated. 

But  the  little  knot  of  spectators  who  had 
first    patronized    her     with    their  admiration, 
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judged  otherwise.  Whilst  their  glasses  still 
guided  their  inquiring  glances  round  the 
amphitheatre,  they  had  been  able  perfectly 
to  distinguish  two  figures  in  the  box,  though 
they  could  not  discover  whether  she  were  one 
of  them,  or  not. 

When  she  drew  aside  the  curtain,  and  ap- 
peared alone,  it  was  not  very  unnatural  to  con- 
clude that  she  had  not  dared  to  do  so  whilst 
her  companion  was  beside  her.  At  all  events, 
they  evidently  considered  her  as  an  imhappy 
beUe  held  in  odious  privacy  by  some  tyrannical 
protector. 

"  Who  is  she  ?     What  is  she  ?" 

"  She  is  ravissante  /"  said  one. 

"  Quelle  mise  r  observed  another. 

"  She  is  an  Englishwoman — a  Miss  Morti- 
mer— a  wealthy  heiress." 

Whilst  a  third,  by  remarking:  "Did  you 
ever  see  a  beautiful  bird  more  anxious  to  fly 
from  its  cage?"  even  more  obviously  spoke 
out  the  common  opinion. 

Very  prominent  in  this  group  were  three 
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individuals,  with  whom  the  young  lady's  ap- 
pearance seemed  the  subject  of  a  wager. 

"  I  knew,"  said  Hippolite  de  L — ,  "  that 
I  was  right.  I  told  you  she  would  be  here 
to-night.  Trust  to  my  information  in  such 
matters !" 

Hippolite  de  L — ,  the  speaker,  was  a  Parisian 
"  eleganty^  of  the  period  of  the  Royal  Guard,  be- 
fore the  progress  of  Anglomania  had  driven  the 
^lite  of  male  fashionables  to  imitate  the  costume 
and  manners  of  the  gentlemen  of  England — 
that  England  where  traditions  of  taste  and 
good  breeding,  of  the  chivalry  of  the  Sydneys, 
and  the  polish  of  the  Chesterfields,  have  been 
perpetuated  undisturbed  by  revolutions. 

In  France  the  storm  which  swept  away  all 
the  frivolity  accumulated  during  the  reigns  of  the 
last  Louises,  had  scattered  the  French  nobility  in 
abject  exile ;  its  next  generation,  reared  in  peniuy, 
were  deprived  not  only  of  rank  and  fortune, 
but  even  of  their  great  names,  eclipsed  by  all  the 
brilliant  deeds  of  the  children  of  their  fathers* 
serfs   and  lacqueys,  which  threw  far  into  the 
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shade  the  eiqploits  of  their  Turennes,  their  Cond&, 
and  their  Saxes.  They  returned,  by  the  grace  of 
foreign  bayonets — ^not  like  the  triumphant  ca- 
valiars  at  our  own  restoration,  who  had  been 
driven  from  England,  village  by  village — ^but 
to  assume  their  borrowed  consequence  from  the 
light  of  a  royalty  so  soon  and  suddenly  about 
to  be  again  extinguished.  Then  were  to  be 
seen  great  names  associated  with  plebeian  man- 
ners, and  with  tempers  soured  into  the  bragga- 
docio swf^g^  of  the  Empire,  by  the  conscious- 
ness of  the  national  dislike  and  contempt. 

Hippolite  de  L —  was  one  of  those  endea- 
vouring to  mix  the  hectoring  of  the  **  grande 
arm^e'^  with  the  *^  papUlonnage*'  of  the  mo- 
narchy, but  having  of  the  "  Qrand  Seigneur'' 
nothing  but  the  name,  and  the  blood  which 
flowed  in  his  veins.  He  did  not  therefore 
contrast  advantageously  with  either  the  Count 
Z or  the  Prince  Ivan. 

The  former,  brought  up  at  Oxford,  was,  like 
Hippolite,  in  himself  a  living  argument  against 
the  theory  which  bestows  too  readily  on  races 
qualities  inherent  in  them.     Hippolite,    whose 
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ancestors  had  enjoyed  through  the  reigns  of  the 
Montespans  and  the  Pompadours  the  high  privi- 
leges of  the  "  tabouret/'  showing  in  his  person 
in  one^  generation  the  loss  of  that  high  breed- 
ing which  a  French  lord  was  once  supposed 
to  imbibe  with  his  mother's  milk ;  and 
Z ,  the  Muscovite,  converted  by  early  edu- 
cation into  a  thorough  Englishman — a  fact 
more  startling  than  the  subjugation  of  the  first 
tiger  by  Van  Amburgh. 

But   Z ,    though  an  Englishman  in 

aspect,  in  manner,  and  in  feeling,  was  a  Rus- 
sian magnate  by  position ;  like  an  Athenian 
in  old  Greek  history,  with  his  eloquence,  his 
love  of  arts  and  of  liberty,  yoked  to  the  chariot 
of  a  Scythian.  He  has  since  been  distinguished 
for  his  unfortunate  duels,  and  for  the  reck- 
lessness with  which  he  scattered  an  enormous 
fortune  to  the  winds.  His  features  were  open 
and  noble,  and  he  was  distinguished  by  a  head 
of  curled  hair  of  unusual  length  and  density, 
which  gave  him  an  eccentric  and  a  somewhat 
lion-like  appearance. 

The    Prince     Ivan,    his    countryman     and 
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compeer,  was  in  everything  a  Russian.  In 
person  he  was  not  uncomely  ;  tall,  and  well 
proportioned,  his  features  were  tolerably  regular, 
notwithstanding  the  sallowness  of  his  thick, 
sdavonic  skin ;  deriving  its  tint  partly  from 
the  hot-house  temperature  in  which  Russian 
children  ripen  into  precocity,  but  more  from 
habitual  excesses.  His  face  had  too  the  defect 
of  nearly  all  Muscovite  countenances — that  of 
showing  too  much  the  nostrils ;  and  it  bore  the 
characteristic  almost  as  common,  of  the  cat-like 
or  Mongolian  position  of  the  eyes,  slanting 
downwards  towards  each  other. 

Those  eyes  were  in  themselves  the  most  re- 
pulsive of  his  features,  from  their  astute  ex- 
pression ;  at  least  as  taken  in  conjunction  with 
his  other  features.  They  were  dead  and  opaque, 
and  of  that  pale  leaden  hue,  which  alarms  and 
startles  more  than  even  all  the  pitiless  ferocity 
which  is  disclosed  by  the  transparent  organs  of  ^ 
vision  of  the  feline  tribes.  Thus  the  filmy  orbs 
of  the  blind,  when  rolled  in  the  expression  of 
passion,  are  more  menacing  than  if  flashing  with 
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the  utmost  brightness  of  hatred,  because  the 
known  is  less  dreaded  than  the  unknown  danger, 
and  we  are  accustomed  to  look  into  the  eye,  as  a 
sort  of  mirror,  which  must  at  some  instant  paint 
upon  its  disk  the  inmost  thought ;  it  contracts 
for  a  moment,  even  previously  to  the  most  sudden 
pounce  of  the  cat  or  tiger ;  and  with  the  cer- 
tainty of  that  instant  of  warning,  one  may  look 
into  it  with  defiance.  But  the  dull,  dead  eye, 
reflecting  nothing — the  window  of  a  mind  into 
which  it  can  never  give  the  faintest  insight, 
though  we  know  it  by  the  play  of  the  features 
to  be  cunning  and  malevolent,  inspires  us  with 
the  same  nameless  dread  and  horror  as  the 
aspect  of  those  cold-blooded,  loathsome  things, 
from  which,  harmless  as  they  may  be  to 
man,  we  dread  the  contact  of  some  hidden 
venom. 

Indications  of  weariness  and  disgust — the 
results  of  dissipation  or  a  sickly  constitution — 
were  mingled  with  a  sort  of  jubilating  cynicism, 
into  which  the  former  had  perhaps  degenerated ; 
they  were  permanently  imprinted  in  every  line 
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of  those  musdes  which  give  to  the  human 
countenance  its  chief  character.  They  were  con- 
veyed, too,  by  the  intonation  of  his  voice,  when 
not  by  his  words. 

There  was  in  Prince  Ivan's  whole  demeanour 
a  certain  sort  of  insolence,  before  which  men 
and  women  quailed,  and  which  seemed  to 
realize  the  crapulous  impertinence  with  which 
we  hear  some  of  the  nobles  of  the  monarchy 
stigmatized  in  the  memoirs  of  the  day ;  but  to 
the  seignorial  complexion  of  which  plebeian 
vulgarity  could  never  attain.  One  would  have 
been  tempted  to  imagine  that  one  of  these 
diaracters  had  been  perpetuated,  and  transmitted 
through  two  generations  to  the  prince,  by  some 
ancestor  whose  barbarism  was  forced,  by  the 
rude  hand  of  Peter  the  Great,  to  take  the  im- 
press of  a  rau^  of  the  regency,  just  as  the 
impression  of  all  civilization  has  been  taken  in 
Russia,  superfidally  minute  in  every  external. 
It  owed  its  origin  more  probably  to  the  habit  ot 
seeing  others  wince  beneath  the  triumphant 
sarcasms  of  one  himself  unassailable,  because 
callous    to    most    that    others    dreaded — one 
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regardless  where  he  tramped,  reckless  what  ani- 
mosities he  roused. 

Nature  had  given  the  Prince  wit;  and  a 
Russian  education,  teaching  him  to  weigh  his 
words,  had  preserved  him  from  the  loquacity  in 
which  a  Frenchman  would  have  diluted  it. 
Habit  had  made  him  equally  skilful  in  wounding 
with  the  tongue,  or  steel,  or  lead  ;  the  instinct  of 
an  envious  disposition  taught  him  unerringly  to 
use  the  first,  and  wine  supplied  him  with  fac- 
titious nerve  to  wield  the  latter.  In  his  own 
country  there  were  a  thousand  terrors  to  cause 
him  to  bridle  this  unhappy  humour ;  but  abroad 
he  was  only  subject  to  the  political  espionnage 
which  all  Russians  of  his  rank  continue  to 
endure ;  and  there  was  no  cause  why  he  should 
restrain  its  indulgence.  Just  now  too  he  gave, 
as  well  as  his  two  companions,  most  ample 
evidence  of  being  flushed  with  wine;  and  al- 
though he  bore  it  well,  by  increasing  his  personal 
recklessness,  it  disposed  him  to  give  the  full 
rein  to  his  temper. 

This  somewhat  lengthened  explication  was 
necessary  to  elucidate  the  scene  about  to  follow. 
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HIppoIite  de  L — ,  whom  we  left  speaking, 
continued : 

"  WeD,  you  will,  at  least,  aDow  that  I  have 
won  this  wager.  Is  she  not  worth  more  pains- 
taking than  an  opera  queen  ?" 

"  Fame,"  said  Z ,  taking  a  long  look 

through  his  glass,  "  has  not  belied  her.  Now 
she  has  vouchsafed  to  shine  out,  like  the  sun, 
from  a  doud,  she  certainly  outshines." 

"  And  like  the  sun,"  observed  the  Prince 
Ivan,  whose  leaden  eye  was  resting  upon  her, 
"  you  say  that  she  is  unapproachable  ?  I  don't 
believe  it  That  woman  is  to  be  won  in  half  an 
hour." 

"What!"  said  Hippolite,  "when  I  have 
watched  her,  or  had  her  watched,  by  day  and  by 
night,  these  three  weeks,  without  catching  sight 
of  her  till  now  !" 

"  You  must  have  shown  either  want  of  skill  or 
timidity  ;  so  I  will  suppose  you  were  too  timid." 

"Timid!" 

"  Oh  I  not  afraid  of  the  Blue  Beard  who 
keeps  the  lady  in  thrall ;  but  timid,  perhaps,  in 
addressing  her." 
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"  'Sdeath  !  Prince — ^you  who  sit  and  look 
on  at  the  chace,  why  don't  you  try  yourself? 
At  least,  a  woman  must  be  seen,  or  spoken  to, 
or  written  to,  before  she  can   be  won.     Now 

Z knows  that  yesterday,  in  the  midst 

of  my  breakfisist,  I  heard  that  she  had  driven 
out.  I  was  on  her  trace  in  an  instant ;  and, 
behold !  the  blinds  of  her  carriage  were  drawn 
down.  This  was  the  chance  afforded  by  a  whole 
week's  espionnage" 

"  So  you  sentimentally  alighted,  and  kissed 
the  track  of  her  carriage-wheels.  You  will  make 
way  thus." 

"  I  was  so  timid,  that  as  a  last  resource,  I 
drove  against  her ;  you  should  have  heard  the 
crash !  I  lost  a  wheel,  I  smashed  a  panel  of  a 
new  cab ;  but  at  least  I  brought  her  to  the 
window,  and  won  my  wager,  that  I  would  show 
her  to  Z ;  though  he  disputes  it." 

"  You  do  not,"  said  Z ,"  explain  that 

she  put  her  head  out  of  the  window  veiled.^' 

" Well,"  replied  Hippolite,  laughing,  "so  it 
was ;  but  what  is  to  be  done  with  a/We  si  bien 
gard^e.    Just  as  I  sprang  to  my  feet  and  was 
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commencing  an  apology,  Blue  Beard,  who  had 
recovered  from  his  shake,  regardless  of  her 
sympathies,  made  her  draw  down  the  blind,  and 
called  out  to  drive  on,  leaving  us  in  the  midst 
of  the  wreck !" 

"  I  think  the  attempt  was  bold  and  well  con- 
sidered," sneered  the  Prince,  "  if  the  cab  had 
been  your  friend's,  and  you  had  been  sleeping 
partner  to  a  coach-maker.  But  I  still  hold,  that 
the  lady  being  clearly  under  some  restraint,  and 
not  by  her  looks  unwilling,  there  must  be  a  way 
to  get  at  her.  You  have  been  on  her  trace  for 
weeks,  and  you  have  never  exchanged  words 
with  her.  All  you  know  of  her  is  so  con- 
tradictory as  to  amount  to  nothing.  You  know 
she  is  English,  you  know  she  is  beautiful,  and 
that  she  is  reported  to  be  rich ;  at  all  events, 
that  he  or  she  must  be  so.  You  know  that  he 
exercises  a  tyrannical  influence  over  her;  you 
know  that  she  is  either  a  sister,  a  cousin, 
a  niece,  a  daughter,  a  wife,  or  a  mistress.  You 
know,  it  is  true,  nothing  of  his  station  in  life ; 
but  you  have  ascertained  that  he  is  certainly 
an  Englishman,  unless  he  be  a  Swede,  or  a 
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Swiss,  or  an  American,  or  a  Dane,  or  a  Dutch- 
man." 

"  No ;"    said  Z ,    "  his   success   has 

not  been  brilliant." 

"If  I  had  been  as  much  interested  in  the 
matter,"  observed  the  Prince,  "I  would  have 
been  as  far  advanced  as  he  is  in  an  hour." 

"  A  gasconade : — ^try  it." 

"  My  dear  fellow,  I  have  tried  it ;  it  is  only 
five  minutes  since  I  caught  sight  of  her,  and  I 

appeal  to  Z whether  I  have  not  made 

as  much  progress  in  this  adventure  as  you 
have — which  is  none  at  all." 

"  I  am  afi^id  you  want  enterprise,  young 
man,"  said  Z . 

"  I  so  much  want  enterprise,"  replied  Hippo- 
lite  de  L — ,  "  that  who  will  wager  me  I  do 
not  go  straight  to  her  box  and  obtain  a  signal 
mark  of  her  favour  ?" 

"  What  do  you  call  a  signal  mark  of  her 
favour  ?  Something  as  intangible  and  invisible 
as  the  glances  with  which  she  has  distinguished 
you?" 

''  No ;  I  win  obtain  that  rose-bud  nestling  in 
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her  bosom,  or  I  will  kiss  her  lips  before  the 
whole  audience." 

"  Oh  1"    exclaimed  Z ,   «  any  ruffian 

might  rush  into  a  lady's  box,  and  snatch  a  rose, 
or  ravish  a  kiss !" 

"  Yes  ;"  observed  the  Prince.  "  111  answer 
for  it  there  are  plenty  of  fellows  about  the  pit- 
door,  who  would  attempt  it  for  a  handful  of  louis, 
with  the  certainty  of  kicking  and  incarceration 
for  their  pains." 

At  this  moment  he  turned  suddenly  round, 
and  the  lady  in  the  box  waved  her  hand,  and 
then  hastily  recovered  herself.  It  was  obvious 
that  some  resemblance  had  deceived  her  for  an 
instant.  The  sudden  pause  in  the  very  midst 
of  the  little  sign  of  recognition,  and  her  percep- 
tible embarrassment,  rendered  this  evident. 
But  Prince  Ivan  unhesitatingly  kissed  his  hand. 

"  Now  by  the  modesty  of  the  eleven  thousand 
virgins,"  exclaimed  he,  "  if  I  am  not  the  fortu- 
nate individual  whom  the  lady  most  distin- 
guished by  her  notice !  Listen,  gentlemen : — to 
improve  on  Hippolite's  proposition,  hold  me  a 
bet  upon  the  matter,  and  I  go  into  her  box ; 
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with  her  own  white  hands  she  shall  detach  that 
rose-bud  and  give  it  to  me,  and  then  I  will 
dose  the  curtain^  and  you  must  take  the  kiss 
for  granted.  Mark  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  go 
in  to  her  as  Hippolite  proposed — to  raise  an 
uproar,  and  be  turned  ignominiously  out.  It 
shall  all  be  with  her  own  free  will :  as  a  test  of 
which,  I  will  sit  and  converse  with  her  for  ten 
minutes  after." 

"  This  is  too  much  presumption,"  said  Hippo- 
lite.     "  I  hold  that  wager." 

"  Well,  anything  6rom  a  supper  to  a  thousand 
louis." 

"I  hold  it  for  a  hundred  louis.  Such  a 
gasconade  should  not  be  taxed  at  less." 

"  I  have  none  of  the  blood  of  Gascony  in 
me,"  sneered  the  Prince ;  "  but  you  will  observe, 
my  dear  Hippolite,  that  the  success  of  my 
wager  will  not  depend  on  the  mere  audacity  of 
a  highwayman  snatching  at  a  purse.  I  am 
going  not  to  outrage,  but  to  conquer.  Will 
you,  Z ,  be  umpire  to  the  bet  ?" 

"  Oh  willingly.  The  lady  is  to  give  you  that 
rose,  and  you  are  to  remain  ten  minutes  next 
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her  without  being  turned  out ;  otherwise  the 
wager  is  lost." 

"  Exactly." 

"  You  are  going  to  lose  a  hundred  louis,  and 
I  to  win  them,"  said  Hippolite ;  "  but  curse  it, 
if  for  a  hundred  louis  I  would  frighten  the  pretty 
bird,  or  make  its  jealous  owner  shut  it  up  alto- 
gether." 

"  Oh  !"  replied  the  Prince,  "  you  should  have 
thought  of  that  before." 

"What  if  I  pay  forfeit?" 

"  I  win  not  take  the  whole  sum  as  forfeit, 
as  I  mean  to  give  it  to  my  valet." 

"  What  if  Blue  Beard  returns  ?"  said  Z . 

"Then  I  must  play  Selim,"  replied  the 
Prince.  "  But  it  is  very  unlikely.  Did  you  not 
observe  that  she  kept  the  curtain  dose  so  long 
as  any  one  was  with  her.  Depend  upon  it,  she 
would  have  closed  it  again  already,  had  he  been 
yet  expected  back." 

"  Don't  call  upon  me  for  help  if  I  see  her 
footman  thrust  you  down  the  lobby,"  said 
Z . 
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"  Better  pay  forfeit  and  give  up,"  said  Hippo- 
lite. 

"  Gentlemen,  adieu  !  I  will  give  you  each  a 
rose-leaf,"  replied  the  Prince,  as  he  disappeared 
through  the  pit  door. 

Blanche  Mortimer  still  sat  alone.  It  was  true 
that  the  last  words  of  Mattheus  as  he  left  her 
had  been  :  "  Dearest,  do  not  let  yourself  be 
seen,  or  we  shaU  be  again  annoyed  and  followed." 
Blanche  smiled  a  promise ;  but  she  belonged  to 
the  same  sex  as  Eve,  Pandora,  and  the  wife  of 
LfOt.  She  was  a  thorough  woman  ;  that  is  to 
say,  a  compound  of  those  latent  qualities  which 
make  men  heroes,  mixed  up  with  habitual 
weaknesses  and  waywardness,  which  prevent 
us  from  respecting,  to  incline  us  perhaps  the 
more  to  love  their  possessor. 

The  door  of  her  box  opened,  and  a  stranger 
stood  before  her;  for  an  instant  she  mistook 
him  for  Mattheus.  He  was  the  same  she  had 
just  before  mistaken  for  him  in  the  pit.  But 
the  resemblance  was  one  of  those  general  like- 
nesses, of  build  or  figure,  which  vanishes  into 
the  strongest  antithesis  on  detailed  examination. 
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The  leaden  eye,  the  sardonic  smile,  the  decayed 
teeth  of  Prince  Ivan,  could  not  be,  for  longer 
than  the  subdivision  of  a  second,  mistaken  for 
the  blue  eyes  sparkling  with  enthusiasm,  the  open 
countenance,  and  the  pearly  teeth  of  Mattheus. 

"  Sir  !"  she  said  hastily,  but  in  a  very  sweet 
voice,  "  this  is  a  private  box." 

"  Not  very  private.  Madam,  considering  that 
the  eyes  of  the  whole  house  are  upon  us." 

"  Sir,  you  are  in  error,"  said  Blanche. 

"  Believe  me  not.  Madam,"  replied  the  Prince, 
and  he  sat  down.  "You  see  beside  you  an 
unhappy  wight,  bewildered,  intoxicated,  mad- 
dened by  your  charms." 

Blanche  rose  in  terror,  and  was  about  to  call 
for  assistance;  but  the  Prince  snatched  hold 
of  her  wrist,  and  kept  her  down  upon  her 
chair. 

"  Your  servant  is  removed;  so  also  is 
the  box  keeper.  Hear  me  for  one  instant, 
or  you  win  occasion  a  scene  before  the  whole 
house.  One  instant's  patience,  and  1  leave 
you !" 

"  Mattheus  !  dear    Mattheus !"  involuntarily 
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murmured  Blanche,  who  sank  into  a  chair, 
almost  fainting  with  alarm  at  his  violence  and 
the  energy  of  his  language.  • 

"  Queen  of  Beauty !"  said  the  Prince,  "  your 
dear  Mattheus  has  left  you  alone,  like  Ariadne, 
and  so  will  I  in  an  instant  if  you  continue  to 
require  it.  But  first  hear  me  !  I  am  a  despe- 
rate man.  I  have  vowed  either  to  commit 
suicide,  or  to  bear  away  that  rose  whose  hue 
and  sweetness  are  shamed  so  near  those  lips." 

"  Oh,  Sir !  what  have  I  done  that  you  should 
thus  insult  me?  Unhand  me,  or  I  will  call 
out  to  the  company  !" 

"  Madam,  I  am  desperate !  I  will  kiss  those 
lips  before  all  the  audience  if  you  do.  Give 
me  only  that  flower,  and  I  depart." 

"  Unhand  me.  Sir !  You  crush  my  wrist  in 
your  grasp !" 

The  Prince  let  go. 

"  Oh,  heavens !  I,  who  would  die  to  save 
you  a  moment's  pain !  But  remember  my  de- 
termmation  !  Give  me  that  flower  to  worship 
as  a  relic  in  the  solitary  hours  of  my  de- 
spair !" 
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"  Oh !  whoever  you  are,  let  me  entreat  you 
to  leave  me !  Mattheus  will  be  here  directly, 
and  there  will  be  murder  !*' 

"  Then  do  you  prevent  it.  You  are  an 
angel;  be  an  angel  of  peace!  Give  me  that 
flower,  and  I  depart !" 

Blanche  looked  hurriedly  round  her.  She 
detached  the  rose-bud,  and  said  almost  im- 
ploringly: "Will  you  go?" 

"  Yes,  on  my  honour !  To  be  plain  with 
you,  it  is  a  wager." 

"  Here,  then !"  said  Blanche,  in  an  anguish 
of  t^Tor  at  the  scene  her  imagination  conjured 
up,  "  if  Mattheus  should  suddenly  return ;"  and 
she  handed  him  the  solitary  rose-bud. 

"  Now,  go  !  go !  go  !" 

Prince  Ivan  bowed  low,  and  twirled  the  rose- 
bud aloft,  to  show  it  to  his  backers  in  the  pit ; 
for  by  this  time  those  around  Hippolite  de  L — 

and   Z were    betting   on    the  results 

of  his  enterprize.     Then  he  kissed  it,  put  it  in 
his  bosom,  and  sat  down  beside  the  lady. 

There  was  a  movement  of  approbation 
amongst  those  who  were  to  win  by  his  success 
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— of  some  disappointment  amongst  those  who 
were  to  lose. 

"  Ah !"  said  one,  "  what  folly !  Now  I  re- 
cognise  her — she  is  his  old  mistress." 

"  No  more,"  said  Hippolite,  "  than  she  ever 
was  yours," 

"  Harkye !"  said  another,  whose  chivalr)' 
was  stimulated  by  the  prospect  of  loss.  "  I  call 
it  disgraceful.  If  the  lady  has  no  cavalier  to 
take  it  up — I  will." 

"  No,  that  is  my  right !"  quoth  Hippolite. 

"  Well  1"   said  Z ,    "  we  should  call 

that  in  England  a  bet  cleverly  hedged,  where 
a  man  is  safe  to  lose  his  life,  or  his  friend,  or 
his  money.  I  don't  think  it  will  be  his  money; 
look,  he  is  sitting  down  quietly  beside  her ;  she 
listens  to  his  pathetic  pleading  ;  and  I  don't 
think  it  will  be  his  life,  if  Hippolite  goes  out 
with  him." 

Meanwhile,  the  Prince  having  received  the 
flower,  had  not  offered  to  move.  He  remained 
for  a  minute  in  mute  admiration  of  Blanche's 
beauty,  which  at  first  he  had  scarcely  thought 
of  observing. 
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"  Oh,  Sir !"  said  Blanche,  "  you  promised 
if  I  gave  you  that  flower,  jou  would  go  !" 

"Didir 

"  On  your  honour  !" 

"  Yes,  so  upon  my  honour  I  will ;  but  not 
yet." 

"  Oh,  this  is  infamous  !"  said  Blanche.  "  I 
^ill  call  out  if  you  do  not  leave  me ;"  and  her 
terror  at  this  pertinacious  persecution  caused 
her  voice  to  belie  the  menace  of  her  words,  as 
she  sank  back  into  her  chair. 

"  You  know  the  penalty,"  observed  the 
Prince ;  "  but,  in  fact,  my  wager  is  to  sit  ten 
minutes  beside  you,  after  I  have  obtained  the 
flower." 

"  Oh,  mercy  !  he  will  be  here !" 

"  In  eight  minutes  I  go,  although  unwil- 
hogly.  Take  patience  till  then,  since  I  must 
then  take  patience  to  leave  you." 

"  Oh !  this  is  cowardly,  unmerited !  Go, 
Sir !  or  he  will  be  here." 

"  What,  do  you  fear  him  then  ?" 

"  WTiat !  fearMattheus?"  exclaimed  Blanche, 
bewildered  by  the   stranger's   conduct.     "  Go, 

VOL.  I.  c 
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Sir !  leave  me  1  I  command  you !"  and  again 
her  voice  sank  with  her  courage.  **  Go — I 
implore  you,  go !" 

"  Hear  me,  Madam !"  said  the  Prince.  "  I 
came  to  win  a  foolish  wager — ^a  paltry  hundred 
louis.  I  have  remained — my  senses  ravished 
by  a  beauty  I  had  never  dreamed  of.  I 
have  learned  to  feel  that  the  greatest  sacrifice 
on  earth  must  be  to  quit  your  presence.  For- 
give my  audacity.  Let  me  have  the  happiness 
of  meeting  you — wherever — whenever  you  may 
name,  and  I  leave  you  this  moment.  I  forfeit 
my  hundred  louis,  and  I  yield  up  six  whole  mi- 
nutes, which  spent  near  you  are  of  inestimable 
price." 

A  bright  flush  of  crimson  succeeded  to  the 
pallor  of  Blanche's  cheek.  "  How  dare  you, 
Sir,  insult  me  thus!"  She  rose  so  resolutely 
that  his  hand,  which  again  clasped  her  wrist, 
was  powerless  to  detain  her  on  her  seat.  But 
all  her  energy  seemed.^  wasted  by  the  strength 
she  had  put  forth  in  this  effort,  that  the  cry 
for  help  she  attempted  to  utter  died  upon 
her  lips. 
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"  Ha !  Madam/'  said  the  Prince,  as  with 
one  band  he  still  held  her,  whilst  with  the  other 
he  rapidly  drew  the  curtain,  to  mask  her  re- 
sistance till  he  could  again  pacify  her.  '^  Sit 
down !  sit  down!  or  I  will  kiss  that  very  scornful 
mouth!"  He  passed  the  other  arm  around 
her  waist. 

"  Oh,  help !  help  !  help !"  screamed  Blanche 
in  an  agony  of  terror. 

Help  came.  The  door  opened,  and  Mat- 
theus  stood  before  them. 

There  was  that  resemblance  between  Mat- 
theus  and  Prince  Ivan,  that  they  might  pos- 
sibly have  passed  for  brothers,  but  at  the  same 
time  aU  the  widest  difference  that  health  and 
sickliness  could  make,  betwixt  a  frame  enfeebled 
by  long  excesses,  and  one  Herculean  in  its 
youthful  vigour. 

The  blood  still  flowed  freely  through  the 
minutest  vessels,  to  tinge  the  skin  of  Mattheus 
with  the  flush  of  passion ;  the  angry  veins,  obe- 
dient to  the  throbbings  of  the  heart,  still  swelled 
into  protuberance  upon  his  forehead,  and  his 
ejes  still  flashed  the  light   through  the  dear 
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lymph  of  their  living  orbs,  as  he  stood  for  an 
instant  in  amazement,  confronting  the  intruder. 

The  Prince  Ivan  was  scarcely  for  an  instant 
disconcerted.  He  instantly  assumed  the  po- 
sition of  a  man  resolved  to  answer  for  his  deeds. 
Nothing  could  exceed  the  reckless,  insolent  de- 
fiance of  his  looks. 

The  first  movement  of  Blanche,  forgetftil  of 
herself  and  of  her  outraged  dignity,  was  to  rush 
between  them.  She  knew,  or  thought  she 
knew  Mattheus,  and  she  dreaded  fi*om  him  the 
angry  leap  of  the  tiger  upon  its  prey ;  but  by  a 
strange,  yet  natural  feeling,  all  the  warm  blood 
rushed  back  to  her  heart  when  she  saw  him 
stand  transfixed  before  the  arrogant  aggressor, 
his  lips  quivering  with  irresolution. 

She  who  would  have  hung  upon  his  arms  to 
avert  the  fatal  blow  which  might  recoil  upon 
himself — she  who  would  have  rushed  to  meet  the 
stroke  intended  for  him — now  stood  mute  with 
unspeakable  anguish,  when  she  heard  him  parley, 
in  a  tone,  common-place  igid  cold,  with  the  ruf- 
fian whom  he  had  seen  with  his  arm  around  her 
waist. 
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"What  do  you  here?" 

"What  do  I  heref  replied  the  Prince, 
ironically;  "  your  words  are  rough  —  speak 
civilly." 

"  B^ne !"  said  Mattheus,  "  leave  this 
box!" 

To  Blanche  in  that  moment  seemed  withered 
the  illusions  of  years ;  then  the  thought  flashed 
ao'oss  her,  that  the  man,  whom*  in  the  imagina- 
tion of  her  first  love,  she  had  exalted  into  a 
hero,  was  perhaps  a  coward— one  who  dared  not 
protect  her  against  a  creature  she  had  dreaded 
to  see  crushed  like  a  snail  beneath  his  indignant 
heel. 

Mattheus  grew  deadly  pale ;  it  was  plain  that 
his  fear  must  be  very  intense,  to  quell  the  suffo- 
cating anger  which  almost  choked  his  utte- 
rance. 

"What  do  you  hwe?" 

"  What  do  I  here  ?  I  came  to  ask  this  lady 
for  a  rose-bud :  here  it  is,"  said  the  Prince,  who 
drew  it  forth  and  insolently  pressed  it  to  his 
lips. 
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"  Go  !"  exclaimed  Mattheus,  his  voice 
tremulous  with  passion.  "  Go  !  quit  this 
box!" 

"  Not  yet,"  replied  the  Prince,  coolly.  "  I  have 
wagered  not  to  cross  the  threshold  of  that  door 
for  ten  minutes." 

*'  Begone  !"  said  Mattheus,  his  voice  still  in- 
voluntarily rising,  "  or  be  the  consequences  on 
your  own  head !" 

"  Perhaps,"  answered  the  Prince,  "  the  world 
may  think  fit  to  consider  them  on  yours." 

"  Once  more,"  exclaimed  Mattheus,  "  go  !" 

"  What,  and  lose  my  wager  ?" 

"  Hear  me — then  !"  said  Mattheus,  who 
threw  back  his  arms,  as  if  to  ascertain  with  what 
facility  his  costume  would  allow  of  his  using 
them.  "  You  shall  quit  this  box,  and  yet  not 
cross  that  threshold." 

"You  are  witty,  fellow,"  said  the  Prince, 
"  how  so  ?" 

"  Thus  !"  —  thundered  Mattheus,  and  then 
followed  the  poimce  of  the  tiger,  as  he  sprang 
upon  him. 
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The  pit  had  been  looking  anxiously  on ;  the 
interest  of  the  scene  had  extended  beyond  the 
little  cirde  originally  cognisant  of  what  was 
passing.  They  saw  the  lady  attempt  to  rise, 
and  then  the  curtain  had  been  closed  upon  them, 
to  their  visible  disappointment.  One  minute 
elapsed,  and  then  another.  The  voices  of  the 
disputants  had  been  too  low  to  reach  the  pit, 
excepting  in  an  indistinct  murmur. 

At  length  the  exclamation  of  Mattheus  burst 
upon  the  house  in  a  stentorian  roar — the  cur- 
tain was  rent  aside — the  Prince  appeared  strug- 
gling in  his  arms  for  one  moment,  and  then  was 
hurled  headlong  into  the  orchestra. 

There  was  a  sonorous  crash  of  lamps,  of 
fiddles  and  bass-viols,  two  musicians  were  stunned 
under  him,  and  the  Prince  Ivan,  to  the  universal 
horror,  lay  stretched  above  them  pale  and  lifeless, 
the  blood  gushing  from  his  mouth  in  a  red  pol- 
luting torrent.  Mattheus,  with  starting  eyes, 
and  the  attitude  of  a  gladiator,  still  vindic- 
tively shook  his  clenched  fist  at  his  fallen 
enemy. 

But  80  general  was  the  sympathy  with  his 
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provocation,   that  a  voice   in   the  pit — it   was 

Z *s — cried    bravo  !     and    that   bravo, 

bravo,  bravo !  was  repeated  by  many  scores  of 
voices. 
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CHAPTER  11. 


Even  Blanche,  strange  as  it  may  seem,  was 
stiU  as  ignorant  as  the  reader  of  the  station, 
parentage,  or  country  of  Mattheus,*  although 
he  was  her  fiskvoured  suitor — although  she  had 
resolved  to  exchange  her  name  for  his. 

The  reader  will  naturally  conclude  that 
either  the  lady  was  romantically  and  outra* 
geously  confiding,  or  that  some  imusual  cir- 
cumstances must  have  marked  her  acquaintance 
with  him. 

Something  of  both  had  led  to  the  singularity 
of  their  relative  position.     Two  years  before, 
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Blanche  Mortimer,  then  an  orphan  under  her 
uncle's  care,  had  met  Mattheus  travelling  in 
Italy.  Some  of  the  chances,  or  mischances,  of 
their  wanderings,  had  first  brought  them  to- 
gether, under  those  trying  circumstances  which 
enforce  temporary  companionship,  and  often 
lead  to  intimacies  which,  from  their  incongruity, 
could  never  otherwise  have  been  formed. 

Experienced  English  travellers,  like  all  travel- 
ling foreigners,  know  exactly  when  to  avail  them- 
selves of  pleasant  road-side  acquaintance — where 
gracefully  to  drop  it.  Ralph  Mortimer,  her  uncle, 
was  one  of  these.  In  addition  to  a  perfect  know- 
ledge of  the  world,  he  was  too  heedless  of  it,  and 
too  selfish  either  to  care  for  the  character  of  his 
society,  so  long  as  it  proved  agreeable,  or  to 
dread  the  least  restraining  delicacy  or  difficulty 
in  getting  rid  of  it  whenever,  at  any  stage 
of  mutual  intimacy,  it  should  cease  to  be  de- 
sirable. As  he  happened  to  be  a  man  of  re- 
finement and  of  extensive  reading,  travel,  and 
information,  his  tastes  preserved  him  from  de- 
rogatory association ;  but  provided  these  tastes 
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were  not  outraged,  he  would  sooner  have  made 
a  companion  of  an  amusing  pickpocket,  than  of 
a  prosy  Doctor  of  Divinity.  When,  therefore, 
he  learned  to  relish  the  society  and  conversation 
of  his  new  acquaintance,  he  made  no  effort,  after 
the  first  repulse,  to  penetrate  the  palpable  mys- 
tery of  his  country  and  position ;  a  forbearance 
which  seemed  duly  estimated  by  the  object  of  it. 
Mattheus  was  designated  as  a  subject  of  the 
United  States,  in  the  passport  which  on  the 
continent  attempts  to  carry  its  arbitrary  scrutiny 
so  impertinently  into  a  traveller's  privacy ;  but 
he  always  readily,  and  almost  anxiously,  ex- 
plained that  he  had  only  assumed  that  character 
for  the  convenience  of  its  protection.  Regard- 
ing his  real  country,  his  answers  were  always 
playfully  but  pertinaciously  evasive.  Although 
he  spoke  English  faultlessly,  it  was  plain,  from 
certain  peculiarities,  rather  of  intonation  than  of 
accent,  that  he  was  no  Englishman.  But  this 
negative  information  was  all  that  could  be 
gathered  from  the  most  attentive  study  of  his 
conversation  or  manners.      All  the    principal 
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European  languages— the  French,  the  Italian, 
and  the  German — ^he  spoke  so  as  to  deceive  even 
the  practised  ear  of  Mr.  Mortimer. 

Mattheus  admitted  his  knowledge  of  the 
Russian  and  Polish :  tongues,  of  a  common  root, 
but  differing  so  widely  from  all  others  not  of 
Sclavonic  parentage,  as  rarely  to  be  mastered  by 
a  foreigner ;  and  here  there  seemed  a  clue  to  the 
question  of  his  nationality.  But  then,  on  the 
other  hand,  it  appeared  that,  with  the  facility  of 
those  who  have  acquired  proficiency  in  several 
idioms,  he  had  made  himself  acquainted  with 
various  dialects,  as  hard  to  learn  and  as  useless 
to  possess  as  the  Russian  or  Polish  to  a  French- 
man or  German. 

On  everything  that  could  indicate  his  social 
position,  he  was  equally  silent;  but  this  could 
hardly  remain  a  matter  of  mystery  as  absolute 
as  his  country.  His  conversation  at  once  in- 
duced the  conviction  which  prolonged  intercourse 
confirmed  beyond  a  doubt,  that  he  belonged  to, 
or  had  chiefly  mingled  in,  the  society  of  those 
classes  which  we  conventionally  call  the  higher. 
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Many  more  solid  accomplishments,  beyond 
his  familiarity  with  languages,  attested  the 
sedulous  cultivation  of  his  intellect.  He  pos- 
sessed them,  as  Mr.  Mortimer  regarded  and 
expressed  it,  notwithstanding  his  skill  in  many 
tongues,  which  he  argued,  perhaps  not  unjuStly, 
to  be  always  acquired  at  the  expense  of  higher 
knowledge. 

"  Words,"  he  said,  "  are  but  the  symbols  of 
ideas — in  most  men  the  ideas  are  wanting ;  and 
not  unfrequently  when  they  do  possess  them, 
the  paucity  of  words  wherein  to  clothe  them, 
reduces  them  to  inutility.  If  a  man,  instead  of 
gathering  ideas,  of  which  he  can  never  have 
too  many,  or  mastering  the  words  of  his  own 
language  to  array  them  in,  will  learn  nine 
foreign  tongues,  besides  his  own,  he  only  knows 
at  last  ten  ways  of  expressing  what  he  could 
have  expressed  as  weQ  before ;  and  nine  tenths 
of  the  labour  which  might  have  stored  his  mind 
with  facts  and  fruitful  deductions,  has  been 
wasted  to  gamer  up  barren  sounds." 

But  Mattheus  had  apparently  avadled  himself 
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of  this  faculty  of  communing  with  men  of  dif- 
ferent nations,  by  its  most  useful  application : 
that  is,  by  striving  to  acquire  through  it  a 
knowledge  of  their  habits,  feelings,  and  spirit, 
and  of  the  literary  treasures  of  their  res- 
pecfive  languages.  He  had  seen  all  that  was 
worth  seeing  in  every  country ;  he  had  lived  in 
almost  every  capital  of  Europe;  and  he  was  con- 
stantly betraying  his  acquaintance  with  the  most 
remarkable  society,  political,  scientific,  or  lite- 
rary, which  they  contained. 

Mr.  Mortimer,  whose  early  years  had  been 
spent  in  diplomacy,  found  in  his  new  companion 
a  man  versed  in  the  scandal  and  secrets  of 
cabinets;  called  secrets,  because  confined  to  a 
coterie,  which  alone  possesses  a  key  to  render 
them  intelligible,  in  its  knowledge  of  the  charac- 
ters, motives,  and  antecedents  of  those  to  whom 
they  relate.  He  found  Mattheus  not  only  an 
enthusiast  for  the  fine  arts,  but  one  of  the  most 
intelligent  cognoscenti  he  had  met  with,  and  a 
successful  collector  of  all  those  objects  of  virtu, 
which  Mr.  Mortimer  still  admired,  but  in  which 
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the  expense  of  more  sensual  gratifications  no 
longer  allowed  him  to  indulge. 

The  acquirements  of  his  new  and  pleasant 
acquaintance  were  so  varied,  that  his  conversation 
and  companionship  were  equally  agreeable  to  Mr. 
Mortimer  in  discussing  a  theme  of  speculative 
science,  the  beauties  of  a  picture,  or  the  merits 
of  his  cook.  Mr.  Mortimer,  indeed,  at  first  felt, 
if  not  piqued,  at  least  astonished,  to  think  that 
his  experience  and  sagacity  should  be  so  much 
at  fault  as  not  to  enable  him  positively  to  dis- 
cover even  the  country,  rank,  or  standing  of 
Mattheus ;  but  he  soon  discarded  all  solicitude 
or  thought  upon  the  subject,  contented  with  his 
first  conjecture,  that  he  was  probably  a  Pole  or 
Russian,  and  certainly  the  scion  of  some  noble 
house,  whose  illegitimacy  caused  him  to  be 
unacknowledged,  or  whose  political  opinions 
had  driven  him  to  seek  concealment.  Poland, 
Russia,  and  Italy,  were  just  then  full  of  secret 
associations,  some  of  the  threads  of  whose  en- 
tangling meshes  were  often  discovered  by  the 
vigilance  of  the  governments  against  which  they 
were  plotting. 
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It  sufficed  for  him,  that  he  had  never  met  an 
individual  whose  society — ^for  Ralph  Mortimer 
neither  believed  in  nor  would  have  coveted  friend- 
ship— ^was  more  agreeable  to  him.  If  he  had 
often  foimd  more  brilliancy,  he  could  never  hope 
to  fall  upon  the  same  yielding  deference  with 
which  Mattheus  submitted  to  his  opinions,  his 
caprices,  and  his  humours. 

Although  it  is  true  that  the  pleasure  of  being 
near  Blanche  Mortimer,  who  was  just  then 
budding  into  womanhood,  would  alone  have 
sufficed  to  repay  Mattheus  for  these  little  sacri- 
fices to  the  egotism  of  his  host,  they  were  as 
much  occasioned  by  the  gentle  submissiveness, 
which  occasionally  giving  way  to  fits  of  exulta- 
tion, was  habitual  to  the  natiu*e  of  Mattheus. 
He  became  a  constant  visitor ;  if  he  had  any 
occupations  or  profession,  he  neglected  or  aban- 
doned them,  to  follow  from  town  to  town  the 
Mortimers,  after  having  each  time  taken  a 
formal  and  final  leave. 

Ralph  Mortimer  was  the  last  male  descendant 
of  an  ancient  family,  decayed,  but  not  like  an 
old  tree,  whose  branches  wither,  through   the 
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gradual  impoverishment  of  its  degenerate  sap. 
The  last  members  of  his  fallen  house  had  still 
continued  to  exhibit  the  intellect,  the  courage, 
and  the  virtues  which  had  led  to  its  original 
distinction,  but  largely  mingled  with  the  vices, 
the  follies,  the  extravagance,  and  insanity,  which 
predominating,  had  blasted  its  prosperity,  re- 
ducing its  blood  to  that  which  flowed  in  the 
veins  of  Ralph  and  his  brother's  daughter,  and 
its  once  vast  possessions  to  Ralph's  personal 
wealth.  This,  his  present  fortime,  was  sufficient 
to  allow  him  on  the  continent  the  gratification 
of  every  sensual  enjoyment,  without  the  atten- 
dant state  which,  in  England,  is  usually  con- 
nected with  a  certain  luxuriousness  of  living, 
but  which  abroad  may  be  dispensed  with. 

Ralph  Mortimer  had  always  been  thoroughly 
sdfish.  He  had  not  the  reputation  of  being  so 
because  his  ability  taught  him,  in  the  very 
interest  of  his  egotism,  to  conceal  it ;  he  had 
even  passed  for  generous  in  the  early  part  of 
his  life,  when  he  squandered  half  his  fortune. 
Habitual  amenity  of  manner  still  caused  him 
to  be  thought  benevolent. 
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It  is  unfortunately  true  that  the  very  pan- 
theism of  self-idolatry  is  compatible  alike  with 
the  most  powerful  as  with  the  meanest  men- 
tal capacity.  The  brightest  intellect  is  fre- 
quently aUicd  to  unalloyed  and  exclusive  selfish- 
ness ;  just  as,  descending  a  step  beneath  the 
lowest  scale  of  humanity,  we  see  even  in  the 
most  gross  and  grovelling  animals  a  temporary 
abstraction  of  self-instinct  in  favour  of  their 
young.  It  is  bom  in  the  heart :  the  head  has 
nothing  to  do  with  its  existence,  though  its 
weakness  may  be  careless  in  displaying,  its  wisdom 
solicitous  to  conceal  it.  Its  wisdom  feels  that 
all  that  men  most  inwardly  revere  and  venerate, 
must  take  its  origin  in  some  abstraction  of  this 
love  of  self — an  abstraction  which  folly  only 
doubts,  or  obtuseness  dares  entirely  to  dis- 
avow. It  feels  that  there  is  no  possible  inde- 
pendence in  the  social  state,  in  which  a  man. can 
venture  without  danger,  or  at  least  without  in- 
convenience, to  forfeit  all  the  sympathies  of  his 
kind  by  such  a  disavowal. 

The  egotism  of  Ralph  Mortimer  was  absolute 
and  complete ;  but  as  he  was  no  fool,  he  was 
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not  boastful  of  it.  His  strong  reflective  powers, 
and  his  acute  perception,  left  him  indeed,  in 
feeling,  still  below  the  level  of  the  brute,  because 
be  would  have  been  incapable  of  transferring 
his  self-affection  beyond  the  narrow  limits  of  his 
own  heart,  even  to  his  immediate  offspring ;  but 
he  wished  to  appear  as  if  it  was  overflowing 
towards  all  mankind* 

Though  always  fond  of  money,  Ralph  Morti- 
mer had  never  been  avaricious.  He  never  con- 
founded the  representative  sign  with  the  enjoy- 
ments it  represented.  He  laughed  at  the  miser, 
calculating  minutely  every  day's  interest  of  his 
wealth,  and  ever  mindful  of  his  securities,  yet  not 
only  forgetting  all  the  while  that  death  hoiu*ly 
threatened  the  deprivation  of  all  his  store,  but 
that  ev^  year  he  kept  it  hoarded,  according  to 
all  insurance  tables,  a  tenth,  a  twentieth,  a 
thirtieth  of  life's  brief  span  was  inevitably  escap- 
ing, with  its  opportunities  of  enjoyment;  thus 
reducing  in  equal  ratio  its  value. 

In  his  youth,  Mortimer  had  used  his  talents 
assiduously,  and  lavished  his  wealth  fearlessly, 
in  the  pursuits  of  ambition  and  of  love,  or  what 
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he  called  so.  But  these  were  then  untried 
gratifications.  He  tried  and  he  exhausted 
them.  Love  soon  wearied  him  with  its  in- 
cessant calls  for  reciprocation.  Ambition  to  him, 
who  possessed  already  the  means  of  all  sensual 
pleasures,  had  nothing  to  offer,  excepting  the 
opinion  of  his  fellow-men,  which  he  despised ; 
and  thus,  with  all  the  opportunities  of  greater  if 
not  better  things,  he  sank  into  a  mere  epicurean. 

He  had  calculated  justly,  that  by  the  time 
one  half  his  fortune  was  spent  over  the  green 
baize,  on  the  turf,  and  behind  the  scenes,  his 
diminished  appetites  would  be  amply  supplied 
by  the  remainder.  As  he  had  foreseen,  it  did 
suffice  to  enable  him,  as  he  changed  fi-om  one 
delicious  clime  or  scene  to  another  his  place  of 
sojourn,  to  roll  along  in  the  softest  and  most 
convenient  of  travelling  carriages,  attended  by 
the  most  thoughtful  and  obsequious  of  valets, 
and  preceded  by  the  most  skilful  of  cooks. 

When  Mortimer  had  led  for  years  the  joyous 
life  of  Sybaris,  the  conscientious  satisfaction  of 
the  pious,  just,  and  easy-minded  man  depicted 
on  his  cloudless  countenance,  he  began  to  find 
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that  with  all  his  wisdom  he  had  made  one  great 
mistake-  He  remembered  that  money,  which 
he  once  deemed  could  purchase  every  thing  but 
fife,  or  health,  or  appetite,  could  not  buy  af- 
fection. He  had  once  imagined  that  the  si- 
mulation of  it — the  most  marketable  of  all 
commodities — would  do  just  as  well. 

But  manhood,  though  it  walks  in  spirit  as 
in  frame  erect  and  independent,  seeks  for  some 
staff  to  lean  upon,  when  changing  into  age; 
like  those  dissolving  views,  where  the  luxuriant 
scenes  of  summer  first  begin  to  fade  into  win- 
ter's cheerlessness.  It  seeks,  as  its  blood  chills, 
to  sun  itself  in  those  warm  beams  which  only 
importimed  the  brow  of  manhood  when  they 
fell  athwart  it  Thus,  in  the  first  days  of  Ralph's 
autumn,  he  began  to  feel  that  when  old  age, 
and  age's  childish  imbecility  should  have  stolen 
&r  upon  him,  the  indifferent  glances  of  paid 
menials,  or  their  purchased  interest,  would 
bring  but  cold  and  sorry  consolation  to  the 
discomforts  of  declining  years.  Thence  grew, 
if  not  the  want  or  wish  of  loving,  the  longing 
to  be  loved   by   something.     He   felt   a   void 
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and  hollow  in  the  heart.  The  time  had  come 
when  self  no  more  sufficed  to  self.  A  new 
desire  had  sprung  up  in  him — one  which  he 
was  indeed  surprised  to  feel,  but  which,  instead 
of  combating,  he  hastened  to  gratify  before 
it  was  too  late. 

Ralph  Mortimer's  only  brother,  with  whom 
he  had,  years  since,  quarrelled,  had  died,  some 
time  previously,  a  sudden  and  violent  death, 
leaving  improvided  for,  an  orphan  daughter  in 
the  most  interesting  age  of  childhood.  Ralph 
sent  for,  and  virtually  adopted  his  niece.  This 
adoption  of  the  last  of  the  name  and  family 
was  only  what  the  world  expected,  but  it  dis- 
cerned the  generous  warmth  of  benevolence, 
when  a  man  so  long  surrendered  to  his  ease, 
took  at  once  to  himself  the  lonely  child,  just 
as  a  bereaved  and  doating  father  would  an  only 
daughter,  instead  of  leaving  it  to  complete  an 
education,  so  difficult  for  an  indolent  and  in- 
experienced single  man  to  superintend. 

Blanche  was  winning  as  a  child,  as  she  after- 
wards proved  fascinating  as  a  woman.  Her 
enthusiastic  nature  dung  eagerly,  like  a  creeping 
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to  the  nearest  object.     Never  could  fri- 
gidity and  selfishness  have  fallen  on   a  more 
easily  excited   affection,    to  soothe   and  warm 
it  with   its   grateful   attachment.     She  would 
have  loved  any  one  who   seemed   to.  take   an 
interest  in  her — even  through  much  unkind- 
ness.     Ralph   was   the    only  person   who   ap- 
peared to  do  so,  and   he   was   never   unkind. 
Indeed,  his  sole  object  being  to  be  loved,  he 
spoiled  her  more  than  the  fondest  parent  would 
have  done.     It  was  his  principle  never  to  con- 
tradict her ;  and  he  was  too  indolent  to  persuade, 
or  even  to  advise  her.    Her  governess  soon  sank 
into  a  mere   toady,  and   was   early   dispensed 
with. 

The  acquirements  and  accomplishments  of 
Blanche  were  all  those  to  which  her  unbiassed 
tastes  and  inclinations  led  her;  her  opinions, 
such  as  chance  brought  before  her,  and  her 
own  feelings  led  her  to  adopt.  The  society 
in  which  her  unde  mixed,  and  into  which  the 
child,  with  a  favourite's  privilege,  was  always 
admitted,  gave  to  her  conversation  and  her 
manners   the    ease,    and   grace,    and    dignity, 
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which  a  woman  may  indeed  sometimes  attain 
in  after-life,  but  which  are  commonly  acquired, 
like  her  mother  tongue,  insensibly — ^as  men 
must  always  have  acquired  when  they  possess 
them. 

The  temperament  of  Blanche  Mortimer  was 
romantic  and  poetical;  that  is,  she  was  bom 
with  an  acute  sense  and  perception  of  the 
morally  and  the  physically  beautiful,  and 
with  an  imagination  which,  if  it  did  not  go 
the  unsound  length  of  picturing  it  by  an  hope- 
less inversion  where  it  obnously  is  not,  still 
fancies  it  wherever  uncertainty  leaves  the  pos- 
sibility of  its  being.  Without  being  ever  ec- 
static over  the  common-place,  she  could  not 
have  looked  upon  a  vapour  clothed  valley  without 
painting  to  herself  some  scene  of  beauty  or 
of  splendour  hidden  by  the  mist;  and  just 
so  did  she  view  the  human  heart  and  mind, 
with  its  clouded  motives  and  inspirations;  too 
prone  to  dream  and  imagine  all  that  would  have , 
charmed  her  own. 

Just  as  Blanche  was  growing  into  woman- 
hood, her  unde  lost,  with  his  declining  health 
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hisielish  for  society;  consoled,  for  selfishly  with- 
hcddiDg  her  fix>m  it,  by  the  reflection  that,  at 
least,  it  would  not  wean  her  affection  from 
him.  For  he  had  grown  very  jealous  of  this 
affection,  which  he  had  reared  so  artificially 
like  a  hot-house  seed;  not,  as  he  knew,  in 
the  natural  warmth  of  corresponding  feeling. 
The  panetration  which  would  have  modified, 
on  closer  acquaintance  with  life,  the  notions 
formed  in  the  poesy  of  a  girl's  imagination, 
was  thus  never  called  into  activity  in  this  re- 
tirement, which  was  first  broken  by  the  visits, 
and  then  by  the  intimacy  of  Mattheus.  When 
her  unde  admitted  this  exception,  he  failed 
to  take  into  account  the  risk  to  the  exclusive 
attachment  which  he  had  fostered ;  though  if 
he  had,  he  would  scarcely  have  foregone  the 
gratification  he  derived  fit)m  his  growing  relish 
for  the  stranger's  society. 

Now  it  happened,  just  as  in  the  nursei^ 
tales,  where  tyrannic  fathers  and  jealous  bashaws 
keep  beautiful  princesses  carefully  locked  up, 
and  undeviatingly  vdled, — that  when  this  pre- 
caution 18  for  one  instant  neglected,  they  are 
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sure  to  love  at  the  first  glimpse  and  to  be  loved 
by,  the  hero  of  the  tale ;  so  this  one  exception 
to  their  solitude  proved  fetal  to  the  wish  of  the 
uncle,  and  a  source  of  sweet  disquietude  to  the 
heart  of  the  niece. 

Blanche,  with  her  warm  and  tender  dispo- 
sition, was  exactly  at  the  age  when  woman  is 
most  inclined  to  love.  The  fondness  lavished 
on  her  doll,  or  on  her  greyhound,  had  long 
since  given  way  to  her  attachment  for  her 
uncle,  and  this,  which  would  at  best  scarcely  have 
sufficed  to  fill  her  bosom  even  in  the  absence 
of  any  more  natural  affection,  was  rendered, 
by  the  utter  want  of  sympathy  between  them, 
less  than  she  would  have  felt  towards  any  other 
being.  Her  ardent  and  expansive  feeling  re- 
coiled instinctively  before  his  cold  and  selfish 
cynicism.  She  who  was  in  spirit  so  often 
with  her  ancestral  Mortimers,  bearding  the 
Stuarts  in  their  wanton  prosperity,  or  charging 
beneath  the  desperate  banner  of  the  Cavaliers ; 
arrayed  against  the  tyranny  of  James,  or  ga- 
thering to  the  Pretender's  pibroch — ^ruined  by 
graceful  profusion,    or    dybg  in  some  lady's 
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quarrel — ^men  always  reckless  of  their  lives  and 
fiHtimes ; — she  was  hourly  shocked  by  the  mean 
and  petty  ^otism  of  Ralph,  so  perceptible,  how- 
ever well  concealed,  because  pervading  the  mi- 
nutest actions  of  his  life.  She  could  not  help 
reflecting  how  wide  the  difference  between  Ralph 
and  all  these  illustrations  of  their  house— Ralph, 
who,  not  content  with  differing  from,  was  wont  to 
pull  them  rudely  from  their  pedestals  in  her  ima- 
gination, by  proving  too  provokingly  the  knavery 
and  folly  of  which,  notwithstanding  his  unan- 
swerable proofs,  she  would  have  considered  the 
conviction  little  short  of  impiety. 

At  this  juncture,  when  yearning  for  sym- 
pathy, the  eagerness  to  love  pent  up  to  over- 
flowing in  her  enthusiastic  bosom,  like  the 
overcharged  electricity  in  a  thunder-cloud,  ready 
to  flash  into  life,  she  found  at  once  in  Mat- 
theus,  enthusiasm  and  sympathy,  and  an  object 
to  love.  She  loved  him.  Seen,  even  without 
the  prism  of  her  youthful  illusions,  she  might 
have  done  so;  but  viewed  through  it,  he  be- 
came the  impersonator  of  all  the  heroes  of  her 
romantic   dreams.     He  had  the  golden  hair, 
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and  the  blue  eye,  and  the  athletic  figure  of 
the  north.  He  was  still  young,  though  fiar 
enough  beyond  his  boyhood  to  have  derived 
from  the  stirring  scenes  and  ardent  passions 
of  life,  the  meditative  seriousness  imprinted 
on  his  brow  and  clouding  its  natural  serenity — 
the  proud,  yet  sorrowful  aspect,  the  gentle 
gravity  of  his  demeanour,  inspiring  interest 
whilst  imparting  a  dignity  in  advantageous  con- 
trast to  the  vivacious  frivolity  of  the  southern 
men. 

Mattheus  was  loud  in  his  admiration,  keen 
in  his  appreciation,  of  all  that  Blanche  appre- 
ciated and  admired.  Versed  in  her  favourite 
poets,  he  could  follow  her  through  them,  and 
point  out  their  beauties,  where  Ralph's  invidious 
sagacity  could  only  find  out  faults  and  flaws. 
Not  only  was  the  poesy,  but  alike  the  music  of 
every  nation,  familiar  to  him ;  he  felt  and  under- 
stood it ;  and  added  to  this  feeling  and  know- 
ledge another  natural  gift,  a  deep  harmonious 
voice.  He  could  translate  and  sing  to  their  wild 
accompaniments,  the  ballads  gathered  amongst 
the  Higbianid  palicares  of  Greece,  or  amongst  the 
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mariners  of  the  bright  isles  of  its  blue  seas,  or 
the  plaintive  wail  of  the  Moorish  women  of  the 
coast  of  Barbary,  or  the  songs  of  Russ  or  Polish 
Serb,  melodiously  monotonous.  His  glowing 
words  could  eloquently  paint  the  scenes  of  all 
these  sounds. 

But  Mattheus'  life  was  a  sealed  book  full  of 
romantic  mystery.  Nor  even  her  persuasion 
could  make  him  throw  entirely  open  one  of  its 
closed  pages.  Indeed  he  had  early  extracted  a 
promise,  that  she  would  forbear  to  question  him 
r^;arding  a  painful  past;  but  then  he  told  her 
mudi  disjointedly,  which  put  togetheri  turned 
into  glo¥dng  certamties  her  uncle's  suppositions, 
and  with  the  due  which  they  had  furnished,  she 
always  thought  that  she  could  read  the  outlines 
of  his  story. 

Firstly,  Blanche  could  not  help  observing, 
that  calmly  as  Mattheus  regarded  everything 
m  life,  more  as  a  benevolent  spectator  than 
an  actor  in  its  scenes,  there  was  one 
startling  exception.  On  the  subject  of  op- 
pression m  all  its  shapes,  his  gentle  nature 
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kindled  into  fire,  enthusiasm  lighting  up  his 
eye,  the  warm  blood  starting  to  his  cheek. 
This  theme  sufficed  to  call  galvanically  into 
life  all  the  emotions,  which  his  philosophical 
tranquillity  seemed  long  since  to  have  deadened. 
His  premature  indiflference  here  gave  way  to 
the  ardour  of  youth,  reckless  of  reason,  and 
urged  only  by  its  fiery  impulses,  disdaining  to 
persuade  by  argument,  but  carrying  conviction 
by  its  own  conviction  and  its  eloquent  invective. 
This  subject  always  at  once  aroused  Mattheus 
from  his  habitual  supineness,  into  the  expression 
of  a  restless  and  almost  a  ferocious  thirst  for 
action.  When  he  threw  back  the  hair  that 
usually  shaded  his  forehead,  there  appeared  the 
traces  of  a  cut  which  had  left  an  indentation 
deep  enough  for  the  finger  to  have  been  in- 
serted. This  he  had  once  admitted  to  have 
been  his  first  blood  shed  in  defence  of  the  op- 


It  was  then  with  resistance  to  some  public 
oppression  that  his  early  life  was  connected? 
There  was  also  a  singular  mixture  of  caution 
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with  this  enthusiasm  into  which  he  lashed  him- 
self so  easily,  alike  on  reading  the  negro  horrors 
of  a  newspaper  paragraph,  on  witnessing  the 
daify  petty  tyrannies  of  the  Austrian  incubus  in 
Italy,  or  even  in  contemplating  the  statues  of 
the  slave  breaking  his  chain,  or  of  the  dying 
gladiator.  Never  did  he  venture  upon  one  ani- 
madversion on  any  established  authority — even 
that  of  a  Turkish  pasha — ^without  glancing  first 
suspidously  around,  to  assure  himself  that  there 
were  no  eaves-droppCTS.  It  was  thence  plain 
that  he  had  been  long  accustomed  to  be 
watched. 

But  when  assured  of  bdng  only  in  the  pre- 
sence of  Ralph's  indifference  and  of  Blanche's 
eager  interest,  he  dwelt  vrith  feeling  on  the 
wrongs  of  races,  of  nations,  and  of  parties,  and 
alluded  with  delight  to  all  the  daily  symptoms 
of  the  storm  then  brewing  up  against  the  Holy 
ADiance,  the  Charybdis  against  which  European 
]nx)gre8S  had  wrecked,  iii  dread  of  the  Scylla  of 
half  a  century  of  anarchy  and  rapine  firom  which 
it  was  escaping. 

From  this  war  of  opinion,  which  Canning 
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had  prognosticated,  and  which  was  then  on  the 
eve  of  its  partial  fulfilment  in  Western  Europe, 
Mattheus  always  insensibly  reverted  to  the  con- 
dition of  Poland  and  Russia,  and  to  the  narra- 
tion of  certain  episodes  connected  with  the  vast 
conspiracy  by  which  the  nobility  of  these  coun- 
tries firuitlessly  sought  to  emancipate  themselves 
6rom  the  tyranny  of  their  Tsars  during  the  last 
years  of  Alexander's  reign.  These  episodes  he 
depicted  in  such  vivid  detail  and  with  such  feel- 
ing and  regret,  that  it  was  difficult  to  doubt 
that  he  had  witnessed,  suffered,  and  acted  in 
them. 

Besides  the  indications  afforded  of  his  station, 
by  the  lofty  reserve  of  his  manners,  and  the 
nature  of  the  social  reminiscences  to  which 
he  was  constantly  recurring,  indications  rather 
strengthened  than  weakened  by  his  advo- 
cacy of  hiunan  equality,  strenuous  but  so  utterly 
divested  of  all  personal  envy  or  bitterness,  an 
accidental  circumstance  had  confirmed  beyond 
a  doubt  the  presumption  of  his  elevated  birth. 
On  some  occasion  he  had  taken  out  and  opened 
his  watch.    The  quick  eye  of  feminine  curiosity. 
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wiuch  ddicacy  and  good  breeding  taught  Blanche 
to  conceal,  but  which  was  perhaps  only  whetted 
by  this  concealment,  had  rapidly  discerned  a 
ducal  or  a  princely  ooronet,  with  the  inscription 
in  French :  "  To  my  beloved  child,  Mattheus. 
Warsaw,  1824. 

Ralph  Mortim^,  who  had  long  dismissed  the 
subject  from  his  mind,  only  observed  on  this 
discovery,  that  as  he  had  originally  conjectured, 
he  was  evidently  some  Prince  from  Poland  or 
the  Russo-polish  provinces,  where  princes  are 
}^ty  as  blackberries,  in  political  exile  which 
imperatively  required  concealment  of  his  name. 
But  for  Blanche,  who  had  revelled  early  and  un- 
restrained, in  Shakespeare  and  in  Walter  Scott,  in 
Byron  and  in  Moore,  till  almost  morbidly  imbued 
with  their    romance,  Mattheus,  in  his  person, 
not  only  realised,  but  united,  the  attractions  of 
the  heroes  she  had  dreamed  when  musing  over 
her  frivourite  volumes.     She  had  been  doubtful 
in  her  preference  of  the  chivalrous  knights  of 
the  middle  ages,  or  the  piratic  and  mysterious 
Conrads  and  Laras,  or  the  romantic  orientals 
who  figure  through  liquid  stanzas  monotonously 
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glittering  with  the  brightness  of  gems  and  redo- 
lent of  the  perfume  of  flowers. 

Mattheus  combined  for  Blanche    Mortimer 
the  gentle  gallantry  of  Feramorz,  with  the  pa- 
triotism of  a  Kosciusko  and  the  chivalry  of  a 
Sobieski.     Forgetful  of  the  flight  of  time,  her 
imagination  involuntarily  reverted  back  to  that 
brilliant  passage  of  the  Polish  history,  where  its 
celebrated  king,  heading  the  fiery  nobles  of  the 
turbulent  republic,  saved  in  its  death  throes  fi-om 
the  Ottoman  grasp,    that    pretentious  Empire 
which  affects  to  wear  the  hereditary  mantle  of 
the  Roman  Caesars.     She  could  almost  bring 
herself  to  believe  that  he  was  one  of  those  mag- 
nificoes,   blending   the    western    chivalry    and 
oriental    splendour,    whose     gorgeous     aspect 
and    astounding    valour  had    suddenly   blazed 
before  the  citizens  of  Vienna  in  their  almost 
hopeless  need — dazzling  as  the  flash,  and  blasting 
as  the  stroke  of  lightning  to  the  triumphant 
Crescent — one  of  that  famous  host,  bright  with 
the  steel,  and  gold,  and  jewels  shining  on  its 
velvet  and  its  costly  furs,  which  charged  beside 
the  Danube  to  the  rescue  of  Imperial  Christen- 
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dom,  and  seemed — ^the  eagle  pinnions  flapping 
in  lieu  of  plume  fit)m  helms  and  saddles — ^like 
winged  horsemen  upon  flying  steeds,  to  pounce 
on  the  astonished  Osmanlis. 

It  was  not  surprising  that  Blanche,  confiding 
and  inexperienced,  beset  by  the  incessant  homage 
of  the  man  whom  she  had  exalted  into  a  demi- 
God,  should  love  him  with  all  the  ardour  of 
a  passionate  heart  and  of  a  vivid  imagination. 

Mattheus  shared  or  seemed  to  share  this 
feding.  He  looked,  and  sighed,  and  almost 
spoke  his  love ;  it  was  eloquent  in  his  voice,  in 
his  eyes,  and  in  his  actions,  but  never  directly  in 
his  words.  Some  saddening  reflection  seemed 
ever  to  arrest  him  on  the  point  of  speech,  and 
suddenly  to  chill  his  passionate  admiration  into 
mournful  apathy. 

The  dread  of  Blanche  was  that  the  pride  of 
rank  might  view  in  some  exaggerated  light  the 
inferiority  of  blood  of  an  untitled  English  Com- 
moner; but  as  often  her  fear  gave  way  to  the 
pride  with  which  she  had  taught  herself  to 
regard  her  ancestral  name. 

Ralph  Mortimer  was  not  slow  in  perceiving 
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this  attachment,  he  was  annoyed  to  see  the 
affections  of  his  niece  drawn  into  an  all-engross- 
ing channel,  but  as  he  was  not  without  reme- 
dies for  the  evil,  he  did  not  discourage  the 
amusing  visits  of  his  guest.  He  simply,  at 
last,  moved  on,  as  he  had  all  along  intended,  to 
another  city. 

Mattheus  took  a  gloomy  leave,  and  Blanche 
felt  like  one  awakening  from  a  pleasing  dream, 
the  dream  of  first  love,  to  a  dreary  realit}^ 
When  the  travellers  had  been,  however,  a  few 
days  installed  in  their  new  place  of  abode,  Ralph 
began  to  miss  the  society  of  Mattheus,  and  none 
the  less  vividly  from  his  niece's  melancholy. 

In  this  state  of  things  Mattheus  arrived ;  he 
was  cordially  welcomed ;  from  Naples  to  Rome, 
from  Rome  to  Florence,  from  Florence  to  Nice ; 
he  still  took  a  final  leave,  he  still  folbwed,  and 
he  was  still  welcomed. 

Ralph  Mortimer,  at  last,  gave  up  the  remedy 
of  migration  for  his  niece's  malady;  but  his 
knowledge  of  life  assured  him  that  he  possessed 
one  radical  and  certain  means  of  cure,  the  with- 
drawal of  the  suitor,  which  he  felt  he  could  ac- 
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oomplish  at  any  time ;  and  then,  he  knew  that 
though  the  patient  might  still  linger  in  pain,  the 
root  of  the  disease  was  cut  effectually. 

The  Mortimers  had  rambled  on,  still  followed, 
though  now  by  agreement,  to  the  town  of  Ax : 
a  little  earthly  paradise,  imbedded  like  a  gem  in 
the  hill-side,  in  the  flank  of  the  rugged  Pyrenees. 
Ax,  then  the  most  charming  of  all  watering- 
places,  possessed  (in  the  estimation  of  Mr.  Mor- 
timer) the  advantage  of  being  yet  undiscovered 
and  unhacknied  by  English  tourists.  It  is  mor- 
tifying to  reflect  that  Mr.  Mortimer  should  only 
share  this  opinion  in  common  with  all  British 
travellers  of  experience  and  refinement,  to 
whom  the  absence  o'f  their  countrymen  fi'om  any 
given  locality,  proves  always  a  high  recommenda- 
tion to  it ;  and  one  might  thence  deduce,  that  if 
decidedly  the  greatest  and  most  remarkable,  we 
are  assuredly  not  the  most  amiable  people  in  the 
world. 

Ax  lies  on  the  track  of  one  of  the  few  rare 
passes  which,  through  the  higher  Pyrenees, 
forms  over  snow  in  June  a  chief  thoroughfare 
into  Catalonia  through  the  territories  of  the 
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worshipful  republic  of  Andorra,  the  oldest  com- 
monwealth existing,  and  one  of  the  smallest  on 
record;  its  exiguity  and  poverty,  perhaps,  ac- 
counting for  its  age,  dajting  its  independence 
since  the  days  of  Charlemagne,  and  yet  so 
long  unknown  to  the  rest  of  Europe. 

Since  Mr.  Mortimer's  visit  it  has  been  des- 
cribed in  a  "Summer's  Ramble  in  the  Pyre- 
nees," by  the  Honourable  Mr.  Murray,  the  same 
who  was  recently  kiUed  by  a  grape  shot,  fighting 
against  an  overwhelming  force  of  Borneo  pirates. 

The  late  Mr.  Miuray  in  his  book,  has  doubt- 
less described  the  watering-place  of  Ax,  and 
therefore  it  probably  no  longer  remains  a  spot 
sacred  from  the  uivasion  of  adventurous  Smiths, 
and  Browns,  and  Thompsons. 

Then  in  its  placid  security,  let  the  reader  ima- 
gine a  picturesque  village,  placed  at  the  very 
point  where  the  terrific  sublimity  of  mountain 
scenery  verges  into  the  wildly  beautiful.  On  one 
side  are  gloomy  gorges,  and  high  peaks  covered 
with  eternal  snows;  roads  winding  stair-case- 
like amidst  rocks  precipitous,  and  frothy  tor- 
rents thundering  amongst  them,    or    leaping 
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angrily  beneath  the  yoke  of  overspanning  arches. 
On  the  other,  blue  hills  heath-covered  and 
wooded  with  patches  of  cultivation  reaching  to 
their  summits,  and  vales  between  them  with 
arrowy  rivers  winding  amidst  vineyards  and 
maize-fields  studded  with  villages  and  caserias. 

Two  rival  hostelries,  beside  the  wells,  sufficed 
to  harbour  about  a  thousand  summer  visitors, 
consisting  of  the  choicest  society  in  France. 
Sleeping  beneath  one  roof,  and  dining  at  one 
table,  and  spending  their  evenings  in  common, 
these  visitors  had  tacitly  agreed  to  waive  all 
etiquette,  and  to  consider  themselves  as  one 
vast  family  party.  In  the  morning  there  were 
rides  in  the  romantic  environs,  there  were  ram- 
bles in  search  of  mountain  flowers  and  of  the 
wild  strawberry;  whilst  the  breeze,  cooled  by 
the  snows  and  scented  by  the  balmy  vegetation 
of  the  hills,  was  more  deliciously  refreshing. 

There  were  the  chase  of  the  chamois  for  the 
adventurous,  and  the  pursuit  of  the  black  cock, 
of  the  bartavelle,  of  the  ptarmigan,  of  the  quail, 
and  of  the  red  and  gray  partridge.  In  the 
evening  there  were  gaming  for  the  old    and 
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covetous,  and  dancing,  and  moonlight  walks  for 
the  amorous  and  young. 

Ralph  Mortimer,  whose  health  and  appetite 
had  recently  improved,  found  here  materials  for 
his  cook  to  work  upon  in  viands  the  most  de- 
licious— ^fish,  and  flesh,  and  fowl.  Here  was  the 
peculiar  trout  caught  only  in  the  mountain 
streamlets,  whose  waters  are  bom  of  the  winter's 
snow  and  summer's  sun ;  the  unequalled  venison 
of  the  chamois,  fatted  with  browsing  on  the 
wild  thyme,  and  on  the  aromatic  Alpine  vegeta- 
tion ;  and  the  luxurious  ortolan,  melting  like  a 
fig  over-ripe  to  the  touch  of  tongue  and  pa- 
late. 

So  keen  was  Ralph's  enjoyment  of  the  scene 
and  of  the  fare,  that  he  felt  again  disposed 
to  mingle  in  the  society  around  him ;  and, 
under  these  circumstances,  no  longer  needing 
the  companionship  of  Mattheus,  he  decided  on 
using  his  grand  remedy  to  get  rid  of  him.  One 
evening  late,  he  sent  to  request  some  private 
conversation  with  him  on  the  ensuing  morn- 
ing. 

There  was  something  startling  to  Mattheus 
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in  the  unusual  hour  which  Mr.  Mortimer  had 
fixed ;  it  appeared  evident  that  that  gentleman 
had  either  some  communication  of  importance 
to  impart,  or  some  explanation  to  demand,  which 
he  both  guessed  and  dreaded  to  offer.  He  was 
deadly  pale,  notwithstanding  all  his  self-com- 
mand, when  ushered  into  the  room,  where 
Ralph  received  him  with  his  usual  qiiiet  ur- 
banity. 

Their  conversation,  whatever  might  be  the 
subject  of  it,  lasted  for  two  long  hours,  during 
which  Mr.  Mortimer's  valet  was  occasionally 
called ;  it  even  seemed  as  if,  but  for  the  inter- 
ruption of  break&st,  it  would  have  been  still 
further  prolonged.  Whatever  passed  during 
this  interview,  Mattheus  re-appeared,  not  only 
relieved  from  his  anxiety,  but  his  countenance 
beaming  with  satis&ction. 

*'  Blanche,"  said  her  unde  at  break&st,  **  Mr. 
Mattheus  is  kind  enough  to  proceed  imme- 
diately for  me  to  Paris,  to  settle  some  urgent 
business;  the  carriage  will  be  ready  in  an  hour ; 
I  am  sure  he  deserves  our  best  prayers  for  his 
happy  journey/' 
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"  I  shall  only  pray  for  a  speedy  return,"  ob- 
served Mattheus. 

"  And  when  do  you  return  to  us  ?"  hazarded 
Blanche. 

"  Not  before  a  fortnight,"  said  Ralph, 

"  Nor  one  day  later,"  rejomed  Mattheus. 

The  post-carriage  drove  up,  one  portmanteau 
had  been  packed,  and  his  passport  regulated  by 
the  Italian  valet,  and  an  iron  deed  box  of  Mr. 
Mortimer's  was  put  under  the  seat.  Mattheus 
looked  in  vain  for  the  opportunity  of  one  mo- 
naent's  d  parte  with  Blanche ;  he  was  hurried 
in  by  her  unde,  who,  saying  that  he  would 
not  detain  him,  pressed  his  hand  cordiaUy, 
God-blessed  him,  and  signed  to  the  impassible 
valet,  who  shouted  to  the  postillion  to  drive 
on. 

"  This  day  fortnight !"  exclaimed  Mattheus, 
speaking  to  Blanche,  and  away  rolled  the 
vehicle. 

"  Yes  1  this  day  fortnight,  if  ever,  you  will  be 
back  to  us,"  said  Ralph ;  but  there  was  a  sneer 
on  his  lip,  and  an  emphasis  on  the  words  **  if 
ever,"  which  struck  Blanche  then,  and  caused 
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her  many  cruel  suspicions  afterwards.  She  did 
not  venture  more  than  to  express  her  wonder  at 
aDthis.  Her  unde  was  the  impersonation  of 
what  is  called  an  impracticable  man,  and  she 
knew  the  inutility  of  all  questions. 

One  fortnight  passed,  but  at  the  expiration  of 
it  Mattheus  did  not  return ;  and  then  another, 
and  another,  and  another  elapsed,  still  bringing 
DO  tidings  of  him.  Ralph  betrayed  neither 
surprise  nor  uneasiness,  and  it  will  readily  be 
understood  how,  the  more  this  inexplicable 
absence  occupied  her  thoughts,  the  less  she 
dved  trust  herself  with  any  allusions  to  it  in 
his  presence. 

There  was,  however,  one  circumstance  which 
always  left  Blanche  full  of  hope  of  his  return,  or 
nther  which  rendered  the  expectation  of  it 
reasonable;  for  how  should  anything  but  cer- 
tainty or  time  destroy  the  hope  of  a  first  love  ? 
She  was  aware  that  he  had  left  behind  him  his 
baggage,  his  books  and  his  curiosities. 

When  Mr.  Mortimer,  with  his  fluency  in 
French,  his  wit,  his  courtly  manners,  his  lovely 
nieoe,  and  his  reported  wealth,  once  chose  to 
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miDgle  with  the  visitors  of  Ax,  his  company 
was  anxiously  sought  after.  He  was  over- 
whehned  with  politeness,  and  his  niece  besi^ed 
by  admirers.  But  cold,  disdainful,  and  indiffe- 
rent, all  their  efforts  failed  to  divert  her  thoughts 
from  one  painful  and  incessant  channel.  Her 
eyes  still  turned  anxiously  towards  the  road  to 
Paris,  and  her  heart  still  bounded  at  every 
cracking  of  the  postillion's  whips,  which  an- 
nounced the  arrival  of  a  traveller. 

If  anything  could  have  made  her  for  an  hour 
forget  Mattheus,  it  would  have  been  the  flattering 
and  enthusiastic  admiration  of  one  of  the  visitors, 
who  might  well  have  effaced  the  exclusive  im- 
pression of  her  lover  from  a  remembrance  less 
faithfully  tender  than  her  own. 

Count  Horace  de  Montressan  bore  in  a  be- 
coming manner  one  of  the  great  historic  names 
of  France.  The  delicate  cast  of  his  youthful 
beauty  was  redeemed  from  effeminacy  by  the 
resolute  expression  of  a  short  and  finely  moulded 
lip,  by  the  flashing  of  an  impatient  eye,  and  by 
the  highest  aspect  of  animal  breeding.  The 
breadth  of  his  chest,  set  off  against  his  slight 
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tDd  waspish  waist,  gave  promise  that  his  some- 
what slender  figure  would  ripen  into  vigour  with 
matorer  age. 

The  manners  of  Count  Horace  were  as 
graceful  as  his  person  and  his  movements.  His 
aooomjdishments,  were  all  those  one  would  have 
looked  for  in  him.  In  character,  impetuous  and 
impressionahle,  he  was  hasty  and  incautious  in 
fomuDg,  knd  obstinate  in  maintaining,  his 
prepossessions  or  dislikes.  He  was  possessed  of 
all  the  valor  and  generosity  which  had  seldom 
been  belied  in  his  race,  tc^ther  with  a  love  of 
adventure,  and  a  certain  roystering  recklessness 
of  temper  and  of  air,  which  was  softened  by 
the  courtesy  of  good  breeding  and  by  natural 


Altogether,   Count    Horace  was  a  brilliant 

cavalier.     When  to  this  it  is  added  that  fortune 

had  not  denied  him  the  rare  appendage  to  a 

foreign  title — ^wealth   sufficient  to   support   its 

lustre— it  may   readily   be  imagmed  that  his 

undisguised    admiration   of  Blanche   Mortimer 

excited  no  little  envy. 

Count  Horace  was  the  only  visitor  who  was  a 
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successful  hunter  of  the  chamois  in  a  place 
where  every  one  talked  about  it,  but  where  few 
had  the  nerve  or  endurance  to  follow  sufficiently 
far,  the  few  native  hunters,  those  marked  men, 
who  are  often  so  possessed  of  the  monomania  of 
this  occupation,  that  no  earthly  temptation  could 
withhold  them  from  its  fearful  fascination. 
There  is  a  haggard  dreaminess  about  them, 
induced  by  the  solitary  regions  they  frequent, 
by  the  high  and  rarefied  atmosphere  they  are 
accustomed  to  breathe,  which  makes  the  air  of 
the  nether  world  seem  sleepy  and  heavy  to  them ; 
and  perhaps  by  the  consciousness  of  their  inevit- 
able doom — sure  sooner  or  later  to  overtake 
them,  and  which  has  in  most  cases  already 
decimated  the  families  of  those  who  entertain  the 
fatal  passion  for  this  chase. 
,  But  it  was  in  vain  that  Count  Horace  laid  at 
Blanche's  feet  the  trophies  of  his  prowess  earned 
in  such  company ;  in  vain  that  he  brought  her 
bouquets  of  the  frail  alpine  flowers  which  bloom 
in  the  mossy  interstices  of  the  granitic  masses, 
swept  bare  by  the  winds,  high  above  the  region 
of  eternal  snows.      It  was  in  vain  that  he 
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artMy  fashioned  into  personal  homage,  the 
Tident  Anglo-mania,  brought  back  during  a 
recent  virat  to  England,  and  induced  by  drcum- 
stances,  we  will  in  a  Aiture  chapter  examine. 
He  stin  found  that,  although  his  efforts  were 
appreciated,  that  he  could  neither  gain  one  step 
towards  dissipating  the  lady's  melancholy,  nor 
towards  dethroning  his  supposed  predecessor, 
with  whose  existence  he  was  not  long  left  unac- 
quainted by  the  public  rumour. 

Count  Horace  was  not  the  man  to  follow  long 
ao  adventure  so  unpromising,  so  he  sighed, 
raised  the  siege,  and  retmned  to  Paris. 

Count  Horace  took  with  him,  to  Blanche's 
great  satisfaction,  an  old  servant  of  her  jmcle's, 
who  had  become  useful  to  him,  and  to  whom 
we  will  venture  hereafter  to  devote  a  chapter,  as 
he  may  play  no  insignificant  part  in  the  de- 
nouement of  our  story. 

At  length,  Count  Horace  was  gone.  One  by 
one  the  visitors  were  all  departing,  and  yet  there 
were  no  tidings  of  Mattheus.  The  anxiety  of 
filanche  began  so  visibly  to  prey  upon  her  health 
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and  spirits  that  even  Ralph  was  forced  at  last  to 
notice  it 

"  Blanche,"  he  said  one  evening,  "  we  hear  no 
tidings  of  Mattheus."  Blanche's  lip  quivered-*- 
her  heart  was  too  foil  for  utterance.  "  He  was 
a  great  admirer  of  your's,  my  child,"  continued 
Ralph.  "  He  was  what  is  called  *  in  love'  with 
you;  indeed  with  a  little  encouragement  he 
would  have  asked  me  for  your  hand.  Now 
though  Mattheus  might  have  considered  himself 
agreeable  to  both  of  us,  though  his  rank  was 
possibly  elevated,  though  he  was  not  without 
fortune,  and  full  of  the  romance  and  mystery 
calculated  to  work  upon  youthful  enthusiasm, 
I,  as  an  old  man,  knowing  life  generally,  and 
foreigners  in  particular,  could  not  help  suspect- 
ing that  my  reputed  wealth  might  influence  his 
affection  quite  as  much  as  my  Blanche's  merit 
or  her  beauty.  Now,  my  dear  girl,  I  never  told 
you  before,  because  how  should  you  understand 
these  things?  It  is  years  ago  since  my  di- 
minished fortune  has  ceased  to  supply  even  those 
mere  necessities  to  which  you  know  that  I  con- 
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&e  myself.      I   was  oUiged  to  sink  all   my 

pn^)erty  to  produce  an  adequate  income;  and 

ooQsequently  this'  income  dies  with  me.     You 

know,  dear  Blanche,  that  whilst  I  have  it  I  will 

share  it  with  you,  and  I  hope  to  live  long,  that 

you  may  long  continue  to  do  so."     Here  the 

voice  of  Mr.  Mortimer  grew  a  little  tremulous 

with  emotion,  though  there  lurked  a  waggish 

sparkle  in  his  half-dosed  eye.     "fNow  if  I  had 

told  Mattheus  the  state  of  the  case,  shame  or 

vanity  might  have  prevented  him  from  retracting 

an  offer  he  would  afterwards  have  regretted,  and 

have  made  you  regret,  your  whole  life  through. 

If,  on  the  other  hand,  he  became  acquainted 

with  the  fact  at  a  distance,  and  with  due  time 

for  reflection,   I,   wha  know  the  true  value  of 

men's   disinterestedness,  felt   satisfied   that  we 

should  get  rid  of  his  suitorship.*^  I  begged  him, 

therefore,  to  transact  some  business  for  me,  with 

my  agent  in  Paris,  during  the  course  of  which, 

he  could  not  fail  to  learn  the  true  state  of  the 

case.     Mr.  Mattheus,  or  whoever  really  he  may 

be,  (for  I  felt  too  sure  of  the  result  of  the  trial 

to  have  taken  the  trouble  of  inquiring),  was  to 

VOL.  L  E 
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have  returned  in  a  fortnight  There  is  not  a 
boarding  school  girl  in  existence  who  would  not 
have  staked  her  Christmas  holidays  cm  the  event. 
But  you  see,  my  dear  Blanche,  that  all  the 
gilding  of  a  girl's  imagination  does  not  alter 
the  common-place  of  a  reality,  when  we  approach 
it.  Mr.  Mattheus,  with  all  his  romance  and 
aU  his  fervour,  like  most  other  men,  has  not  the 
courage  deliberately  to  face  portionless  beauty." 

Blanche's  colour  came  and  went  during  this 
long  explanation.  At  the  dose  of  every  day, 
when  that  day's  hope  was  closing,  she  had 
framed  a  thousand  excuses  for  him :  sickness, 
or  dangers,  or  difficulties ;  and  sometimes  even 
the  cruel  thought  had  beset  her,  that  pride  of 
birth  had  conquered  his  affection,  or  that  another 
had  estranged  it ;  but  never  had  she  dreamed 
of  being  abandoned  on  a  plea  so  unworthy. 
She  felt  as  if  the  tears  that  should  have  started 
to  her  eyes  were  gathering  in  her  heart;  and 
when  Ralph  ceased  speaking  she  had  fallen  in- 
sensible. 

"  Ah !"  said  the  old  man  impatiently,  "  scenes 
are  inevitable  wherever  there  are  women." 
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He  rang  the  bell  violently,  and  then  took  out 
his  toothpick  and  looked  quie%  on.  But 
nobody  answered  his  summons,  and  Blanche 
fell  heavily  from  the  sopha  to  the  ground. 
Balph  now  rang  again  more  angrily,  and 
stooped  down  to  raise  her  up  in  his  arms.  He 
fdt  the  bl^od  fly  to  his  head  as  he  did  so,  and 
an  instant  giddiness  and  sickness  came  over 
him.  His  appetite  had  been  good  that  day,  and 
his  dmner  better.  Still  no  one  answered ;  the 
servants  were  standing  at  the  door,  around  a 
muleteer,  in  noisy  discussion  on  some  rumour  of 
the  banditti  of  the  neutral  ground.  At  length 
a  kitdien-maid  came  out  to  them. 

"Has  any  one  answered  the  Englishman's 
beU?  He  has  been  ringing  ready  to  pull  the 
house  down  these  ten  minutes." 

"  Ah  r*  said  Mr.  Mortimer's  valet,  "  you  idle 
rascals !  Is  that  the  way  you  do  the  service  of 
the  house  ?  I  will  run  myself,  though  I  think, 
wench,  you  are  dreaming ;  for  Moniueur  Mor- 
ti-mere  is  not  the  man  to  be  so  silent  if  he  had 
rang  ten  minutes  back." 

But  the  valet  was  mistaken ;  the  unde  and 

E  2 
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the  niece  were  both  silent,  because  both  insen- 
sible. Mr.  Mortimer's  arms  were  thrown  con- 
vulsiveiy  around  her;  the  fingers  of  his  right 
hand  stiQ  clutched  his  toothpick. 

Blanche  was  soon  restored  to  animation ;  but 
they  with  difficulty  extricated  her  from  his  grasp ; 
for  Ralph  Mortimer  was  dead ! 

*  *  *  * 

Let  the  reader  now  imagine  many  months  to 
have  passed  by,  and  Blanche  to  be  at  Versailles, 
in  her  worn-out  mourning;  without  health, 
without  fortune,  without  prospects,  and  without 
friends ;  for  the  charitable  widow  and  her  ugly 
daughter  who  had  taken  her  as  their  companion, 
if  friends,  were  very  cruel  friends ;  for  hour  by 
hour,  and  word  by  word,  the  moral  torture  they 
inflicted  on  her  was  like  the  sticking  pins  into  a 
human  heart  at  a  witches'  meeting.  They  hurt 
her  feelings,  they  humbled  her  pride,  they  re- 
venged by  an  arrogant  assumption  of  insulting 
pity,  the  superiority  which  nature  had  given  her 
over  them.  In  a  word,  they  made  her  eat  the 
bitter  bread  of  feminine  dependence. 

Blanche  had  almost  ceased  to  hope.     Of  the 
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only  beings  she  had  ever  loved,  the  one  had 
ceased  to  live,  the  other  to  live  for  her. 

One  day  a  gentleman  called.  His  card  told 
his  name,  but  his  name  told  nothing.  He 
inquired  for  Miss  Mortimer. 

**  Are  you  Miss  Mortimer  ?*' 

"Oh  dear  no,'*  said  Miss  Acidula  Vinegar. 
"You  mean  the  young  person  under  our  protec- 
tionr 

"Precisely,"  replied  the  stranger.  "The 
young  lady  who  has  found  a  home  beneath  your 

TOOL" 

"  Tlie  young  person  to  whom  we  have  been 
my  kind,"  returned  Miss  Acidula. 

"  I  should  wish  to  see  her." 

"  Sir  !"  said  Miss  Acidula.  "  I  have  not 
&e  pleasure  of  knowing  you.  We  do  not 
know  much  of  the  young  person,  and  I  doubt 
whether  the  rules  of  propriety — " 

**  Oh  !  Madam,  my  business  is  no  secret.  I 
am  a  junior  partner  in  the  banking  house  of  — . 
We  have  long  had  a  very  important  communi- 
cation to  make  to  Miss  Mortimer,  and  singularly 
enough,  have  just  received  another  from  a  totally 
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di£ferent  quarter,  which  appears  even  more 
urgent.  I  have  been  designated  personally  to 
wait  upon  her.  I  am  charged  to  pay  into  her 
hands  a  sum  due  to  the  estate  of  her  late  unde. 
I  am  also  charged  to  give  her  two  important  let- 
ters, and  to  convey  to  her  the  intelligence  that 
she  has  acquired,  by  the  death  of  some  remote 
connexions,  the  daim  to  considerable  property. 
I  have  no  personal  knowledge  of  Miss  Morti- 
mer :  this  is  my  mission." 

Miss  Acidula  alarmed  Blanche  when,  without 
preparation,  she  threw  her  arms  around  her  neck, 
and  embraced  her  with  all  the  warmth  of  sisterly 
aflFection — ^for  she  had  always  looked  more  likely 
to  bite  than  to  caress  any  one.  The  maid  who 
was  standing  by,  was  satisfied  that  she  had 
taken  a  malignant  fever,  and  wished  to  spread 
it.  Blanche  heard  the  confused  account  of  her 
good  fortune,  with  as  much  magnanimity  as  she 
had  endured  these  congratulations. 

^*  I  have  so  much  to  communicate  to  you, 
Miss  Mortimer,"  said  the  banker,  '^  that  you 
must  allow  me  to  look  to  my  notes.  Firstly, 
then,  I  am  charged  to  pay  into  your  hands  the 
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sum  of  a  thousand  pounds,  due  to  your  late 
node,  on  receipt  of  your  discharge  for  that 
amount'' 

"And  who  could  owe  my  unde  that  sum  ?** 
said  Blanche. 
"  One  of  these  two  letters  will  inform  you." 
She  looked  at  the  superscription: — ^it  was 
firam  Mattheus! — ^Then,  all  the  dignity  with 
which  she  had  resolved  to  bear  her  prosperity 
was  forgotten ;  she  tore  open  the  letter  and  de- 
voured its  contents* 

Mittheus  still  loved  her.   His  forced  and  sud- 
den departure  for  a  distant  land,  whence  he  had 
hoped  daily  to  return,  and  the  sudden  deatii  of 
her  uode,  had  caused  him  to  lose  all  trace  of 
her.    He  had  been  indefatigable  in  recovering 
it;  and  now,  if  he  had  ndlther  name,  nor  home, 
nor  station,  he  could  offer  her  at  least  his  hand, 
his  fintune,  and   his  eternal  devotion.     In  a 
postscript  he  mentioned  that  he  had  paid  to  her 
order   the   sum   above-stated,    the   amount  to 
which    he    was   indebted  to   her   unde;    but 
Blandie   knew  very  well  that  Ralph  had  often 
boasted  that  he  never  lent  or  borrowed. 
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She  had  scarcdy  patience  to  read  through  the 
other  letter,  which  announced  her  daitns  to  an 
extensive  property,  together  with  the  offer  of  a 
large  immediate  sum  for  the  abandonment  of 
her  rights  upon  it. 

Blanche  did  not  think  of  comparing  the  date 
of  her  connexion's  death  with  the  date  of  her 
lover's  letter.  But  as  she  did  not  doubt,  she 
would  have  derived  no  additional  satisfaction 
from  this  proof  of  his  disinterestedness.  Just 
as  she  had  once  judged  him,  he  was  willing 
to  take  her  portionless,  dependent,  and  an 
orphan;  and  she,  the  orphan,  having  proved 
his  love,  could  accept  him  without  scruple  as  the 
independent  heiress. 

It  was  six  weeks  after  the  above-named 
events,  and  within  one  week  of  the  proposed 
marriage,  that  the  scene  recorded  in  the  last 
chapter  took  place,  in  a  crowded  opera-house. 
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CHAPTER  III. 


We  left  Prince  Ivan,  in  a  previous  chapter, 
prostrate  amongst  the  broken  lamps  and 
stunned  musicians  of  the  orchestra.  Let  us  now 
return  to  him  just  as  he  had  been  lifted  up,  not 
dead,  but  senseless;  the  blood  still  pouring 
through  his  mouth,  and  his  limbs  hanging 
powerless  and  loose,  as  if  all  broken  and  dis- 
jointed. He  was  laid  at  full  length  on  his 
back,  on  one  of  the  front  benches,  and  the  crowd 
pressed  densely  about  those  immediately  sur- 
rounding  him;    his   private  friends,   and   the 

B  3 
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medical  men  who  happened  to  be  present 
amongst  the  audience. 

But  there  were  two  individuals  who  forced 
their  way  through  the  throng  with  an  energy 
before  which  the  most  eager  curiosity  gave  way. 

The  one  was  a  venerable,  grey-headed  man,  the 
other,  middle-aged,  distinguished  in  appearance, 
and  remarkable  by  a  green  shade  covering  his 
eyes. 

The  elder  of  these  individuals  seemed  in  the 
deepest  distress ;  he  raised  the  Prince's  head 
upon  his  keees,  and  clasping  his  trembling 
hands  together,  asked,  with  tears  in  his  voice,  if 
not  in  his  eyes  : 

"  Oh,  is  he— is  he  dead  ?" 

It  was  a  touching  picture,  as  he  encompassed 
the  pallid  face  of  Ivan  with  his  arms,  to  see  that 
old  man's  sorrow,  as  he  raised  his  eyes  implor- 
ingly to  Heaven;  and  his  companion  with 
the  green  shade  looked  on,  just  as  a  connoisseur 
surveys  an  interesting  picture. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  the  famous  Doctor  B — , 
"  unless  it  be  the  bones  of  the  trunk,  which  is 
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indeed,  but   too   probable,    there    is    nothing 

broken;  the  skull  is  intact,  the  limbs  are  all 

sound;  we  must  move   him  instantly,  for  we 

cannot  exactly  strip  him  here." 
"That,"    said    the    Commissary  of   Police, 

"wuuld  be  an  attentat  aux  mosurs^  at  least  in 

the  pit  or  boxes ;  nudity  is  not  quite  permitted, 

even  upon  the  stage." 
''Then  let  us  move  him  at  once,  bench  and 

all,  without  waiting  for  a  stretcher,"  said  the 

Doctor. 
"  One  moment.  Sir,"  observed  the  Commis^ 

saiy ;  "  can  you  assure  me  that  this  map 
neither  dead  nor  very  soon  about  to  ^'^ 
cause,  if  either  were  the  case,  it  would  be  my 
duty  to  note  down  the  exact  position  of  the 
body,  and  to  secure  the  broken  lamps  and 
fiddles,  to  bring  in  evidence  to  secure  the  mur- 
derer's conviction,  which  you  will  admit,  gentle- 
maa,  to  be  more  important  to  justice  than 
whether  one  man  lives  or  dies." 

But  they  did  move  him  into  the  lobby,  and 
there  they  bled  him. 
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"  See,  see !"  said  the  good  old  man,  "  his 
eyes  move— he  opens  them  !" 

"  m  bet  a  hundred  lou — ^lou — ^louis,"  uttered 
the  Prince  Ivan,  half  choked  with  the  blood  as 
he  spit  it  out,  and  then  he  closed  his  eyes 
again. 

"  We  won't  be  premature,"  said  the  doctor, 
"  but  still  I  think — hand  me  the  cold  water — 
that  our  patient  will  shortly  be  very  much  better, 
unless  he  should  become  decidedly  worse." 

"  Ah !"  exclaimed  the  Prince,  opening  his 
eyes  this  time  full  wide.     "  Where  am  I  ?" 

The  doctor  held  the  glass  to  his  lips.  He 
drank,  and  the  blood  was  dexterously  and 
quickly  removed  from  his  face. 

"Ah,  Hippolite!"  said  the  patient;  he 
paused  for  a  moment  in  pain,  and  then  con- 
tinued :  "  What  a  cursed  fall,  my  friends !  The 
front  of  my  head  is  beaten  in,  I  think." 

It  was  evident  that  he  was  entirely  restored 
to  his  senses. 

"  Now  Heaven  in  its  mercy  be  praised  !"  ex- 
claimed the  good  old  man. 
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"  Ah,  ah !  Grippe,  is  that  you  ?*'  said  Ivan. 
"Heaven  be  praised  he  is  saved !  and  so  I 
leave  him/'  said  the  old  man,  and  he  shuffled 
away,  like  a  sorrowful  and  angry  &ther 
turning  firom  an  unworthy  son,  whose  danger 
had  for  a  moment  disarmed  his  just  severity. 

"What!  afraid  of  blood,  old  bloodsucker?" 
shouted  Ivan,  feebly,  but  jeeringly.  "  Are  you 
off,  old  cent  per  cent  ?" 

"  Heaven  be  praised  for  his  recovery !"  mut- 
tered the  old  man,  ''  when  one  thinks  that  I  hold 
in  this  pocket-book  his  engagements  for  three 
hundred  thousand  francs." 

"  Oh !  it  is  Grippe,  the  money-lender,"  said 
abye-stander. 

"  You  see,  my  friends,"  observed  the  Prince, 
with  a  sickly  smile,  "  that  if  this  mishap  proves 
&tal,  you  may  put  without  scruple  *  sincerely 
regretted'  on  my  tomb ;  only  don't  add  *  by  all 
his  creditors ;'  that  will  be  understood." 

"  I  must  enforce  rigid  silence,"  said  the  doc- 
tor. "  I  must  enjoin  you  not  to  speak  a  word ; 
though  I  really  don't  think  that  blood  is  from 
the  chest." 
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Let  US  now  follow  the  man  with  the  green 
shade  to  the  box,  where  Blanche  Mortimer  lay 
insensible  for  the  second  time  in  her  life,  although 
already  for  the  second  in  these  chapters.  Mat- 
theus,  whose  furious  passion  had  subsided  into 
the  reaction  of  depression,  was  by  this  time  in 
the  custody  of  two  municipal  guards. 

"  I  arrest  you !"  said  the  commissary,  with  all 
the  dignity  of  a  Roman  Consul,  but  not  till  he 
saw  the  prisoner's  arms  secured.  "I  arrest 
you,  miscreant,  in  the  name  of  the  law  !  Who 
are  you  ?  what  are  you  ?  what  led  you  to  the 
perpetration  of  such  a  deed  ?" 

There  were  several  strangers  who  had  forced 
their  way  into  the  box. 

"  It  was  justly  done,  if  not  mercifully,"  said 
one.  "  I  will  bear  testimony  to  the  provocation 
he  received." 

"  I  am  Sir  Thomas  Blunt,"  said  another. 
"  Byegones  are  byegones,  and  whether  right  or 
wrong,  we  can't  recall  them;  but  I  will  bear 
witness  to  the  provocation  too." 

"  Who  are  you  ?"  repeated  the  Commissary. 

"  Don't  answer  him  !"  exclaimed  Sir  Thomas, 
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^you  must  not  criminate  yourself;  a  rascal  like 
^bis  has  no  more  ideas  of  fair  play  or  justice 
than  a  pole-cat ;  he'd  make  you  twist  the  rope 
to  hang  you  by ;  but  I  am  sure  the  man  is  not 
dead  after  all." 

"Not  dead!"  said  Mattheus.  "Thank 
God!" 

"  That  is  right,"  quoth  Sir  Thomas ;  "  don't 
bear  malice,  if  you  do  break  bones." 

"  Ho !  there,"  said  the  Commissary,  holding 
the  door  of  the  box,  "  no  one  must  come  in." 

But  the  gentleman  with  the  green  shade  had 
got  in  already. 

"  Who  are  you,  prisoner,  for  the  third  time  ?" 
inquired  the  police  functionary. 

"  Mattvei !"  said  the  man  with  the  green 
shade,  in  a  language  which  no  one  else  under- 
stood, but  at  which  Mattheus  started  and  turned 
deadly  pale.  "  So  it  is  you  !  What  has  pos- 
sessed you  ?" 

"  The  devil !" — replied  Mattheus  gloomily. 

"  Sir,"  said  the  Commissary,  "  you  are  speak- 
ing a  language  to  the  prisoner  which  I  do  not 
understand." 
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"  Pardon  me,*'  answered  the  gentleman  w^i 
the  shade,  "  but  conversant  as  a  man  of  your 
externals  must  be  with  every  European  tongue, 
I  forgot  that  you  might  not  understand  this 
one.  It  is  American ;  my  friend  is  American ; 
he  can  speak  no  other  language." 

"I  am  neither  fluent  in  the  Chinese  nor 
American,"  observed  the  Commissary,  "  but 
perhaps  you  will  ask  him  in  his  own  jargon, 
what  he  says  for  himself." 

"  Do  you  know  whom  you  have  killed  ?"  con- 
tinued the  stranger,  in  the  strange  tongue. 

"  A  Russian,"  replied  Mattheus,  "  I  know 
it." 

"  And  do  you  know,  wretch,  who  he  is  ?" 

"  Not  I — I  only  knew  him  for  a  Russian,  by 
the  oath  he  swore,  as  I  flung  him  from  me." 

"  Oh  !  Mattvei,  Mattvei !  you  had  better  have 
been  at  the  bottom  of  the  mines  of  Nertchinsk, 
than  at  this  night's  work." 

"  Is  he  dead  ?"  said  Mattheus. 

"  Worse  than  dead  !" 

"  Worse  !"  echoed  Mattheus. 

"  You  did  not  know  him  ?" 
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"No,  on  my  soul — ^who  is  he?" 

"Not  only  a  Russian,  but  a  magnate.  What 
would  you  give  to  hush  up  this  fearful  busi- 
nessr 

"Here  it  is  impossible/'  said  Mattheus  des- 


"Impossible  if  he  were  dead ;  but  he  is  not 
dead;  I  have  just  seen  him ;   he  is  not  perhaps 
mudi  injured." 
"  Oh,  if  it  were  possible !" 
"It  is  so ;  you  are  not  more  in  my  power  than 
he  is." 
"What  does  he  say  with  all  this?"  inquired 
'  Ae  impatient  Commissary. 

"  My  friend  says  simply,  that  the  thing  was 
accidental,  or  that  the  poor  sufferer  must  have 
thrown  himself  over." 

"Bah  !  we  know  better,"  said  the  Conunis- 
saiy.  **  Your  friend  prevaricates  in  American, 
Sir." 

''He  says   the   patient  will   corroborate  his 
statement;  and  now  I  remember,  I  think  his 
first  words  were  to  that  effect,  when  he  recovered 
fiom  his  swoon." 
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"  We  shall  see ;  I  don't  believe  it." 

"  Now,"  resumed  the  stranger  in  Russ,  "  what 
will  you  give  me  to  make  your  victim  speak  the 
only  words  that  can  exonerate  you,  and  prevent 
exposure  ?" 

"  Any  thing." 

"  No,  name  a  figure." 

"  Ten  thousand  roubles." 

"  Good  bye,"  said  the  stranger,  "  I  am  off  to 
bed." 

"  Twenty  thousand  !"  said  Mattheus, 

"  Good  night." 

"Twenty-five!" 

"  A  pleasant  evening  to  you." 

"  Ah !"  said  Mattheus,  "  you  are  another  devil 
tempting  me.     What  is  your  price  ?" 

"  Say  thirty !" 

"  Thirty,"  said  Mattheus,  and  the  stranger 
vanished. 

When  he  penetrated  again  to  where  Prince 
Ivan  was,  the  latter  was  perfectly  self-possessed, 
though  talking  very  fast,  with  the  loss  of  Uood 
and  the  excitement. 

"  I  think,"  said  the  surgeon,  gravely,  "  that  I 
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may  congratulate  you  on  one  of  the  most  mar- 
TcBous  escapes  it  has  ever  been  my  fortune  to 
witness  in  thirty  years'  practice.  There  is  no- 
thing broken — ^nothing — ^but  the  bridge  of  the 
nose." 

The  Prince  bit  his  lip  through,  as  he  heard 
the  titter  of  his  friends  at  this  announcement ; 
but  he  was  determined  they  should  laugh  with 
him,  as  well  as  at  him. 

"  You,  doctor,  could  have  afforded  it  better ; 
but  when,  like  myself,  a  man  has  not  much  nose, 
it  is  disagreeable  to  have  it  further  flattened 
and  rf^ced." 

"Sir,"  said  the  Commissary  of  Police,  "  since 
you  seem  thus  far  recovered,  I  should  like  to 
hear  some  statement  of  the  &cts  that  led  to 
this  atrodous  attempt." 

"Ah!"  said  the  Prince,  almost  savagely, 
"what  can  we  do  to  him?" 

"  Why,"  replied  the  Commissary,  "  if  it  should 

unfortunately  happen  that  you  live  and  recover, 

I  am  afraid  that  there  is  not  much  to  be  done, 

excepting  fine  and  long  incarceration." 

"  You  would  not  surely  take  the  law  of  him, 
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when  you  have  brought  his  violence  upon  your- 
self ?"  said  Z .    "  I  see  only  two  courses, 

worthy  of  a  man  of  honour,  open  to  you." 

"Which?" 

"  The  one  is  to  forgive." 

"The  other?" 

"  To  revenge  it  personally." 

"  Oh  !  I  may  have  appetite  for  that  hereafter; 
meanwhile,  let  us  pay  back  annoyance  by  annoy- 
ance ;"  and  the  Prince  pointed  to  his  nose,  which 
the  doctor  was  still  bathing. 

"  Come,"  he  continued,  "  Mr.  Commissary ; 
I  am  desirous  of  prosecuting  this  ruffianly  as- 
sassin as  far  as  the  law  will  allow  me,  and  you 
will  please  to  spare  no  expense  in  collecting  all 
the  necessary  evidence." 

"  It  is  a  very  grievous  case,"  said  the  Com- 
missary. 

"  Have  you  got  writing  implements  about 
you,  to  note  down  my  statement." 

"  Dear  Prince !"  said  an  insinuating  voice,  at 
the  sound  of  which  Ivan  started,  as  if  he  had 
been  bitten  by  an  adder ;  it  was  that  of  the  man 
with  the  green  shade. 
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"  One  word  with  you." 

And  the  stranger  stretchiog  out  his  long 
Deck,  hissed  into  Prince  Ivan's  ear,  for  the  space 
of  several  minutes.  When  he  had  ceased,  the 
Prince  turned   again  to  the   Commissary  and 


"  Are  your  vn'iting  implements  ready?    Then 
write  down." 
"  I  listen,"  said  the  Commissary. 
''That  Prince  Ivan  Ivanovitch,  a  Russian 
subject—" 

"On  the  third  day  of  January,  anno  1827> 
between  the  ho\irs  of  ten  and  deven,  post 
meridian,"  suggested  the  Conumssary. 

"Exactly,"  continued  the  Prince;  "being 
in  the  Opera  House,  in  the  city  of  Paris,  in 
^  department  of  the  Seine." 

"  In  the  department  of  the  Seine,"  repeated 
the  scribe. 

"Being  in  the  box  No.  19,  was  moved  by 
the  caprice  of  the  moment  to  sit  upon  the  ledge, 
when  according  to  the  laws  of  gravitation — " 

"  According  to  the  laws  of  gravitation  ?  We 
do  not  recognize  that  code  in  France,"  inter- 
nipted  the  Commissary. 
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"  Never  mind,"  said  the  Prince ;  "  write  on. 
Having  lost  his  balance,  he  tumbled  over. 
That  is  all  he  has  to  depose." 

The  Commissary  looked  aghast  and  blank. 

''  Excepting  that  he  was  much  indebted  to 
the  politeness  of  a  stranger,  who  kindly  exerted 
himself  to  prevent  the  possibility  of  his  throw- 
ing himself  down — a  service  which  Prince  Ivan 
Ivanovitch  proposes  to  acknowledge  in  a  fitting 
manner,  in  proper  time  and  season." 

"  That  is  as  it  ought  to  be,"  said  Z . 

"  It  is  well  done,"  said  Hippolite. 

"  Since  this  is  the  case,"  observed  the  dis- 
appointed Commissary,  "  I  do  not  see  how 
we  are  to  detain  the  prisoner ;  in  fact  there  is 
only  one  event  in  which  we  should  have  the 
happiness  to  see  the  law  vindicated,  for  I  find 
you  are  determined  to  screen  him." 

"Which  is  that?" 

"  If  your  bruises  and  contusions  should  take 
a  turn,  and  terminate  fatally." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Ivan. 

"  But  now  I  bethink  me,"  observed  the  Com- 
missary, "  if  it  was  accidental,  you  are  liable  for 
all  the  damage  done  to  the  broken  glass  and  fid- 
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dks.  I  must  go  and  see ;  I  don't  know  how  the 
musidans  may  choose  to  view  it ;  if  they  consider 
it  in  the  light  of  an  assault,  to  wit,  that  you  made 
use  of  your  own  person  as  a  missile  weapon,  it 
may  become  a  question  of  Correctional  Police ; 
for  a  man  has  no  right  to  throw  his  own  body, 
any  more  than  any  other  missile  instrument,  at 
the  head  of  any  one." 

"  Oh !"  said  the  Prince  to  his  friends,  "  on 
reflection,  we  cannot  leave  the  punishment  of  the 
most  ruffianly  brutality,  to  the  quibbles  of  the 
law  and  its  myrmidons ;  at  least,  whilst  we  can 
chastise  it  with  our  own  right  hands." 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

In  Mr.  Mortimer's  establishment,  though 
fitted  with  such  luxurious  economy  to  his 
personal  comforts,  there  had  still  lingered  one 
supernumerary,  in  the  person  of  an  English 
groom.  He  was  one  of  those  characters  who 
consider  it  derogatory  to  their  dignity  to  appear 
satisfied  under  any  possible  circumstances,  and 
he  happened  just  now  to  imagine  that  he  had 
much  real  cause  of  dissatisfaction.  Bob  Bridle 
was  a  little,  spare,  hard-featured  man,  sinewy  and 
wiry   as  those  Scotch   terriers    that  you  may 


TOE   WHITE   SLAVE.  97 

Suspend  by  one  leg  in  the  air  without  their 
yelping  or  wincing.  You  could  no  more  have 
looked  upon  him,  even  if  you  had  disguised 
him  in  a  judge's  wig,  or  in  full  canonicals, 
than  you  could  upon  a  saddle,  without  mentally 
associating  him  with  the  idea  of  a  horse. 

But   tHough  he   was  only  half  the  size   of 
an  average  man,  Bob  Bridle   considered   that 
liis  bulk  had  been  the  chief  bar  to  his  advance- 
ment in  life.     He  came  of  a  stock — the  Bridles 
on  the   one   side,   and  the  Horseilys  on   the 
other — ^who   appeared  for  generations  to  have 
been  bred  fin*  the  stable,  and  to  a  studied  under- 
growth.    Now  Bob  had  been  considered   as 
a  great,  overgrown,  weedy  exception,  who  did 
no  credit  to  his  breed.     His  relatives  disowned 
him — he  weighed  a  stone  and  a  half  too  much. 
Brouj^t  up  in  the  monastic  severity  of  a 
Newmarket  training  stable,  he  was  punctual  as 
clock-work,  and  secret  as  the  grave,  particulariy  in 
every  thing  that  r^arded  horses ;  no  one  but  his 
master  could  ever  have  extorted  from  him  the 
admission   that  the  one    he    was  ridmg  was 
positively  a  mare  or  a  gdding,  a  chestnut  or 
VOL.   I.  ^ 
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a  grey.  He  was  a  faithful,  if  not  an  acoom* 
modating  servant.  Though  he  never  professed 
attachment  to  his  employers,  his  great  moral 
maxim  of  "  doing  justice  to  the  nags"  led  him 
insensibly  to  do  his  duty  l^  their  masters. 

Nothing  could  more  forcibly  indicate  bodily 
agility  than  his  frame,  or  insensibility  to  pain, 
danger,  or  persuasion,  than  his  countenance. 
He  looked  as  if  it  were  impossible  either  to 
hurt  his  body,  to  frighten  or  impress  his  mind, 
or  to  unlock  his  tongue. 

The  costume  of  Bob,  in  cut  and  fashion,  was 
strictly  professional.  His  sandy  whiskers  were 
dose  shaven,  his  hair  clipped  short;  his  white 
cravat,  his  shorts,  his  top-boots,  or  gaiters,  were 
always  the  pink  of  neatness. 

Bob's  opinions  were  peculiar  and  decided. 
It  could  not  be  said  that  there  was  any  thing 
in  the  world  but  a  thorough-bred  horse  which 
he  admired.  There  was  much  about  which  he 
had  not  made  up  his  mind;  but  there  were 
three  things  for  which  he  had  an  utter  contempt 
— soldiers,  foreigners,  and  trowsers.  Although 
he  was  in  his  own  person  a  remarkable  example 
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of  the  sacrifices  sometimes  entailed  upon  poor 
humanity  by  dire  necessity  —  necessity,  the 
"mother  of  the  world,"  as  the  metaphysical 
Shelley  calls  it — nothing  had  ever  induced  him 
to  wear  a  garment  he  so  much  despised. 

Though  in  the  early  aspirations  of  his  am- 
hidoD  in  the  training  stable,  Bob  had  often 
looked  with  contempt  on  the  meaner  branches 
of  his  profession,  his  evil  stars  had  made  him 
outgrow  the  hereditary  leanness.  He  became  too 
hean,  and  he  was  obliged  to  descend  to  where 
he  had  looked  down.  At  length  he  went 
abroad  with  Mr.  Mortimer  as  groom,  in  charge 
of  two  thorough-bred  hacks.  But  he  was 
doomed  to  fall  still  lower  in  his  self-esteem, 
when  Mr.  Mortimer  sold  his  horses. 

FVom  that  time  forward.  Bob  looked  and 
fdt  as  lost,  and  as  much  out  of  his  element, 
as  those  unhappy  ducks  kept  in  the  height 
of  summer,  dusty  and  disconsolate,  afar  fi-om 
genial  horsepond  and  from  running  stream. 
He  was  now  reduced  to  the  charge  of  the 
English  travelling  carriage.  With  what  pride 
and    pleasure   he    grew    at  length    to    wash 

F  2 
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and  furbish  it,  and  breathe  upon  the  var- 
nish of  its  panels,  as  he  wiped  it  with  his 
dean  dry  leather,  and  hissed  to  keep  it 
quiet!  With  wh2A  jealous  vigilance,  when 
upon  the  road,  he  regarded  every  officious 
blacksmith  approach  it  at  the  post  stations! 
As  Bob  boasted,  he  was  '^  up  to  them ;"  he 
had  even  suffered  a  month's  imprisonment  for 
chastising  on  the  spot  a  burly  son  of  Vulcan, 
who  was  over  anxious  to  make  work  for  his  own 
smithy. 

But  at  length  Mr.  Mortimer  sold  even 
his  travelling  carriage,  and  there  remained  only 
the  English  corkscrew,  the  cutlery,  and  his  own 
tops  and  leathers,  on  which  he  could  possibly 
occupy  himself,  without  a  moral  derogation  to 
which  he  would  not  descend.  He  obstinately 
refused  any  other  branch  of  employment,  or 
to  meddle  with  any  article  of  foreign  construc- 
tion or  invention,  in  any  manner,  from  packing 
a  carriage  to  polishing  a  silver  spoon. 

Mr.  Mortimer  at  length  took  courage  to  dis- 
miss Bob;  but  it  was  agreed  that  he  was  to 
continue   in  his   service  until  their   arrival   in 
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Bms  would  enable  him  to  obtain  a  situation  in 
some  English  family. 

Now  Count  Horaoe,  during  a  recent  visit  to 
the  government  stud  at  Tarbes,  had  purchased 
an  English  thorough-bred  horse,  about  to  be 
sold  by  the  stud-master  on  account  of  its  pecu- 
liar and  ungovernable  temper.  It  was  a  power- 
ful, fiery,  grey  steed,  with  the  size  and  bone  of 
int  English  breed,  and  the  gazelle  eye,  the  dis- 
tended nostril,  the  curving  neck,  and  the  tail  of 
an  Arabian.  The  temper  of  this  beautiful 
animal  was  certainly  capricious,  and  had  been 
teazed  mto  vice  by  mishandling.  All  idea  of 
riding  the  horse  had  been  long  abandoned  as 
chimerical,  and  even  the  attempt  to  curry  him 
bad  been  long  given  over.  He  had  not  inaptly 
been  named  Lucifer ;  for  he  looked  quite  as 
proud  and  almost  as  wicked  as  the  fallen  angel, 
when  he  tossed  back  his  mighty  crest  and  neighed 
defiance. 

The  Count  having  been  m  England,  knew 
that  it  hardly  amounted  to  a  proof  of  vice  in  an 
English  horse,  that  he  should  have  been  found 
onmanageable  in  a  fordgn  stable.     He  caused 
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Lucifer  to  be  brought  to  Ax ;  but  by  the  time 
he  had  gathered  vigour  from  a  day's  repose,  he 
succeeded  in  puzzling  all  the  ingenuity  of  his 
owner. 

Bob  Bridle  had  seen  the  horse :  his  eyes, 
which  had  rested  so  long  contemptuously  on  the 
foreign  specimens  of  horseflesh,  were  at  once 
fascinated.  Not  only  did  he  discern  at  a  glance 
his  blood  and  breed,  but  found  that  he  was  full 
of  "points."  When  he  saw  him  seize  with 
his  teeth,  and  kneel  upon  tfie  man  who  at- 
tempted to  rub  him  down,  he  declared  "  that  he 
was  playful  as  a  kitten."  That  night  he  ac- 
tually dreamed  of  the  grey:  he  dreamed  that 
the  noble  horse  was  in  a  nice  "  loose  box,"  and 
that  he,  Bob  Bridle,  was  littering  him  down. 
This  was  the  greatest  flight,  either  sleepmg  or 
waking,  ever  made  in  Bob's  imagination,  when 
he  pictured  in  his  dream  a  little  paradise,  and 
let  his  fancy  people  it. 

The  next  day,  Bob  took  up  his  position  at 
the  door  of  the  inn,  from  whence  he  could 
command  a  view  of  the  bam-like  stable  in 
which  the  Count's  horse  was  quartered.     Bob's 
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loflg-waisted  coat  of  prince's  mixture,  his  red 
and  white  striped  waistcoat,  his  well  cleaned 
leathers  by  Hammond,  and  his  tops  by  Thomas, 
all  looked  better  than  new — as  they  should  with 
every  careful  groom — ^because  they  had  taken 
the  set  of  his  figure  Truth  to  say,  there  was  a 
little  plot  in  his  mind,  of  which  the  previsions 
were  realized.  When  the  Count  ordered  his 
English  horse  to  be  led  out  of  the  stable,  his 
cyefdl  naturally  upon  the  English  groom. 

"Ohr*  said  the  Count,  "you  are  an  En- 
glishman I  see ;  and  Mr.  Mortimer's  servant,  I 


'*  I  am  so,"  replied  Bob,  politely  pulling  his 
foielock. 

"  Then,"  proceeded  the  Count,  "  you  are  the 
very  man  I  want  to  tell  me  something  about 
this  horse  of  mine." 

Lucifer  was  led  forth ;  but  he  had  so  damaged 
his  reputation  as  a  pacific  animal,  that  he  was 
hroii^ht  out  like  an  unmanageable  bull,  by  four 
men,  two  and  two,  pulling  at  him  by  a  rope 
from  the  headstalL 
The  grey  horse  screamed  rather  than  neighed, 
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as  he  tossed  back  his  silvery  mane,  in  indignant 
contempt  of  the  terror  he  exdted,  and  tore 
up  the  ground  with  the  angry  pawing  of  his 
hoof. 

^'  He  is  a  fine  fellow,  is  he  not?"  said  the 
Count,  "  at  least,  to  look  at ;  for  we  can  neither 
curry  him  nor  ride  him.  It  is  a  pity,  for  he  is 
young,  vigorous,  of  the  noblest  blood,  and  with- 
out a  blemish — a  perfect  horse.*' 

"  He  has  points,"  replied  Bob ;  "  but  we  don't 
just  tally  in  our  ideas  of  a  perfect  horse  with 
yours." 

"  How  so  ?"  inquired  the  Count. 

"  Why,  Sir,  as  far  as  I  see,  foreign  gentlemen 
buys  horses  for  the  faults  they  have  not  got ;  we 
buys  'em  for  the  good  qualities  they  have." 

"  Upon  my  word  I  don't  know  that  you  are 
wrong." 

Bob  proceeded,  as  if  it  was  his  wish  to  be  in- 
structive as  well  as  agreeable. 

"  They  are  like  those  folks  who  won't  have  a 
hanimal  at  all,  unless  he  is  examined  and  war- 
ranted sound  by  a  great  veterinary ;  they  don't 
know,  Lord  help  them  !  that  there  are  not  five 
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hones  quite  sound  in  a  hundred,  and  that  those 
five  are  sure  to  be  amongst  the  worst  score  of 
the  lot" 
"  Wdl,  what  do  you  say  to  him  ?*' 
"  Is  he  thorough-bred  ?"  inquired  Bob,  criti- 
cally. 
**  Can't  you  tdl  by  his  appearance  ?*' 
''No,  Sir;    nor   any  other  man  breathing. 
He  may  judge  that  a  horse  is  thorough-bred  or 
dmost;  but  the  difference  between  quite  Bud 
olmst  makes  the  cocktail.     Now  a  three-parts 
bred  cocktail  may  often  look  more  thorough- 
bred than  a  thorough-bred  his-self.*' 

"What,  do  you  mean  to  say  that  no  judge 
can  tell?" 

"It  is  not  on  the  cards,  Sir,  no  more  than  he 
<^uld  swear  by  looking  at  a  neatly-mounted 
^Up,  whether  there  was  a  cane  or  a  whalebone 
inaideofit-" 

"  Well  but,  my  good  friend,"  said  the  Count, 
^  little  puzzled,  *^  if  a  horse  not  quite  thorough- 
bred looks  so  like  a  thorough*bred,  what  does  it 
^gmfy  whether  he  is  so  or  not  ?" 

f3 
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"Because  he  only  looks  so,"  replied  the 
groom.  "Like  a  whip,  whether  there's  a 
whalebone  or  a  bamboo  inside  of  it,  when  you 
know  the  stuflF  it's  made  of  you  know  what  to 
expect  from  it.  Now,  Sir,  if  that  grey  horse  is 
a  cocktail  he'll  only  train  to  last  for  one  mile ; 
if  a  thorough-bred  for  four.  If  he  is  a  cocktail, 
his  bones  are  bones,  and  aU  the  training  in  the 
world  will  only  sweat  off  his  muscle,  and  leave 
his  fat ;  but  if  he  is  a  thorough-bred,  his  bones 
are  ivory,  and  his  fat  will  all  train  down  into 
muscle  as  hard  as  a  crow-bar." 

"Well,  then,"  said  the  Count,  "lean  tell 
you  that  he  is  thorough-bred." 

"  How  ?"  said  Bob. 

"  Out  of  two  of  the  most  famous  horses  in 
England ;  I've  got  their  names  somewhere." 

"I'd  try  and  remember  them,"  said  Bob. 
"  It  don't  look  'andsome  to  forget  one's  horse's 
pedigree  when  he's  got  one.  I  am  sorry  to  say, 
Sir,  they  imposes  dreadful  in  England  respecting 
horses  on  ignorant  people,  'specially  foreigners. 
They  sell  'em  a  horse,  and  gives  him  a  pedigree 
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by  Mousetrap  out  of  Blacking-bottle,  or  some 
such  names  as  never  was  in  the  stud-book  any 
more  than  in  the  Bible." 

"WeD,"  said  the  Count,  good-humouredly, 
"  I  think  I  can  find  it  in  my  pocket-book ; 
seeing  is  believing.'' 

"Now,"  continued  Bob,  who  thought  that  in 

a  qiiiet  way   he  was   reading   a   great  moral 

lesson-— "now,  when  a  humble  individual  like 

myself  sees  gentlemen  so  uncommon  particular 

ahout  their  own  pedigrees — which  always  may 

nm  crooked,  no  blame  to  them  for  it  either — I 

can't  help  thinking  why  they  shouldn't  be  more 

particular  about  those  honest  creatures,  horses. 

A  slip  in  his  own  breed  don't  much  signify  to  a 

™an,  barring  if  his  skin's  iron-grey,  or  his  head 

it  won't  make  any   difference    in  his 

;,  as  ever  I  see ;  but  a  wrong  cross  in 

the  blood  of  a  horse   prevents  his  being  ever 

Wned  at  all,  to  speak  of" 

'*Why  not?"  said  the  Coimt,  highly  amused. 

"Because,  when  you   begin   to   give   them  , 

their  gallops  to  get  their  fat  off,  they  refuse 

their  food  in  a  few  days,  and  you  mw^Heave  off 
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traming.  But  what  I  mean  to  say.  Sir,  is  this 
here:  what  more  business  have  horses  with 
names  that  aint  in  the  stud-book,  than  human 
beings  with  names  they  are  not  christened 
by?" 

'^  Come/'  smiled  the  Count,  still  searching  in 
his  pocket-book,  "you  forget  the  Jews  and 
Mussulmans,  who  are  never  christened." 

"  Wdl,  they  have  no  business  with  Christian 
names  either.  If  a  squire  or  a  fiumer  wUl  call 
his  horse  something  when  he  runs  it  for  the 
hunter's  stakes,  why  don't  he  call  him  Clod  or 
Dobbin ;  but  he  oughtn't  to  be  let  to  give  them 
fine  thorough-bred  names — classical,  as  I  once 
beared  a  schoolmaster  say — ^like  Endymion,  or 
All-round-my-hat,  or  Wide-awake— and  'specially 
not  to  sell  them  to  ignorant  people,  who  knows 
no  better,  as  if  they  was  in  the  stud-book." 

"  Well,  our  grey  horse's  sire  is  at  all  events ; 
here  is  all  about  it,  page  and  volume,  stud-book 
and  racing  calendar :  the  name  of  his  sire  was 
Swap." 

"  And  a  thundering  good  horse,  too,"  said 
Bob ;  "  now  for  the  mare." 
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"  Dam  by  Leda — ^whalebone  blood — '* 
''Ahr  said  Bob,  whose  mind  seemed  re- 
lief from  a  great  weight,  and  who  now  turned 
to  examine  attentively  the  horse  on  whom  he 
had  feared  to  waste  too  much  sympathy.  ''  Is 
he  quiet?" 

''What  a  question,'^  said  the  Count,  'Mon't 
you  see?" 

The  horse  snuffed  up  the  air  through  his  black, 
distended  nostrils,  which  glowed  inside  like  a 
piece  of  red  hot  iron,  and  his  shrill  neigh  was  so- 
nonms  as  the  blast  of  a  trumpet,  as  he  bounded 
at  the  end  of  his  cord,  like  a  wild  beast  struggling 
with  his  chain.     Bob  Bridle  went  boldly  up  to 
him :  the  horse  seized  him  by  the  shoulder,  and 
toe  out  a  piece  of  his  coat  and  shirt  in  his 
teeth ;  but  Bob  dexterously  avoided  the  blow  of 
his  fore-legs,  and  having  got  his  hand  about  the 
lialter,  alternately  he  struck  him  with  his  doubled 
&t,  and  soothed  and  patted  him. 
*' Ah,  what !  ah,  would  you  !     Now  then !" 
The  long-accustomed  sounds  of  an  English 
voice,  and  the  handling  of  the  groom,  soon  re- 
duced the  fury  of  Lucifer  to  playful  ebullitions 
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of  snapping  with  his  teeth,  and  giving  cow^s- 
kicks  with  his  hind-legs. 

''  He  is  a  real  beauty/'  said  Bob,  as  he  felt  his 
legs  down,  "and  as  sound  as  a  roach." 

"  Is  a  roach  particularly  sound"?  said  the  Count. 

"  You  take  one  up  like  a  hard  and  sharp," 
said  Bob ;  "  but  did  you.  Sir,  ever  see  a  roach 
that  was  spavined,  sprung  on  the  fore-legs,  brok- 
en-winded, ring-boned,  or  even  wind-galled  ?" 

"  Never,"  laughed  the  Count,  "  in  the  whole 
course  of  my  experience.  It  is  a  pity  he  is  such 
a  temper." 

"  I  don't  know  nothing  about  his  temper." 

"  Don't  you  ?"  said  the  Count.  "  Look  at  your 
coat." 

"  Oh,  that  is  nothing,"  said  Bob ;  "  I  dare 
say  the  horse  knowed  I  ought  to  have  took  it 
off.  Besides,  Sir,  consider  what  your  own 
feelings  would  be  if  you  was  held  by  the  halter 
like  a  wild  beast  by  four  jabbering  foreigners. 
Why  Job  his-self  would  have  turned  rusty  on  his 
friends." 

"I  wish  we  could  curry  him,"  said  the 
Count. 
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"in  cuny  him,  Sir,  if  you  like,  when  IVe 
takaimycoat  off." 
"YouH  be  a   devilish  good   fellow,   if  you 

"  Couldn't  you  put  a  saddle  on  him  ?"  sug^ 
gestedBob. 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  the  Count ;  "  but  I  am 
sure  we  can  get  nobody  into  the  saddle,  unless 
you  win  mount  him." 

"Ill  try,"  said  Bob,  "when  I  have  dressed 
Wm;  but  perhaps  youTl  excuse  my  riding  in 
my  sleeves ;  my  tops  and  leathers  is  my  own, 
^d  so  are  my  bones,  and  so  is  my  time  just 
'^ow,  by  Mr.  Mortimer's  kind  leave;  but  my 
^^  is  his'n,  and  I  shouldn't  like  to  get  it  further 


"Ride  him  in  any  way  you  like,"  said  the 
Count,  "  if  you  think  he  can  be  ridden  ;  and 
If  you  do,  get  on  him  at  once;  we  can  see  about 
his  dressing  afterwards." 

"  As  you  like.  Sir,"  answered  Bob ;  "  but  not 
just  here ;  we  must  get  him  off  the  stones.  I 
speak  more  for  the  horse  than  for  myself ;  he'd 
likely  hurt  his-self,  since  he  is  so  fresh ;  and  even 
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for  a  Christian's  bones  a  grass  field  is  softer  to 
fall  upon." 

'*  I  should  have  imagined/'  observed  Horace, 
"  that  to  get  on  the  back  of  that  devil,  you 
must  have  been  one  of  those  riders  whom 
nothing  could  unseat." 

"Ill  tell  you  what,  Sir,"  said  Bob,  '^IVe 
often  heeard  people  say  as  how  they  never  see 
the  horse  as  could  throw  'em.  Perhaps  if  they 
was  to  say  they  never  got  on  to  one  as  could, 
they'd  tell  the  truth.  Now,  Sir,  I  never  see  the 
horse  I  wouldn't  ride  myself,  barring  he  was  a 
lame  un  or  a  screw ;  but  it  is  my  opinion  that  if 
I  was  a  gentleman  I  would  never  keep  a  horse 
that  couldnH  throw  me  if  he  set  about  it." 

"  You  mean  by  a  screw,  an  unsound,  damaged 
horse,  I  believe,"  said  the  Count ;  "  why  do  you 
call  him  so?" 

"  Well,  Sir,"  answered  Bob,  "  if  you  come  to 
that,  what  do  you  call  a  horse  a  horse  for  ?  But 
them  as  knows  the  walley  of  nags,  knows  the 
walley  of  words  as  well  as  most  people.  Isn't  a 
screw.  Sir,  a  proper  name  for  a  sort  of  beast  as 
dealers  is  so  fond  of  sticking  into  people,  and  of 
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worming  into  the  stables  of  them  as  don't  know 
no  better?" 

"Ah,  veiy  true ;  but  tell  mCi  after  all|  what 
are  you  to  do,"  said  Horace,  "  with  a  brute  that 
gets  you  off?" 
'^  Git  OQ  him  again,  Sir,"  said  Bob,  quietly. 
With  the  co-operation  of  an  ostler,  a  pos- 
tilfion,  two  gensdarmes,  and  a  veterinary  black- 
smith, who  offered  their  assistance,  and  certainly 
did  afford  a  great   deal  of  advice,  which  was 
given  in  chorus,  a  saddle  was  got  on  to  the  back 
^  Lttdfer,  and  whilst  Bob  held  his  head,  the 
8^  were  tightened. 

^e  grey  was  led  safely  enough  into  a  field 

«Qin>unded  by  a  high  stone  wall,  where  he 

P*^ed  up    the    turf    with  a  shrill  neigh   of 

^"^nishment,  as  Bob  Bridle  buckled   on   his 

^PUrs  and  prepared  to  get  upon  his  back. 

But  here,  with  much  vociferation,  the  veterinary 
P^)ved  that  the  stirrup  leathers  were  buckled  up 
^  short,  and  the  gensdarmes  expostulated  on 
^e  foDy  of  riding  him  without  a  curb.  In  fact, 
80  clamorous  and  extensive  was  the  counsel 
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afforded  by  the  bye-standers,  that  Bob  appeared 
somewhat  in  the  light  of  a  pupil  receiving  the 
instructions  of  many  masters. 

"  Pray,  Sir,  am  7  to  ride  him  ?"  inquired  Bob. 

"  Of  course,"  said  the  Count. 

"  Then,''  proceeded  Bob,  making  a  profound 
bow  to  the  veterinary,  and  politely  offering  him 
the  stirrup  iron,  " Mountey  s'il  voo plate" 

Now  it  must  not  be  imagined  from  this  mis- 
pronunciation that  Bob  had  failed  to  pick  up  a 
decent  smattering  of  French ;  but  being  a  great 
believer  in  the  inherent  tendencies  of  certain 
breeds,  he  had  of  late  taken  in  his  idle  hours  to 
literary  pursuits,  observing  that  the  Bridles  had 
always  had  an  unfortunate  propensity  to  books, 
the  same  as  the  Horseflys  to  dog's-nose — ^to  the 
proneness  of  the  maternal  branch  for  which 
liquid  he  attributed  his  own  unlucky  overweight. 

Now  with  some  shrewdness  Bob  had  directed 
his  intellectual  labours  to  spelling  through  a 
French  and  English  vocabulary ;  but  this  branch 
of  his  studies  had  the  untoward  effect  of  making 
him  sturdily  mispronounce,  by  his  rigid  adhe* 
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reoce  to  the  sounds  of  the  English  alphabet, 
evoy  word  or  sentence  he  had  once  seen  in 
print 

In  vain  the  Italian  valet  told  him  the  true 
pronunciation. 

*'  If  these  foreigners  will  call  plait,  play^ 
more  shame  for  'em !"  he  said.     "  I  won't." 

But  as  Bob's  object,  on  the  present  occasion, 
was  rather  to  be  understood  than  to  persuade 
by  the  graces  or  purity  of  his  rhetoric,  his  end 
was  obviously  answered ;  for  the  veterinary  re- 
plied to  his  very  insinuating  invitation  to  mount 
by  a  vehement  negative, 

"^  V(mlez-voo  ?"  said  Bob,  turning  with  sar- 
<^  civility  to  one  of  his  moustachiod  ad- 
visers; but  at  this  moment  Lucifer  growing 
^pati^t  gave  a  snort  and  an  indignant  bound, 
wiiidi  almost  lifted  the  groom  off  his  legs,  whilst 
^  gendarme  started  back  two  paces,  with  an 
oath,  and  a  face  three  inches  elongated  at  the 
bare  suggestion. 

"Then,"  said  Bob,  "p'raps  you  will  let  me 
go  to  work  in  my  own  fashion.  And  now. 
Sir,"  addressing  Horace,  "  perhaps  youll  keep 


116  THE   WHITE   SLAVE. 

an  eye  that  they  don't  get  in  the  way  of  his 
heels ;  for  sogerSi  and  pigs,  and  old  womra,  is 
always  in  the  way  of  horses;  no  wonder  the 
sight  on  'em  makes  'em  restive." 

Abnost  instantaneously  as  his  foot  was  raised 
to  the  stirrup,  Ludfer  gave  a  wild,  terrific 
scream,  and  a  bound  of  prodigious  power ;  but 
this  time  he  bounded  under  the  weight  of  Bob 
Bridle,  who  was  firmly  seated  on  his  beck. 

As  the  group  around  him  cleared  out  of  his 
way,  there  foDowed  a  moment  of  anxious  expec- 
tation, which  was  disappointed ;  for  the  horse 
seemed  lost  in  wonderment  at  the  indignity 
offered  him,  and  remained  for  a  few  seconds 
in  the  exact  position  into  which  he  had  fiJIen, 
uttering  a  low  and  almost  dog-like  whine.  But 
then  all  his  indignation  seemed  to  break  forth 
in  one  concentrated  burst  of  fiuy;  he  reared, 
he  plunged,  he  screamed,  he  snorted,  and  then 
he  broke  away,  bound  after  bound,  leaping  like 
a  stag,  with  all  his  four  feet  from  the  ground  at 
once. 

Then  he  made  a  desperate  effort  to  seize  the 
rider  with  his  teeth,  and  reared  so  high  that  he 
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ivas  OD  the  point  of  falling  backwards,  till  he 
WIS  mged  on,  and  again  leaped  forward  bound 
ifter  boimd,  bound  after  bound,  and  then  again 
he  reared,  and  phinged,  and  kicked,  and 
screamed,  and  snorted.  And  thus  the  horse 
and  Hier  struggled,  till  the  only  question  seemed 
iriiethar  the  wild  untiring  vigor  of  the  animal, 
or  the  skin  and  obstinacy  of  the  man,  would 


At  kngUi,  covered  with  foam,  and  tossing 
the  white  froth  from  his  mouth,  the  steed 
paused  for  a  moment  near  the  spectators,  with 
panting  sides  and  starting  eyes,  and  red  dis- 
tended nostrils. 

When  Sinbad  found  the  old  man  of  the 
inouDtains  ineictricably  fastened  on  his  shoul- 
dersy  he  could  not  have  spoken  words  of  more 
phintive  expression  than  did  the  piteous  neigh 
rf  the  grey  horse. 

And  yet,  there  sat  the  little  wiry  iron-framed 
S^oom,  as  if  upon  a  chair :  cool,  calm,  unruffled, 
^  collected*  He  disengaged  his  right  hand 
fioffl  the  reins  one  instant,  just  to  smooth  down 
his  handkerchief,  and  tuck  in  a  truant  end. 
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The  Count  was  about  to  speak,  when  away 
burst  Lucifer  again,  with  all  the  fury  and  the 
malice  he  had  gathered  in  the  interval  of  his 
repose.  He  reared,  and  swerved,  and  plimged, 
his  mane  all  literally  bristling  up ;  and  then  he 
tried  to  lie  down  with  his  rider ;  but  this  time 
the  blood  spurted  from  his  spur,  and  the  horse 
sprang  into  the  air  with  a  prodigious  bound, 
instead  of  rolling  on  the  earth ;  and  then,  afler 
another  pause,  he  rushed  to  the  extremity  of 
the  field,  and  tried  to  crush  the  horseman's 
thigh  against  the  wall ;  but  again  the  spur 
made  him  swerve. 

The  idea,  however,  tickled  his  equinine  fancy, 
for  he  came  back  twice  and  thrice,  to  renew  the 
attempt,  with  furious  and  malignant  resolution. 
But  the  fourth  time.  Bob  Bridle  holding  his 
head  so  as  to  prevent  his  swerving  right  or 
left,  tightened  his  armed  heek  like  an  iron 
vice,  and  brought  him  straight  up  to  the  five 
foot  wall,  at  a  speed  so  furious  that  it  seemed 
inevitable  that  he  must  either  be  dashed  to 
pieces  or  leap  over  it,  which  he  did  in  gallant 
style,   clearing   it   by   many  inches;  and  then 
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iway  he  gaDoped  up  the  hill  sidci  from  field 
to  field,  flying  over  indosure  wall,  after  indosure 
waD,  till  from  the  walled-in  fields  he  was  speeding 
over  the  heath,  and  amongst  the  gigantic 
masses  of  granite,  and  up  the  steep  and  rugged 
sfippery  rock,  on  which  it  seemed  that  his  hoofs 
could  scarcely  have  held  their  footing. 

And  now  a  new  source  of  anxiety  opened 
to  the  spectators,  for  the  fate  of  the  noble  horse 
and  his  daring  rider ;  for  at  the  summit  of  the 
hin  a  deep   and   dangerous   chasm  intervened 
abruptly.    The  wild  and  furious  steed  speeding 
onwards    on    the    dangerous   crags    and    the 
)^wning  precipice  before  him,  formed  an  ap- 
pJKng  picture.     But  here  the  danger  ceased 
°^ost  unexpectedly ;    for    the    horse    stopped 
t;  he  was   clearly   alarmed   as   he   looked 
1  on  the  abyss,  and  the  excitement  of  his 
^er  vanished  with  the  terror  of  his  situation. 

And  here  the  rider  triumphed.     He  patted, 
and  encouraged,  and  spoke  to  him,   and  dis- 
niounting  and  re-mounting  alternately,  he  guided 
hack  the  trembling  beast,  through  all  the  diffi- 
culties of  his  timid  downward  coiu^,  over  the 
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dangerous  ground  he  had  dashed  up  so  proudly  I 
It  was  evident  that  the  horse  was  now  driven 
to  rely  on  the  rider,  and  found  encouragement 
from  his  judicious  handling  and  his  voice.  And 
then  leaping  him  again  over  the  enclosure  walls; 
and  galloping  him  round  every  field,  his  course 
being  only  now  interrupted  by  an  occasional  burst 
of  temper  when  the  horse  found  himself  again  on 
terra  firma.  Bob,  after  an  hour's  exertion, 
brought  the  grey  triumphantly  up  to  his  master. 

"  What  do  you  say  to  that  ?"  said  the  Count. 

"Ah!"  observed  the  veterinary,  "no  man 
could  ever  ride  such  an  incarnate  devil." 

"  Why,  where  are  your  eyes  ?" 

"  Oh !  that  is  not  riding — that  is  fastening 
one'self  on  to  a  horse's  back  like  a  monkey,  or 
like  a  tick  to  the  fleece  of  a  sheep ;  a  man  must 
be  three  parts  a  monkey  to  do  so." 

"  And,"  added  a  gendarme,  "  it  must  utterly 
spoil  his  riding,  according  to  all  the  principles  of 
the  art." 

Lucifer  had  next  to  be  curried.  It  was  evi- 
dent that  the  groom  had  obtained,  by  his  first 
victory,  a  wonderful  ascendancy  over  his  stubborn 
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temper^  but  it  was  not  quite  subdued ;  for  he 
oSiered  predsdiy  that  degree  of  resistance  to  the 
operation,  which  rendered  it  just  exeeutable ;  but 
Aat  was  all,  though  Bob  declared,  that 

''Bamng  he  was  a  little  fresh,  he  was  as 
quiet  a  horse  as  one  could  wish  to  see/' 

"But  he  has  a  very  ugly  trick,"  said  Horace, 
"  whiA  I  never  saw  in  a  horse  before,  of  kicking 
forwards  with  his  hind  1^,  like  a  cow." 

"Oh,  Sir,"  replied  the  groom,  "  horses  has 

their  pertikilarities  as   well  as   noien ;  my  own 

grandfather  on  my  mother's  side,  old  Samuel 

H(»sdy,  and  all  on  'em  before  and  after  him, 

had  a  way  like  of  taking  snuff  with  the  thumb 

and  little  finger  of  their  left  hands,  by  which  a 

gentleman  might  have  knowed  'em  anywhere. 

Now,  Sir,  by  the  pertikilarity  of  that  horse's 

<»w-ldck,  there's  a  many  would  have  sworn  he 

^  a  Swap.     I've  seen  a  dozen  of  Swap^s  get, 

or  more,  and  half  of  'em  was  given  to  it.     In 

^J  opinion,  Sir,  it  stamps  his  breed  and  adds 

to  his  value ;  besides.  Lord  love  you.  Sir,  them 

oow-kicks  cannot  hurt  one." 

fiut  as  Bob  was  speaking,  Lucifer,  whose  sides 

VOL.  I.  G 
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were  tickled  by  the  comb,  made  a  violent  snatch 
at  the  groom,  and  though  he  was  holding  him 
with  the  left  hand  by  the  head,  the  energy  of  the 
horse's  action  carried  him  a  little  backwards,  and 
with  a  dexterous  malice,  by  the  very  kick  which 
Bob  had  been  discussing,  as  if  in  practical  refu- 
tation of  his  theory,  he  struck  him  in  the  sto- 
mach, and  stretched  him  almost  senseless. 

The  veterinary  bled  him,  to  which  Bob  offered 
no  objection,  partly  on  account  of  the  style  in 
which  it  was  done,  and  partly  because  he  was 
speechless  with  pain.  He  was  carried  to  bed, 
and  Count  Horace  hastened  himself  to  bring  the 
most  famous  doctor  of  the  district.  After  a 
search  of  near  an  hour,  he  might  be  said  in 
two  senses,  to  haye  found  him  out,  for  he  both 
discovered  his  domicile  and  received  the  intelli- 
gence that  be  was  absent  from  it.  Having 
dispatched  a  messenger  for  him,  he  returned  to 
the  patient. 

The  doctor  found  him  very  pale,  and  evidently 
in  great  pain.  Mr.  Mortimer's  valet  was  by  his 
bed  side ;  there  were  a  couple  of  tin  boxes  open 
be&idc  him,  which  seemed  to  be  filled,  the  one 
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wiA  fitde  oblong  bits  of  tallow-like  rushlight- 
eods^  the  other  with  a  green  salve;  and  there 
was  a  seal  skin  pocket-book,  containing  lancets, 
pridcers,  and  a  few  veterinary  instruments.  In 
his  right  hand,  Bob  was  holding  an  old  and 
^-thumbed  pocket  bible. 

"How  is  he  now?"  said  Horace,  eagerly. 
"Tie  doctor  will  be  here  in  an  hour ;  but  what 
sbaD  we  do  in  the  meantime  ?" 

"Oh !  Monsieur  le  Comte," replied  the  valet, 
"Mistare  BrideDe  will  see  no  doctor — he  never 
has— he  never  will." 

"  How  do  you  fed,  my  poor  feDow,  now  ?"  said 
H(«ace,  taking  his  hand. 

**  A  little  rum  like.  Sir,"  answered  Bob,  "  but 
better.  It  is  only  a  poke  in  the  bread-basket ; 
one  of  them  off-hand  hurts  that  will  be  all 
right  one  way  or  t'other  by  this  time  to-morrow; 
but,"  he  added,  "  as  it  may  perwent  my  arguing 
the  pint,  perhaps  you  will  oblige  me  and  keep 
the  foreign  doctors  out  of  the  way,  at  least  till 
I  either  go  over  the  wrong  side  of  the  post, 
or  recover." 
"  God  bless  me !"  exclaimed  the  Count,  "  you 

G  2 
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must  be  examined,  man.  I  trust  in  Heaven 
there  is  no  serious  injury  done ;  but  all  that  art 
can  do,  shall  be  done  to  speed  your  recovery." 

"  I  hope  not,  Sir,"  said  Bob ;  "  Fve  nothing 
to  say  to  doctors.  'Cepting  some  veterinaries,  I 
never  see  one  that  knowed  even  how  to  physic 
a  dog  or  a  horse,  let  alone  a  Christian,  and  I 
dislike  foreign  uns  especially.  As  for  heart,  Sir, 
I  never  see  that  any  of  'em,  French  or  English, 
had  partikerlarly  much ;  and  I've  took  already 
more  than  all  the  doctors  in  France  has  got  to 
give  me — the  half  of  one  of  these  here  English 
horse-balls,  as  T  always  uses,  made  up  at  New- 
market and  genu-wine,  I  know.  I've  put  a 
James'  blister  on  the  part,  with  the  help  of  that 
ere  'talian  walley,  (pointing  to  Mr.  Mortimer's 
valet),  and  so  it  is  my  opinion  on  the  whole, 
that  if  I  am  to  live  I  shall  live,  and  if  I  am  to 
die,  no  one  can  say  Fve  done  it  a-purpose,  and 
Fve  got  a  bit  of  comfort  here  as  a  Papist 
wouldn't  bring  me." 

Here  Bob  pomted  to  his  Bible. 

At  length  the  doctor  came,  but  nothing  could 
exceed  the  sullen  ill-will  of  the  sick  groom  to- 
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wards  bim.  Being  a  man  of  sense,  whilst  he 
expressed  his  astonishment  at  the  extraordinary 
ranedies  applied,  he  admitted  that  for  the  pre- 
sent he  could  do  nothing ;  the  internal  medicine 
he  thought  might  increase  the  inflammation,  but 
the  miscbief  whs  done,  and  the  blister  could  only 
act  as  a  counter-irritant,  and  might  neutralise 
its  effects,  so  he  would  not  remove  it.  He  was 
of  the  opinion  of  the  patient,  that  a  few  hours 
would  render  him  much  better  or  much  worse, 
and  he  took  his  departure,  promising  to  return 
witlun  a  given  time. 

"And  now,  Sir,"  said  Bob,  who  seemed  again 
in  psm,  **  I  hope  they  haven't  give  the  grey 
his  fin  of  cold  water." 

"  Oh !  curse  the  horse,"  exclaimed  the  Count, 
**  m  have  him  shot  to-morrow !" 

''  Shot !"  shouted  Bob,  starting  up  in  his  bed 

^  spite  of  his  blister,  as  if  he  had  been  shot 

"^iijself.     "  Sixteen  hands  high,  thorough-bred, 

^up  to  any  weight,  and  sound  as  a  bell,  and 

t^  of  shooting  him!" 

"Never,"  said  the  Count,  "  will  I  again  put 
the  life  and  limbs  of  a  human  bemg  in  compe- 
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tition  with  the  gratification  of  keeping  an  animal 
like  that,  after  what  he  has  done  to-day." 

"  Shoot  him !"  re-echoed  Bob,  "  I  never 
heard  of  such  a  sin ;  why,  Sir,  unless  you  change 
your  mind,  I  should  neither  live  quiet  if  I  am 
to  live,  nor  go  off  the  course  comfortable  if  I 
am  to  die.  Consider,  Sir,  what  a  many  horses 
them  as  rides  'em  spoils,  for  one  unlucky  horse 
as  spoils  a  rider.  Consider,  Sir,  that  this  here 
book  instructs  us  to  do  good  to  them  as  hurts 
us,  even  when  they  are  reasoning  Christians  as 
knows  the  hurt  they've  done  us,  much  less  to 
forgive  a  poor  dumb  animal  that  has  been  wor- 
rited by  foreigners  and  sogers.  Why,  Sir,  it 
would  be  a  wickedness,  if  he  was  a  cocktail  and 
a  screw." 

"  Well,  well,"  said  Horace,  "  we  will  see  then  ; 
at  all  events  you  have  the  true  feeling  of  a 
Christian." 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Bob ;  "  we  are  all  apt 
to  neglect  this  book,  till  we  require  the  horse- 
balls  ;  but  of  late  Fve  thought  more  often  of  it ; 
and.  Sir,  if  anything  should  go  amiss,  perhaps 
you'll  not  forget  to  give  it  to  our  sweet  young 
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lady  to  forward  to  my  mother.  My  father  give 
it  me  five  year  ago,  with  this  here  box  of  balls. 
'Bobby/  says  he,  *you  are  going  to  foreign 
parts;  but  now  mind,  my  lad — never  neglect 
your  horses,  fear  God,  and  keep  your  bowels 
open/" 

The  next  morning  Horace  went  early  with 
the  doctor  to  visit  the  invalid.  The  nurse  left  to 
watch  him  was  fast  asleep,  and  the  patient's 
bed  was  tenantless.  He  was  at  length  traced 
to  the  stable,  whither  he  had  crawled,  and 
was  nibbing  down  the  grey.  A  few  days  after, 
Bob  Bridle,  on  excellent  terms  with  Lucifer,  was 
Icwling  him  along  the  road  to  Toulouse. 

And  this  is  the  history  of  how  he  came  to 
^ter  the  service  of  Count  Horace. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

**  I  HAVE  ventured  to  call,  Miss  Mortimer," 
said  the  bluff  Sir  Thomas,  "  to  hear  from  your 
own  lips  how  you  feel  after  the  agitation  of 
that  terrible  evening.  I  hope  you  are  quite 
restored  to  health." 

"  I  thank  you,"  answered  Blanche.  "  I  am 
quite  recovered  now,  and  am  very  grateful. 
Indeed,  this  kind  visit  has  given  me  fresh 
cause  for  being  so." 

"  At  least,  it's  kindly  meant,"  thought  Sir 
Thomas  Blunt,  "  however  you  may  consider 
it ;"  but  he  observed  aloud  : 

"  The  deep  interest  which  I  could  not  fail 
to  take  in   any   woman  placed  in  so  painful 
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a  situation,  would  not  have  allowed  me  to 
act  otherwise — to  say  nothing  of  finding  in 
her  a  countrywoman  —  a  countywoman  and 
almost  a  kinswoman.  For  although  the  ex- 
dtemcDt  of  the  moment  may  have  driven  it 
entirely  from  yoiu*  recollection,  I  remember 
pofectly   that    you    told     me    you  were   the 

daughter  of  Edward  Mortimer,  of  Hall. 

I  bew  all  about  him,  poor  fellow!  and  I 
knew  all  his  brothers,  though  I  have  lost  sight 
of  them  since  they  left  the  county.  In  fact, 
the  femily  was  somehow  distantly  connected 
^th  my  own." 

"  Oh  !**  said  Blanche,  "  I  remember  well 
your  saying  so  :  and  I  must  therefore  shake 
hands  with  you  as  an  old  friend  of  my  uncle's, 
after  thanking  you  for  the  disinterested  kindness 
you  showed  to  me  as  a  stranger." 
"  And  what  has  become  of  George  ?" 
"He  died  in  India." 

"  By  heavens,  it  is  a  pity  !"  exclaimed  Sir 
Thomas.  "  Poor  George !  he  was  a  pretty 
rider.  He  would  have  lived  to  the  age  of 
Methusalem,  if  sitting  a  horse  had  any  thing 

63 
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to  do  with  living.  But  then,  why  do  men 
go  to  India  ?  To  gratify  the  ambition  of  the 
country,  to  run  it  to  eventual  expense,  to 
lose  their  livers,  and  to  jeopardize  their  souls ! 
AndWiUiam?" 

"  Dead  !" 

"  Dead  too  !  and  Ralph  ?" 

"  Ralph  died  in  my  arms,"  said  Blanche. 
"  I  am  not  quite  out  of  mourning  for  him  yet." 

"  God  bless  me !"  observed  the  Baronet, 
after  a  brief  pause ;  "  what  ravages  death 
has  made.  Why  it  is  only  eight,  or  ten,  or 
twelve — no,  let  me  see — it  is  twenty  years 
ago  since  we  were  all  together !  And  have  they 
left  large  families  ?" 

"  Only  mysdf,"  answered  Blanche,  with  a 
melancholy  smile,  as  the  loneliness  of  her  po- 
sition, of  which  she  never  otherwise  thought, 
was  thus  recalled  to  her. 

"  What,  only  you !"  and  then  he  reflected 
that  it  was  perhaps  just  as  well,  since  from 
his  recollection  of  them,  they  were  not  people 
to  have  left  behind  them  many  broad  acres 
for  the  use  of  a  numerous  posterity.     "  Per- 
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imps  then,  Miss  Mortimer,  the  isolated  position 
in  which  you  are  left,  perhaps  the  distant 
ooDoexion  I  may  daim  with  you,  and,  above 
all,  my  good  intentions,  may  prove  my  apology 
for  the  delicate  subject  on  which  I  am  about 
to  enter." 

Bknchc  coloured,  and  nodded  slightly  for 
him  to  proceed,  for  she  had  an  instinctive 
suspicion  of  the  nature  of  his  communication. 

"Then   allow   me    to    premise   that   I   am 
aware  I   have  undertaken  a  very  disagreeable 
and  thankless   office;  though  it  is  a   duty   I 
should  almost  have  felt  called  upon  to  perform 
towards   any   countrywoman,  though   she   had 
been  a  thorough  stranger." 
"  Pray,  Sir,  go  on,"  said  Blanche. 
"  I  trust,  therefore,  that  you  will  not  view 
my  interference,  however  abrupt  it  may  appear, 
and  however  little  warranted  by  our  very  short 
acquaintance — I  trust,  in  a  word.  Miss  Mor- 
tinier,  that  even  if  I  give  you  pain,  you  will 
duly  appreciate  my  motives — " 
"  Pray,  Sir,  proceed,"    said   Blanche,  whose 
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anxious  embarrassment  was  increased  by  tbe 
unwillingness  of  the  Baronet  to  enter  at  once 
upon  his  communication. 

"  Ah  !"  thought  the  Baronet,  "  that  is  the 
rub ;"  for  though  he  was  a  bold,  he  was  a 
kind-hearted  man,  and  he  was  fully  conscious 
that  he  was  about  to  wound.  But  at  length  he 
continued  : 

"  When  I  accidentally  became  acquainted 
with  you  at  the  Opera  House,  and  had  the 
good  fortune  to  be  at  hand  to  render  you  what 
little  service  was  in  my  power,  you  were  not 
alone,  Miss  Mortimer.  You  were  escorted  by 
a  Mr.  Mattheus." 

Blanche  looked  for  a  moment  embarrassed; 
and  then  thinking  to  place  their  relative  con- 
nexion beyond  all  doubt,  said  with  some  dig- 
nity: 

"  Yes,  Sir ;  and  allow  me  to  thank  you 
in  his  name  for  the  assistance  you  so  nobly 
rendered  him." 

"  For  that,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  "  no  thanks 
are  due  to  me,  either  from  you  or  him,  since 
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my  conduct  was  so  naturally  dictated  by  my 
sympathy  as  an  Englishman   with   the   spirit 
which  chastised,  on  the  spot,  a   bully   in   the 
act  of  insulting   a  woman.      I    should    have 
served  the  intruder  so  myself,  only  that,  per- 
haps, I  should  have  kept  him  in  the  box  to 
punish  him,  instead  of  throwing  him   out   of 
it.   Besides,"    continued   the  Baronet,    "  Mr. 
Mattheus   has  been  personally   profuse   of  his 
gratitude." 
"  You  have  seen  him  then  since  ?" 
"  Daily,"  replied  Sir  Thomas. 
"Indeed!" 

"In  fact,  I  have  only  just  left  him.     But, 

«cu8e  me,  Miss  Mortimer — excuse  the  liberty 

I  am    about    to    take,    and    which    I    only 

venture  upon  when  I  come  to  consider  your 

youth,  your  unprotected,  lonely  condition,  your 

natural  inexperience,  our  half  relationship,  and 

the  fact  that  I  am  a  contemporary   of  your 

uncle's,  and  old  enough  to  be  your  father ;  but 

I  was   about  to  ask  you,  do  you  know   who 

Mr.  Mattheus  is?" 

Know      Mattheus  !     what      a     question  ! 
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thought  Blanche.  Oh,  yes !  how  long,  how 
well,  how  intimately  she  had  known  him ! 
how  his  image  was  hound  up  with  almost  every 
pleasurable  sensation  through  girlhood !  how 
he  had  been  tried  in  her  bitter  adversity,  and 
proved  disinterested,  and  generous,  and  good ! 
but  then  it  was  a  mightily  difficult  question 
to  answer  satisfactorily  to  a  stranger. 

"  May  I,"  at  length  said  Blanche,  "  with- 
out doubting  the  friendliness  of  your  purpose, 
first  inquire  the  motive  of  your  curiosity  re- 
garding him  ?" 

"Assuredly,"  replied  the  Baronet.  "It  has  arisen 
from  hearing  that  you  are  betrothed  to  him. 
Believe  me,  that  I  should  not  thus  rudely  have 
intruded  upon  you  without  previously  making 
all  due  inquiries ;  indeed,  I  have  it  from  his 
own  lips.  Are  you  really  going  ,to  marry 
him?" 

"  Sir !"  said  Blanche,  colouring,  "  I  am  my 
own  mistress." 

"  Yes ;  more  is  the  pity !"  muttered  Sir 
Thomas,  half  audibly. 

"  And,  after  all,"  she  continued,  as  her  blue 
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eyes  flashed,  and  the  flush  which  had  over- 
spread her  neck  and  countenance  came  out 
into  a  deep  open  blush,  like  a  suddenly  ex- 
panding rose,  "  after  all,  why  should  I 
hesitate  to  admit  to  you,  what  I  shall  soon 
be  proud  to  acknowledge  before  the  whole 
worid?  Yes,  Sir!  I  am  about  to  become  his 
wife!" 

"  By  heavens  !"  said  Sir  Thomas ;  "  that  is 
spoken  fairly  and  frankly  out,  like  George  Mor- 
timer's daughter ;  and  now,  my  noble  girl,  listen 
to  Tom  Blunt:  who  will  be  quite  as   open  with 
you.  I,  who  know  foreigners  intimately,  am  not 
astonished   at   your   predilection   for   this   Mr. 
Mattheus :  he   is  a   good-looking   fellow,  weU- 
^i   possessed   of  much    more   information, 
*Dd  many   more  accomplishments,   than  most 
gentlemen  boast,  and  I  have  never  met  with 
*  more  prepossessing  foreigner — ^for  of  course 
1  need    not   tell   you   that   he   is  neither   an 
Englishman  nor  an  American.'' 
Blanche  nodded  assent. 
"  But  now — ^believe,  that  I  am  actuated  only 
by  the  most  heartfelt  interest  when  I  ask  you 
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emphatically  and  seriously  if  you  know  well  who 
and  what  he  is  ?" 

"  Well  !.  Sir  Thomas  !"  answered  Blanche. 
"  I  take  your  solicitude  for  me  kindly^  as  I  am 
sure  you  mean  it ;  but,  on  the  other  hand,  you 
must  excuse,  because  it  would  be  painful,  my 
wholly  answering  your  question ;  but  will  it  not 
suffice  to  reassure  you,  when  I  tell  you  that  Mr. 
Mattheus  was  an  old  friend  of  my  unde  Ralph's ; 
that  I  have  known  him  since  my  girlhood  ; 
that  he  is  positively  the  oldest  acquaintance  I 
remember;  and  that  I  have  had  occasion  to 
prove  in  a  singular  manner  his  disinterestedness 
and  attachment." 

"  Not  quite,"  replied  the  Baronet,  "  if  that 
were  to  cause  the  last  surviving  relative  of  a 
good  old  friend  and  neighbour  to  throw  herself 

away  upon  a but  let  me  first  tell  you  what 

I  know ;  only,  allow  me,  Miss  Mortimer,  five 
minutes  of  your  patience ;  thus  far  I  must 
almost  venture  to  insist  that  you  should  hear 
me,  and  then  I  drop  the  subject  at  once  and  for 
ever,  if  you  require  it." 

"  Proceed,"  said  Blanche,  endeavouring  to 
master  her  emotion. 
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"Then  excuse  my  first  relating  to  you  an 
aneodote  illustrative  of  my  meaning.     I  knew 
a  young  lady,  accomplished,  wealthy,  beautiful, 
and  highty  bom  as  yourself.     She  was  on  the 
point  of  marrying  a  foreigner,  of  whom  I  knew 
previously  nothing,  either  of  good  or  evil.     Per- 
haps all  that  she  had  seen  in  him  was  calculated 
JQstljr  to  prepossess  her  in  his  favour.     Well, 
^  hippened  to  be  present  on  the  occcasion  of 
'^  grossly,  though  perhaps  unavoidably,  insult- 
'^  a  man  at  least  his  equal  in  rank ;  it  was 
®^e  of  those  marked  and  terrible  insults  which,  in 
^e  foolish  code  of  male  honour,  can  only  be 
^^^shed  out  in  blood.     I  am  no  duellist.  Miss 
-Mortimer.     I  do  not  see  the  beauty  of  a  law  by 
^hidi  the  injiu^  should  be  forced  to   expose 
l^imself  to  still  further  injury.     But  still,  like 
inany  another  foolish  law,  the  law  of  honour  is 
Acknowledged,  and  the  man  who  sets  either  at 
defiance  is  to  be  dreaded  in  the  one  case  and 
despised  in  the  other.   Now  imagine  my  hearing 
that  the  betrothed  was  about  to  be  chaUenged 
hy  the   man  he  had  chastised;  and  knowing 
that  he  was  friendless  in  the  place  where  it 
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occurred,  oflfering  myself  as  his  friend.  I  knew 
that  it  was  perhaps  hopeless  to  prevent  a  hostile 
meeting,  but  I  thought  that  I  might  probably 
divest  it  of  the  sanguinary  character  which 
foreign  duels  are  apt  to  assume. 

"  I  found  the  challenge,  couched  as  it  was  in 
terms  the  most  outrageous  which  a  gentleman 
could  be  brought  to  repeat,  and  backed  by 
threats  of  personal  violence,  accepted  with  reluct- 
ance. No  apology,  said  the  second,  would 
his  principal  admit,  luiless  the  challenged  passed 
under  his  uplifted  horsewhip.  Now  you.  Miss 
Mortimer,  are  a  gentlewoman ;  and  I  am  a 
bluff  and  peaceable  elderly  gentleman  ;  but 
could  you  have  wished  a  fond  brother,  or  coidd 
I  have  wished  an  only  son,  to  submit  to  the 
infamy  of  such  a  degradation  ?  No  !  I  see 
you  would  not. 

"  Now  imagine  that  on  the  morning  fixed  for 
the  encounter  I  found  the  intended  bridegroom 
in  a  terrible  state  of  agitation: — that  I  pardon : — 
if  a  man  is  afraid  of  quitting  life,  he  cannot  hdip 
it,  poor  devil,  though  it's  bad  taste  to  show  it. 
But  imagine  a  strong    and    full-grown   man 


THE   WHITE   SLAVE.  139 

weeping  like  a  woman^  and  falling  on  his  knees, 
and  swearing,  that  a  fate  the  most  terrible  and 
mystdous  hangs  over  him,    and    renders    it 
impossible  for  him  to  keep  his  appointment !    It 
was  in  vsun  I  scouted  the  idea  of  having  palmed 
on  me  the  excuses  of  *  mysterious  destinies'  and 
*  terrible  secrets* — as  if  I  was  a  novel-reading, 
We-sick,  and  romantic  girl.     In  vain  I  showed 
bim  that  nothing  more  awful  could  in  his  situa- 
tion possibly  hang  over  him  than  the  infamy 
^d  exposure  he  would  bring  upon  himself,  and 
^^  stain   that   even   having  ever  listened    to 
^  proposals  of  alliance  would  hring  upon  the 
^dignant  gentlewoman  to  whom  he   was   be- 
trothed. 
"  But  it  was  in  vain ;  I  left  him  rollmg  in  an 
^5?ony  of  terror  or  despair  upon  the  hearth  rug. 
The  appointed  hour   of   meeting  was  passing 
then,   and  it  passed  without  his  finding  cou- 
rage. 

"  But  stop — as  I  was  hurrying  from  him  in 
disgust,  I  opened  a  wrong  door,  and  passed 
through  an  inner  room,  where  I  beheld  an  indi- 
vidual whom  I  at  once  reoc^nised,  seated  luxu- 
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riantly,  smoking,  on  his  ottoman,  and  evidently 
quite  at  home. 

"  This  man,  whom  I  had  not  spoken  to  for 
years,  I  instantly  knew  again,  because  twenty 
years  ago  I  had  picked  him  up  on  the  conti- 
nent, shirtless,  shoeless  and  starving,  and  taken 
him  into  my  service. 

"  I  believe  his  history  to  have  been  that  he 
was  servant  to  an  officer,  whom  he  robbed  aftar 
the  battle  of  Leipsic ;  at  all  events  he  robbed 
me.  He  had  even,  I  believe,  been  branded  in 
the  galleys ;  but  of  that  I  took  little  heed,  for  I 
knew  how  many  of  those  who  sit  in  judgment 
have  merited  little  better.  At  length,  he  became 
marker  to  a  billiard  table.  He  then  persuaded 
some  good  easy  people,  that  he  was  the  natural  son 
of  a  Swedish  nobleman,  parading  his  ignoble 
scars,  as  honourable  wounds.  In  fact  through- 
out, wherever  I  have  since  chanced  to  hear  of 
him,  his  career  has  been  infamous.  Now,  let 
me  ask  you,  after  what  had  passed  betwixt  me 
and  the  betrothed,  when  I  had  seen  him  the 
craven,  to  find  him  the  intimate  companion  of  the 
thieving  discarded  valet,  the  croupier  and  the 
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swindlo',  was  I  not  in  duty  bound,  as  an  honest- 
hearted  man,  to  let  the  intended  bride  know  all 
I  knew?" 
** Unquestionably,"  said  Blanche,  "but — " 
Sir  Thomas  made  an  impatient  gesture  with 
bis  hand,  and  then  proceeded  : 

"Now,    Miss    Mortimer,    though  bluff  and 

rough,  even  I,  such  as  you  see  me,  and  antidote- 

Hke  as  I   must   look   now   to   the  passion — 

even  I   loved  once,  and  I   am   not  even  yet 

divested   of   sympathy,   in  my   rude  way,  for 

what  men   of  my   stamp    are   apt    to   laugh 

io  scorn.     But   I   know  too   that  love,  blind 

love  as  they  call    it,    is    indeed  like   an   old 

hunter,  following  the  music  of  the  hounds ;  and 

matrimony  is  at  best  but  like  a  blind  hedge ;  we 

may  land  well  and  go  on  pleasantly,  or  we  may 

oome  into  a  gravel-pit — ^it  is  neck  or  nothing. 

Therefore,  and  because  my  tough  old  heart  has 

tender  points,  I  brought  myself  to  break  this 

painful  intelligence  to  the  young  lady,  offering 

to  prove  to  her  my  assertions — and  what  do 

you  think  she  did  ?" 

"Poor  thing!"   swd  Blanche,  with  a  sigh, 
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"  what  could  she  do  ?  she  found  her  love  had 
been  a  dream,  and  she  discarded  him ;"  and  then 
she  continued  with  a  smile  of  sweet  assurance : 
"  But  what  suspicious  parallel  could  you  pos- 
sibly draw  between  the  conduct  of  so  miserable 
a  creature,  and  that  of  Mr.  Mattheus  ?  or  what 
prudent  moral  could  be  reasonably  deduced  from 
things  so  utterly  dissimilar  ?" 

"  Hark !"  said  the  Baronet.  "  I  have  been 
named  second  to  Mr.  Mattheus." 

"  Good  God !"  exclaimed  Blanche,  starting 
up,  "  he  has  challenged  the  Russian  Prince — I 
know  he  has — what  is  to  be  done  to  prevent  it? 
Oh,  tell  me — tell  me — tell  me !  that  terrible 
man  will  kill  him !" 

"Oh  no,"  said  Sir  Thomas.  "It  is  the 
Russian  Prince  who  has  challenged  Mattheus ! 
and  as  I  left  Mattheus  rolling  on  the  rug  when 
the  hour  struck  that  we  should  have  been  at  the 
Bois  de  Boulogne,  the  Prince  will  not  kill  him, 
he  will  only  post  him  up,  and  horsewhip  him 
when  he  meets  him." 

"  Oh  !  merciful  Providence !"  exclaimed 
Blanche,  covering  her  eyes  with  her  hands. 
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At  this  moment  the  door  of  the  adjacent 
room  opened,  and  Matthens,  in  a  Spanish  travel- 
ling doak,  entered  and  stood  before  them. 

He  was  evidently  equipped  for  a  journey. 
His  countenance  was  flushed,  his  manner  was 
M  of  exaltation.  He  placed  his  hat  behind  one 
oi&tfauteuUs^Kad  then,  having  imfastened  his 
doak  and  laid  it  carefully  on  an  ottoman,  ad- 
^^anced  a  few  paces. 

Now  one  moment  previously,  the  sober,  anx- 
ious eamestness    of   the    revelation    made    to 
Blanche  by  Sir   Thomas  Blunt,  whose    open, 
iH^dest  frankness  was  stamped  in  unmistakeable 
^  upon  his  features,  and  characterised  in  the 
^«y  tone  of  his  voice  and  the  manner  of  his 
speech,  had  carried  to  her  a  sudden  sickening, 
benumbing  dread,  almost  amounting  to  a  vague 
conviction  of  a  truth  which  was  so  fearftd  to 
iier.    But  the  sight  of  Mattheus  instantly  dis- 
pelled it,  and  her  first  impulse,  even  in  &ce  of 
the  severe  and  contemptuous  aspect  with  which 
he  was  greeted  by  the  Baronet,  was  a  feeling  of 
regret   and  shame  at   having    for    an    instant 
doubted  her  betrothed. 
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''  Ob,  Mattheus  !"  she  exdaimed,  rushing  to 
meet  him.  ^^Iq  Heaven's  name  explain  this 
cruel  misunderstanding  —  this  is  Sir  Thomas 
Blunt,  an  old  friend  of  my  family." 

"  I  know  him,"  replied  Mattheus,  with  as- 
sumed coolness ;  ''  I  have  overheard  his  last 
words,  and  I  can  guess  the  remainder." 

"  Oh  no,"  said  Blanche,  "  I  am  sure  you  can- 
not guess  them ;  but  you  shall  hear,  that  you 
may  shew  him  how  false  have  been  his  con- 
clusions, how  mistaken  and  unfounded  his 
words." 

"  No,"  said  Mattheus,  calmly  and  confidently, 
"his  words  are  literally  true.  I  have  refused 
to  fight  that  duel.  I  am  in  the  power  of  a  man 
whom  I  detest  and  abhor,  I  am  dishonoured  in 
the  eyes  of  the  world,  I  am  unworthy  to  be  the 
husband  of  Blanche  Mortimer." 

"  Oh !  merciful  Providence  !"  ejaculated 
Blanche,  whilst  the  bold,  open  features  of  the 
Baronet  relapsed  from  their  contemptuous  stern- 
ness into  a  sort  of  joathing  pity. 

"  But,"  continued  Mattheus,  "  this  man  of 
the  world,  in  the  ignorance  of  his  fancied  wis- 
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dom,  is  wrong — ^utterly  wrong,  and  a  thousand 
times  wrong  in  the  conchisions  to  which  he  has 
lastened  so  uncharitably,  dear  Blanche  I  I  swear 
it  to  you  by  all  the  happiness  I  am  about  to 
forfeit  Through  my  whole  past  life,  up  to  this 
bour,  my  conscience  only  reproaches  me  with 
lovii^you;  and  that,  if  it  be  sin  or  crime,  is 
one  for  which  there  can  be  no  pardon ;  for  it  is 
one  of  which  there  will  never  be  cessation  or 
repentance!" 

"Now  hark  you,  fellow  !"  interrupted  Sir 
Thomas,  in  a  voice  which,  like  the  sudden  bellow 
of  a  bull,  made  the  very  panes  of  glass  vibrate, 
ttid  which  caused  Blanche  hastily  to  lay  her 
'jftwi  upon  his  arm. 

"One  moment,"   replied   Mattheus,   in   an 

^ooeot  so  imploringly  earnest,  and  in  a  tone  so 

^ii^ved  by  the  Baronet's  anger,  as  to  command 

attention.    "  One  moment's  patience : — this  day, 

Blaudie,  we  probably   part  for  ever — perhaps 

""feed  within  one  mmute  we  may  be  for  ever 

^d  irremissibly  separated.  But  if  I  can  bear  the 

^ble  fate  of  quitting  you,  I  cannot  bear  to 

W  you  with  the  curl  of  contempt  upon  that 
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beautiful  lip^  which  has  smiled  on  me  so  lovingly. 
When  this  man  says — ^what  all  the  world  is 
saying,  perhaps  now — that  I  am  a  craven-^it 
is  false  1  fidse !  false !  as  I  will  give  you  instant 
and  unquestionable  proof." 

Then  approaching  the  table  he  wrote  a  single 
Une,  in  a  bold,  unwavering  hand,  and  having 
sanded  it,  he  rose  and  handed  the  sheet  of  paper 
to  the  Baronet,  and  then  proceeded  hurriedly  : 

'^  You  see  that  arm-chair  on  which  I  have 
placed  my  hat,  and  you  see  at  the  opposite 
end  of  the  room  my  doak,  thrown  on  the 
ottoman.  Now,  dear  Blanche,  lift  up  either  the 
hat  or  the  doak,  and  you  will  come  to  the 
instant  conviction  that  Sir  Thomas  there  lies, 
when  he  insiniiates  that  I  fear  to  die." 

Sir  Thomas  opened  very  wide  his  eyes  vfhea 
he  read  upon  the  paper  given  him,  "Whidiever 
Blanche  chooses,  I  use  the  other;"  and  the 
thought  flashed  across  him  that  the  man  was 
mad  or  delirious,  or  affecting  madness;  but 
Blanche  stepped  hastily  up  to  the  arm-chair, 
according  to  the  directions  she  had  received, 
and  looked  into  the  hat 
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''Good Heavens  1"  she  exdaimed,  '*  what  is 
this,  Mattheus^  a  pistol  r 

But  as  she  turned  round  Mattheus  had 
taken  the  feDow-pistol  from  under  the  doak 
ujxm  the  divan,  cocked  it,  and  pointed  the  barrel 
to  his  forehead. 

'^Blandie  V*  he  exckdmed,  "  lost  life  is 
Dothing ;  but  remember^  not  to  bse  your  love  I 
am  forfeiting  my  soul— for  this  is  suicide." 

Sir  Thomas  rushed  forward;  but  his  foot 
caoght  in  the  rug — ^he  feU,  and  Mattheus  pulled 
the  trigger! 

There  followed  the  smart  crack  of  a  copper 
cap,  and  then  throwing  down  the  pistol,  Mat- 
theus,  whose  hand  had  not  wavered,  whose 
hrow  had  seemed  rather  ekited  than  depressed 
when  he  wrote  the  sentence  and  when  he  drew 
the  trigger,  sank  on  a  chair,  and  crossing  him^ 
self,  turned  deadly  pale  for  a  moment ;  but  he 
rofie  again  before  the  Baronet  could  get  on  his 
leg8»   and   seizing  the  other  pistol,^  he  hastily 
oodced  and  fired  it  against  the  walL     This  time, 
the  charge  of  a  loaded  barrel  ignited  and  thun- 
dmd  through  the  house,  the  room  being  filled 
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with  sulphiirous  smoke,  and  the  looking-glass 
smashed  to  shivers  by  the  ball,  whilst  Blanche- 
shriekedy  and  Mattheus,  at  the  same  moment, 
was  deprived  of  his  now  innocuous  weapon,  and 
knocked  down  into  a  chair  behind  him  by  the 
powerful  arm  of  Sir  Thomas,  who  pinned  him 
in  it  with  the  gripe  of  a  giant — a  useless  re- 
straint, for  he  made  no  resistance. 

"Why,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  "the  man  is  a 
raving  maniac !" 

"  Not  so,"  said  Mattheus,  very  quietly ;  "  but 
now  that  Providence  has  visibly  protected  me, 
and  has  staid  my  arm  from  committing  so 
great  a  crime  as  self-murder,  do  you  think  that 
I,  who  have  just  taken  my  chance  between  two 
pistols,  the  one  loaded  and  the  other  not, 
do  you  believe  that  I  had  any  personal  fear  of 
meeting  the  aggressor  ?" 

"Why,  zounds  I"  said  the  Baronet,  "cou- 
rage as  ill  applied,  is,  for  aught  I  know,  worse 
than  poltroonery :  it  results  in  running  the  risk 
of  one's  skin,  and  incurring  the  infamy  into  the 
bargain." 

But  Blanche,  who  at  first  had  not  understood 
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this  singular  scene,  when  she  learned  what  her 
lover  had  done,  in  the  agitation  of  her  terror  at 
a  danger  which  was  past,  allowed  her  tenderness 
to  get  the  better  of  her  reserve,  and  threw  her 
anns  round  his  neck. 

''  Oh  I"  said  Sir  Thomas,  half  gloomily,  and 
half  sarcastically,  '^  I  have  nothing  further  to  do 
here,"  and  he  seized  his  hat.  ''  Can  I  see  you, 
Sir,abne?" 


"When?" 

"In  an  hour— or  two  hours." 

"  Say  two  hours.     Where  ?" 

"  In  my  own  apartment,"  said  Mattheus. 
^Beitso." 

But  Blanche,  recaDed  to  herself  by  the  first 
words  of  the  Baronet,  followed  him  to  the 
door,  and  taking  his  imwilling  hand,  she  said 
eagerly: 

"My  kind  firiend,  I  thank  you  for  your 
courageous  fi*ankness;  but  he,  to  whom  in 
the  ^es  of  Heaven  I  am  already  promised,  he 
is  not  you  see  the  craven  you  thought  him. 
I  knew  him  too  truly ;  and  too  well  1     And  so 
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believe  me  pu  will  find  him,  notwithstanding 
appearances,  worthy  in  everything  of  esteem, 
and  only  to  be  pitied,  not  blamed,  for  the  im- 
perative mystery  which  binds  his  tongue,  and 
circumscribes  his  very  actions/' 

'*  111  tell  you  what,  my  poor  giri,**  said  Sir 
lliomas,  "I  am  afraid  you  will  find  at  the 
bottom  of  this  imperative  mystery,  an  escape 
fit)m  the  straight-jacket,  and  the  mad-house* 
But  whether  he  be  a  mad-man,  or  an  adventurer, 
or  a  fool,  I  will  find  out  more  about  him  b^re  I 
am  many  hours  older.  So  God  bless  you;  for 
willy  nilly,  I  must  keep  an  eye  upon  you,  and 
protect  you.*' 

''And  now,  dear  Blanche  1"  said  Mattheus, 
"  let  me  bless  you  for  the  noble  confid^oe  you 
have  diewn  in  me;  let  me  bless  you  once  more 
before  I  leave  you.*' 

"  Leave  me !"  exclaimed  Blanche. 

"Leave  you.  Why  what  remains  to  me 
but  to  leave  you,  Blanche  ?  Am  I  not  at  this 
hour  dishonoured  in  the  eyes  of  the  world? 
and  will  not  the  rufi&an,  with  whom  I  should 
never  have  interfered  in  any  quarrel  of  my  owui 
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tab  care  and  trumpet  forth  my  shame  to  the 
vfaole  dty.  Oh  no,  Blanche  I  I  go  with  the 
eoofldation  of  knowing  that  I  am  not  what 
ma  win  judge  me,  and,  at  the  same  time,  that 
JOQ  are  not  invoked  in  theur  reprobation  of  what 
%  think  I  am." 

"What,  dear  Mattheus  1"  said  Blanche,  en- 

ftumatically,   ''whatl    because  the  world,  so 

end  to  the  unfortunate,  persecutes  you  with  its 

<^Qtempt,  shall  I,  knowing  the  unjust  persecu- 

(ioQ  you  suffer,  knowing  the  wickedness  and 

&isity  of  its  calumny,  shall  I,  instead  of  being 

a  stay  and  consolation  to  you,  place  the  world's 

opinion  in  competition  with  the  pleasing  duty  of 

the  heart's  devotion  ?" 

But  here  the  servants,  and  several  of  the 
tenants  of  the  hotel,  were  knocking  at  the  door 
of  the  ante-room  for  admission,  alarmed  by  the 
report  of  fire-arms.  Mattheus  easily  quieted 
tfadr  fears,  by  assuring  them  that  it  was  occa* 
aoned  by  the  accidental  discharge  of  a  pistol; 
but,  profiting  by  the  opportunity,  he  did  not 
letum  to  Blanche,  who  thus,  after  the  agitating 
ioene,  was  Ht  alone,  in  anxiety  and  suspense. 
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Now,  at  a  very  early  hour  on  the  sam 
mommg,  Prince  Ivan  Ivanovitch  awakene 
Hippolyte,  who  slept  iinder  his  roof,  as  he  wa 
to  be  his  second  in  the  expected  encounter  wit' 
Mattheus.  They  had  breakfasted,  or,  at  least 
the  second  had  heartily  broken  his  morning  fasi 

On  an  adjacent  sofa  were  several  pairs  c 
pistols ;  there  were  the  slender,  inlaid  barrels  c 
the  old  Christoph  Kuchenreuter,  and  the  beD 
hammered  pistols  of  the  unapproachable  Jo 
Manton,  and  the  flashy-looking,  ebony-stockec 
silver-mounted  Le  Page's,  beside  a  plain  pair  b 
old  Wogdon,  and  another  by  the  modem  Kuch 
enreuters  of  Ravensburg. 

Now  the  Prince  Ivan  took  up  one  after  tb 
other,  and  looked  with  the  eye  of  an  aiQateu 
along  the  barrel,  as  he  aimed  at  the  top  c 
a  Perigord  pie  on  the  breakfast  table. 

**  My  dear  fellow,"  said  Hippolyte,  "  the  pistol 
will  do,  and  your  skill  will  do ;  if  you  can  on! 
use  it  with  one  fourth  of  your  usual  coolness 
you  may  shave  off  the  tip  of  his  nose." 

"  Oh,  it  does  not  quite  depend  even  upoi 
one's  own  coolness ;  for  instance,  suppose  I  wer 
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to  attempt  it,  if  his  want  of  nerve  make  him 
sweire  half-an-inch,  he  runs  even  chances  of 
escaping  altogether,  and  therefore  I  shall  not  try 
it;  but  I  will  bet  to  hit  him  first  shot  in  the 
*eart  or  brain,  and  I  leave  to  your  option 
viich." 

At  this  moment,  Baron  Bamberg   was  an- 
nounced. 

**  Oh,  you  can  see  no  one,  of  course,"  said  the 
second. 

**  Pardon  me ;  we  have  an  hour  and  a  half 
•^^t,*'  and  Prince  Ivanovitch  stepped  into  another 
'^m  to  receive  Baron  Bamberg. 

The  reader  has  been  already  personally  intro- 
duced to  Baron  Bamberg,  as  the  man  with  the 
St^n  shade  in  the  scene  at  the  Opera,  and  he 
'^  learned  firom  the  lips  of  Sir  Thomas  Blunt 
V)mething  of  his  history ;  for  he  was  the  indi- 
vidual whom  he  was  so  much  surprised  to  see 
in  one  of  the  apartments  of  Mattheus.  This 
personage  had  been  now,  and  for  some  years 
past,  employed  by  the  secret  police  of  St.  Peters- 
burg, and  he  had  eminently  distinguished  him- 

VOL.   I.  "    3 


154  THE   WHITE   SLAVE. 

self  in  this  capacity.  He  obtained  his  first 
employment  in  that  department  by  turning  to 
very  good  account  a  box  of  papers  which  he 
had  taken  from  one  of  the  fugitive  con- 
spirators of  1825.  These  papers,  a  portion 
of  which  he  gave  up  at  once  to  the  secret 
office,  sufficed  to  insure  the  punishment  of  half- 
a^score  of  individuals,  and  to  place  him  high  in 
its  good  graces ;  the  remainder  enabled  him  to 
hold  the  rod  over  about  as  many  more,  whom 
he  now  and  then  denounced,  when  his  ser- 
vices had  not  been  sufficiently  successful  or 
brilliant  to  keep  up  his  credit;  and  with 
several  of  whom  he  used  the  possession  of  this 
secret  as  he  did  many  others  of  which  his 
profession  rendered  him  master. 

It  thus  happened  that  Mattheus,  having  been 
long  abroad,  had  been  for  several  years  watched 
by  him;  and  the  indefatigable  employe  had  noted 
down  the  liberal  opinions,  which  had  come  to  his 
ear,  as  expressed  by  Mattheus ;  and,  in  short, 
he   held  strangely  enough  both  him  and  the 
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ftince  in  his  power,  the  former  in  a  manner 
wfaicfa  it  would  be  anticipating  the  development 
of  the  present  story  to  explain ;  the  latter,  by  the 
&ct  of  holding  several  of  his  letters  foimd  in 
the  box  above  alluded  to. 

Now  Baron  Bamberg,  as  he  called  himself, 
having  got  scent  of  the  intended  duel,  determined 
to  play  the  peace-maker,  as  he  had  done  before ; 
and  that  very  morning  he  had  menaced  Mattheus 
with  all  the  terrors  of  his  authority  if  he  re- 
paired to  the  place  of  meeting.  But  then  in  his 
turn,  startled  at  the  sight  of  Sir  Thomas,  whom 
he  had  some  cause  to  remember,  and  fearfiil 
that  his  influence  might  finally  prevail,  he  drove 
straight  to  the  dwelling  of  the  other  combatant, 
and  was  ushered  in  to  the  Prince. 

After  a  long  discussion  on  the  subject,  he 
resolutely  left  the  Prince  no  choice  between  de- 
nundation  and  remaining  away  from  the  place 
of  meeting.  In  vain  the  Prince  made  him 
offers  the  most  brilliant ;  he  was  a  ruined  spend- 
thrift for  the  present,  and  the  Baron  saw  no 
practical  means  of  binding  him  by  any  future 
promises. 
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"  But  have  you  reflected  how  I  am  driven  into 
a  comer,"  said  the  Prince,  whose  face  turned  to 
a  livid  lead  colour  on  finding  his  vengeance  so 
provokingly  baffled.  "  I  am  equally  lost  if  I 
do  not  now  go  out." 

"  Not  quite,"  said  the  Baron,  "  I  will  show 
you  how  to  manage  it ;  let  us  send  for  my  little 
doctor." 

Fifteen  minutes  after,  Hippolyte,  who  was 
getting  rather  impatient,  was  shown  into  the 
Princess  bed-room,  and  told  that  he  had  just  met 
with  an  accident;  he  had  tripped  and  fallen 
down  stairs  as  he  was  showing  out  his  valued 
finend  the  Baron.  And  there  his  valued  friend 
the  Baron  stood,  and  having  caused  the  Prince 
to  be  copiously  bled,  he  was  then  suggesting 
the  application  of  fresh  leeches,  and  the  doctor 
seemed  to  defer  to  all  his  suggestions,  notwith- 
standing the  extreme  disinclination  of  the  pa- 
tient. • 

However  carried  out,  the  pacific  intentions  of 
the  Baron  were  in  themselves  highly  laudable, 
even  though  he  was  solely  interested  in  the 
safety   of  Mattheus;    a  sympathy    which,    as 
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Hattbeus  was  throughout  the  really  aggrieved 
party,  was  the  more  creditable,  and  with  which 
of  course  the  draught  for  thirty  thousand 
roubles,  which  the  Baron  held  of  his»  and  which, 
in  the  event  of  his  death,  might  be  called  in 
question,  had  nothing  to  do. 

But  to  the  infinite  mortification  of  the  Prince, 
Kppolyte's  suspicions  were  evidently  awakened ; 
and  being  as  thoroughly  disgusted  as  Sir 
Thomas,  like  him  he  had  abandoned  his 
pnncipal ;  and  thus  both  principals,  whilst  nei- 
fehad  been  to  the  ground,  were  maddened  by 
">e  imagmary  triumph  of  their  rivals. 

As  for  Sir  Thomas  Blunt,  when,  at  the  expi- 

""^on  of  two  hours,  he  repaired  to  the  lodgings 

^  Mattheus,  he   was  referred  to  the  hotel  in 

'^^^ch  Blanche  had  taken  up  her  abode.    Mean- 

^^e  he  fancied  that  he  had  chalked   out  a 

^^^Hirse  which  he  was  determined  energetically  to 

Pursue,  and  which  must  have  the  effect  of  pre- 

^toting  an  imprudent  gu-1  from  throwing  her- 

^^  recklessly  away ;  at  least,  until  Mattheus  was 

^^posed,  or  until  his  character  was  cleared  up.  • 

And  there  is   no  reason  to  doubt  but  that  his 
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plan  would  have  succeeded,  only  that  when  he 
reached  Miss  Mortimer's,  he  found  her  maids  in 
the  midst  of  packing,  and  he  was  informed  that 
Miss  Mortimer  had  driven  away  to  quit  Paris 
twenty  minutes  ago. 

"  Quit  Paris !  and  where  is  she  going  ?" 
"To  Scotland,  Sir!" 
"To  Scotland!     Alone?" 
"  Oh  no,  Sir,  with  Mr.  Mattheus !" 
"Then,"  muttered  the  Baronet,  "she  must 
go  to  the  devil  her  own  way,  as  all  women 
will." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

Brought  up  in  his  extreme  youth  by  an 

%lish  grandmother,  Coxmt  Horace  had  learned 

to  speak  that  language  with  fluency ;  but  naturally 

given  to  prgudice,  he  had  been  distinguished, 

on  attaining  man's  estate,  by  his  singular  an- 

%thy  to  everything  English.     He  had  been 

PWly  imbued  in  the  Faubourg  St  Germain 

^A  the  leaven  of  old  monarchical  hostility  to 

^t  Protestant  England,  after  whose  example 

^  noble  had  dreaded  to  see  his  feudal  rights 

abolished,  and  against  whose  sturdy  parliaments 

^  courtier  of  absolutism  had  taken  his  cue  to 

^ — a  feeling  mixed  with  hereditary  rivality, 

^  with  the  memory  of  Crecy  and  Agincourt, 
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and  Blenheim,  Malplaquet,  and  Oudenarde,  and 
the  loss  of  India  and  Canada,  set  off,  but  never 
balanced  by  such  fields  as  Fontenoi.  He  had 
been  brought  up  to  hear  the  incessant  malignity 
of  a  portion  of  the  restored  nobility  who  could 
not  forgive  being  brought  back  by  British 
triumphs  to  the  position  they  had  abandoned 
without  a  blow,  and  who  turning  against  their 
bene&ctors  were  only  too  anxious  to  pander  to 
the  honest  hatred  of  the  rest  of  the  nation. 

In  addition  to  this,  some  of  his  family  having 
served  the  empire,  Count  Horace  had  much 
connexion  with  a  party  accustomed  to  view 
everything  English,  through  the  distorting 
medium  of  most  deadly  enmity.  Chance  threw 
him  across  a  good-natured  Englishman,  who 
had  the  means  of  removing  many  of  his  preju- 
dices, and  took  the  trouble  to  do  so. 

After  an  angry  discussion  on  this  subject, 
during  which  Count  Horace  flattered  himself 
that  he  had  spoken  with  ^^  frankness,"  his 
antagonist  called  upon  him  and  reminded  him  of 
his  offensive  expressions.  Horace  fired  up^ 
and  offered  ready  satisfaction  for  his  words. 
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"Oh!  no,  my  dear  fellow/*  said  his  visitor 

with  a  smile,  "  it  would  neither  be  satisfactory 

to  me  to  be  sent  out  of  this  world,  leaving  you 

noconyinoed,    nor    to    send   you    out    of   it 

unpersuaded.     The  satisf5action  I  have  come  to 

demand,  and  which,  in  fact,  I  insist  on,  is  the 

fdkwmg:  you  are  going  to  England  to  pur- 

Aase  horses ;  now  I  require  that  you  should  go 

and  stay  with    my    brother — a   deuced  good 

^ow,  although  he  is  an  elder  brother.     He 

^  both  advise  you  in  yoou*  purchases  of  horse- 

^;  and,  I  think,  show  you  England  in  rather 

^hter  coloiu^  than  you  saw  it  during  ten  days 

w  Leicester  Square  in  a  November  fog/' 

*' Shake  hands  upon  it,"  replied  the  Count. 
"I  accept  your  oflFer  as  frankly  as  it  is  made,  on 
condition  that  your  brother  will  let  no  one  else 
rtow  him  Paris." 

"  Then  just  listen  to  my  letter,  and  correct  me 
if  I  have  not  noted  down  with  sufficient  accuracv 
your  opinions,  as  you  last  night  expressed  them, 

"  Dear  Brother, 
"  The  bearer  of  this,  &c.  &c.  &c.     Now,  my 
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dear  Tom,  he  is  withal  a  fine  young  feDow ;  but 
I  wish  you  to  remove  some  queer  notions  he 
has  imbibed  concerning  us.  If  you  can't,  who 
know  life  so  well  both  abroad  and  at  home, 
nobody  can;  but  I  have  a  shrewd  suspicion 
that  you  will.  In  the  first  place,  I  must  tell 
you  that  oiur  fiiend,  Horace,  calls  us  a  nation  of 
shopkeepers — ^worshippers  of  the  golden  calf ; 
our  nobility,  modem  parvenus  ;  our  people, 
coarse  and  brutalized  in  its  lower  orders,  and 
abject  sycophants  to  royalty  among  the  higher; 
our  country  a  dull  and  sunless  waste,  or  a  foggy 
marsh  where  neither  flower  will  bloom  nor  firuit 
ripen,  protected  only  by  its  ditch,  but  doomed  to 
be  the  prey  of  the  first  who  can  stride  across  it ; 
our  inns  are  mere  pot-houses,  even  in  London ; 
our  sports  are  ridiculous;  our  shooting,  the 
massacre  of  hares  and  pheasants,  tame  and 
counted  as  sheep  and  barn-door  fowls ;  our 
hunting,  without  skill  or  science,  is  the  mad 
pursuit  of  a  fox  or  a  caged  deer,  with  hounds 
that  have  scarcely  any  nose ;  our  very  riding  is 
like  that  of  monkeys.  Our  army,  no  army, 
but  the  most  fortunate  of   blunderers ;    our 
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flohility  the  sons  and  grandsons  of  pettifoggers 
and  cheesemongers,  only  exceeded  in  the  ridicule 
of  their  arrogance  towards  the  nobles  of  France, 
Gennany,  and  Bdgium,  by  the  assumption  of 
equality  (^  beardless  ensigns,  with  epaulettes, 
purdiased  like  the  lace  of  our  lacqueys'  hatbands. 
Contrast,  he  says,  with  this  mushroom  nobility 
tbe  fliustrious  houses  oi  the  continent ;  contrast 
tbe  chivaliy  of  the  French  private  or  artisan, 
defending  his  honour  at  his  sword's  point,  or  his 
grotesque  gallantry  towards  the  fair  sex,  with  the 
boxing,  cockfighting,  lower  orders  of  England ; 
QxitrBst  the  fiikome  expressions  of  loyalty,  the 
Imeding  and  kissing  of  hands,  with  the  sullen^ 
but  manly  independence  of   modem  France; 
compare  its  champaign  plains,  its  vineyards,  and 
its  vast  forests  to  our  own  territory ;  compare 
the  Sahbni^  or  the  London  Vereys  with  the 
hotds  in  the  Rue  de  Bivoli,  or  with  Vefburs  and 
Yenys  and  Fr^res  Proven9aux;  contrast  our  tame 
shooting  to  the  active  exercise  of  wild  shooting 
in  Prance— our  hunting  to  its  scientific  venery — 
when  the  wolf,  the  stag,  and  the  boar,  are  fol- 
lowed by  hounds  with  the  scent  of  the  blood- 
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hound  and  discovered  by  hunters,  who  require 
the  sagacity  of  the  wild  Indian  to  mark  their 
track  on  the  snowless  ground,  and  tell  the  age,  and 
weight,  and  sex,  of  every  beast  by  its  foot-prints. 

"  Contrast,  he  says,  our  riding — the  bended 
leg — the  constant  use  of  both  hands — ^the  rising 
in  the  saddle — with  the  erect  and  graceful  posture 
of  the  French  manage,  where  the  fingers  of  the 
bridle  hand  alone  seemed  to  play,  and  the  horse 
to  move  by  the  volition  of  the  rider." 

^'  I  think,  Monsieur  le  Comte,  that  you  spoke 
pretty  nearly  to  this  eflFect  ?" 

"  Well,  perhaps  I  spoke  too  fireely ;  but  those 
were  certainly  my  words  last  night,  and  are  my 
sentiments  now  ;  but  their  frankness  will  hardly 
tell  very  advantageously  in  a  letter  of  recom- 
mendation." 

*'  Oh,  nonsense !  the  truth  is  the  truth ;  at 

dl  events  it  will  be  my  brother's  business  to 

show  you  English  urbanity  and  hospitality,  as 

well  as  everything  else,  in  its  brightest  colours." 

*  *  *  * 

Count  Horace  was  accosted  as  he  landed  by 
Sir  Thomas,  who  would  take  no  denial ;  but,  at 
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the  same  time,  apologised  for  not  receiving  his 

guest  at  his  mansion,  which  was  undergoing 

tbarough  repair.     They  drove  to  his  lodgings. 

They  were  ushered  up  carpeted  stairs  into  a 

room  gorgeously  furnished ;  he  was  conducted  to 

his  bed-room,  and  shortly  after  summoned  to 

dmner.     The  dinner  was  served  oflF  gorgeous 

vermes  plate ;   it  consisted  of  a  succession  of 

dishes  worthy   of   the    best    French    artistes^ 

unoDgst  which,  here  and  there,  some  substantial 

vtide  of  English  fare  was  allowed  to  intrude, 

«s  if  to  show,  in  its  unadorned  simplicity,  the 

exquisite  quality  of  the  material ;  for  the  first 

time  be  observed  nature,  as  it  were,  contending 

^  art  for  gastronomic  laurels.  There  was  every 

land  of  wine,  according  to  every  taste,  and  in 

every  stage  of  perfection.     There  were  gigantic 

and  highly  flavoiured  fruits  grown  in  this  finit- 

less  land,   which   seemed  gathered   from   the 

gardens  of  Aladdin,  to  say  nothing  of  the  pine- 

iqyples,  and  the  muscat  grapes,  of  which  every 

one  was  the  size  of  a  French  plum ;  there  were 

grown  in  the  open  air  apricots  as  large  as  French 

peaches,  and  peaches,  and  nectarines,  and  plums 
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and  figs,  such  as  he  had  thought  never  to  have 
ripened  but  m  the  imagination  of  painters. 
Gloved  waiters,  silk-stockinged,  and  in  derical 
black,  judged  intuitively  the  wants,  and  attended 
rapidly  and  noiselessly  to  the  necessities  of  the 
guests.  They  appeared  to  have  concentrated  all 
the  intelligence  of  sharp  men  in  their  service^ 
watching  even  a  look,  whikt  their  countenances 
indicated  utter  vacuity  as  to  the  conversation  of 
those  they  were  serving. 

Count  Horace  retired  to  bed.  His  own  valet 
was  still  sick ;  he  was  better  valeted.  He  found 
his  bath,  he  found  all  the  apparatus  of  his  toilet 
without  unpacking  his  own,  and  he  sank  to 
sleep  upon  a  bed  too  soft.  The  next  morning 
his  host  apologised  for  receiving  him  at  an  hotel ; 
but  his  servants,  his  horses,  his  carriages,  were 
all  in  the  country. 

"  An  hotel !"  said  the  Count.  **  Am  I  in  an 
hotel?  I  thought  the  Sabloni^re  the  best  in 
London." 

•*  I  don't  know,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  "  I  was 
nev^  there." 

^*  Well,  I  should  not  have  believed  such  coor 
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ftrt  and  magnificeDce ;  but,  after  aS,  barring 
theoomforty  it  is  only  the  combination  under 
one  roof  of  what  may  be  found  under  several  in 
hris." 
It  was  the  beginning  of  August. 
"I  know  you  are  a  sportsman/'  said  the 
host,  "  so  to-morrow,  if  you  have  no  objection, 
I  win  chaperone  you  to  the  moors :  I  hear  that 
l»nis  are  plentifuL" 

They  rolled  along  in  a  post-carriage  drawn  by 
horses  which  he  could  scarce  believe  to  be  hired 
^es,  over  the  ceaseless  hill  and  dale  of  merry 
I^Q^d,  with  its  dense  hedges,  its  luxiuiant 
fi^iiage,  its  rich  fields,  its  magnificent  parks,  and 
<^0UQtry-seats,  and  trim  cottages.  Coimt  Ho- 
ffioe  was  enchanted ;  but  he  ended  by  judging 
it  too  tame,  and  too  much  like  a  garden. 

"Now  you,  like  most  Frenchmen,  are  a 
military  man,"  said  Sir  Thomas ;  "  how  do  you 
think  a  foreign  army  could  manoeuvre  amongst 
the  two  hundred  miles  of  country,  with  its 
hedges  and  ditches,  which  you  have  seen  as  we 
have  come  along  ?" 
^  Why,  their  artillery  and  cavalry  could  not 
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act  at  all.  It  is  worse  than  La  Vendue.  It  would 
be  impracticable  if  you  had  any  force  to  defend  it, 
which  you  have  not.  It  is  beautiful,  but  very- 
tame." 

"  They  rattled  on  till  night,  and  awoke  next 
morning  amidst  the  moors  of  Westmore- 
land. 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  "  what 
is  the  use  of  your  carrying  that  tasty  work-bag, 
and  all  those  rattletraps.  You  should  be 
equipped  as  light  as  possible  for  the  moors." 

"  This  is  my  game  bag,"  replied  the  Count 

"  Oh,  we  use  a  pony,  or  half-a-dozen  lads  to 
carry  that,  imless  you  have  the  strength  of  a 
pack-horse.  I  expect  to  kill  forty  brace  to  my 
own  gun." 

"  It  must  be  a  barn-door  massacre,  then," 
said  the  Count. 

"  Not  quite.  I  warn  you,  it  wants  good  legs 
and  an  enduring  shoulder." 

They  were  now  upon  a  wild  heath,  without 
the  trace  of  any  himian  habitation  for  miles 
and  miles.  A  leash  of  thorough-bred  pointers 
were  breasting  gallantly  through  the  "  ling." 
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^'Look  at  your  dogs/'  quoth  the  Count; 
''they  are  gaUoping  away  like  devils;  they  are 
voybeaatifiil — but  just  as  we  find  them— -good 
far  nothing." 

*'The  dogs  are  quartering  all  right/'  replied 
Sir  Thomas ;  "  but  now  I  remember,  you  use 
heivy  animals  in  France,  with  stumpy  tails, 
which  are  never  allowed  to  beat  a  stone*s  throw 
from  you."  As  he  spoke,  one  pointed,  and  the 
others  backed. 

"What  a  pity,"  said  the  Count;  "they  will 
never  stand  till  we  get  up  to  them." 

"Never  fear."  The  sportsmen  came  up — the 
dogs  were  steady — ^the  birds  rose — they  were  fired 
^  and  then  the  pointers  lay  down  with  their 
noses  in  the  heather,  till  the  guns  were  reloaded. 
"  It  is  wonderful  training,"  said  the  Count, 
''bat  useless." 

When  they  had  advanced  ten  paces,  the  dogs 
stood  again, — and  whir,  whir,  whir,  rose  and 
fiQ  three  more  grouse. 

"  You  see,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  "  if  the  dogs 
had  been  allowed  to  run  in,  to  pick  up  the  dead 
VOL.  I.  I 
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birds  before  we  had  loaded,  we  should  have  lost^ 
this  leash." 

"  Well,  this  is  wonderful,  your  devils  of  dogs 
are  unparalleled;  they  have  beaten  in  half  an 
hour  more  than  our's  would  in  a  day.  But  who 
can  follow  them  ?" 

"  If  I  kill  forty  brace,  I  shall  tire  out  two 
sets!" 

At  three  o'clock  they  sat  down  to  lunch. 
Coimt  Horace  had  found  that  he  could  not  do 
the  same  execution  with  the  small  bored  Le 
Page  as  with  a  Purday ; — "  And  yet,"  he  said, 
'■  on  trial,  we  find  the  small  bores  carry  the  shot 
more  sharply  and  closer  than  the  large." 

"  That  is  because  you  do  not  put  English 
charges  in  them." 

But  the  full  charge  of  an  English  fowling- 
piece,  after  forty  or  fifly  shots,  so  jarred  the 
Count's  shoulder,  and  set  his  head  so  aching — 
the  rapid  tramping  through  wet  moss  and  wiry 
heather  was  so  fatiguing — that  Sir  Thomas  lefl 
him  dead  beat,  and  fast  asleep. 

In  three  or  four  hours  he  awoke,  just  as  the 
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m  was  setting.     At  some  distance  he  descried 

Sir  Thomas,  with  his  keeper,  toiling  up  to  him. 

"The  three-and-fortieth  brace !"  shouted  the 

triumphant  Baronet ;   "  though  the  birds  are  so 

wild.  Now  as  I  suppose  you  are  tired  as  well  as 

myself,  I  have  ordered  beds  and  dinner  at  ^ 

fttle  public-house,   which   is   only   four   miles 

west  of  us ;  it  would  be  seven  miles  home,  and 

our  ground  to-morrow  lies  on  t'other  side." 

"Ah!"  quoth  the  Count,  as  they  walked  on- 
wards, "  shall  we  ever  get  to  our  place  of  rest  ?" 
"  TTiere  it  is,"  said  the  Baronet. 
"  What !  that  little  hovel  in  the  midst  of  this 
wilderness?" 
"  I  thought  you  found  our  scenery  too  tame  ?" 
"  Why  we  are  in  a  desert ;  but  we  shall  be 
eaten  up  with  vermin,  and  scarcely  find  black 
ketkd  in  such  a  hovel." 
"  Never  fear,"  answered  stout  Sir  Thomas. 
The  Chequers,  "licensed  to  deal  in  wines, 
q)irits,  beer,  pepper,  and  tobacco,"  was  a  little 
road-side   alehouse,    chiefly  frequented   by  the 
miners ;  but  there  was  a  snug  parlour,  a  blazing 
turf  fire,  walls  ornamented  with  stuffed  birds, 

I   2 
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and  a  smiling  hostess.  There  w^  port  and 
sherry,  and  bottled  ale  and  stout,  and  cognac, 
and  excellent  tea — indigenous  to  the  Chequers, 
besides  the  Baronet's  claret  and  champagne. 
In  addition  to  their  own  game,  there  was  a 
joint  of  meat,  as  delicate  and  as  ^gantic  as 
those  the  Count  had  considered  such  a  pheno- 
menon at  the  Hotel,  with  fowls  as  large 

as  Campine  capons. 

They  retired  to  rest  in  snow-white  sheets — 
in  curtained  beds — ^in  rooms  comfortably  car- 
peted— the  Coimt  found  even  slippers  and 
Windsor  soap  supplied,  as  a  matter  of  course,  by 
the  hostess.  After  a  second  and  third  summons 
he  was  awakened  by  Sir  Thomas  in  person. 

"  Breakfast  is  waiting,  and  so  are  the  birds." 

"  Why,  God  bless  me,  you  are  not  going  out 
this  morning  ?" 

"  Of  course ;  strike  whilst  the  iron  is  hot ;  the 
birds  will  be  wild  enough  in  a  week." 

"  Then,  I  cry  mercy ;  I  am  out  of  walking — 
I  am  knocked  up." 

'^  So  then  you  don't  consider  it  a  barn-door 
massacre? 
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"Oh,  I  bc^  your  pardon;  I  had  no  concep. 
tionafit" 

"Well,    it    always    struck    me,"    said    the 
Baronet,    ^^that   to^  cut    a   figure   in   grouse 
shootiDg — and  all   shooting  is  tame  sport  at 
bes^— it  required  better  dogs,  and  better  1^, 
^  a  stouter  shoulder,  and.  more  lasting  skill, 
^  altogether  a  better  man,  than  any  conti- 
^tal  shooting  I  know  of/' 
**  You  are  right,"  sighed  the  convicted  Count 
*'  And,  by  the  way,  have  you  suffered  from 
'be  vermin,  and  the  black  bread  in  this  hovel  ?" 
'^  God  bless  you,  no ; — it  is  a  little  oasis  in 
^e  desett — a  marvel  in  such  a  remote  part." 

*^  No,"  relied  Sir  Thomas,  "  only  an  alehouse 
Kke  every  other,  from  the  Land's  End  to  John 
(^  Groats'  house.  Our  comforts  and  our  wealth 
are  not  aU  centralised  in  the  capital,  or  the 
large  cities,  or  along  the  main  roads — they  do 
sneak  somehow  into  byeways." 

A  few  weeks  after,  they  repaired  to  the  park 
cf  Lord  Tinsel,  to  witness  a  meeting  of  the 

' shire  Yeomanry,  of  which  he  was  colonel. 

"  You    see,"   observed   Sir  Thomas,   "  that 
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they  go  through  their  evolutions  in  one  rank, 
to  prevent  confusion  worse  confounded.  I  can^t 
say  that  they  manoeuvre  very  brilliantly." 

"No,"  smiled  the  Count;  "although  their 
shakos  and  scabbards  seem  their  most  formidable 
enemies  at  present.  I  see  they  are  a  very  in- 
different sort  of  national  guard  on  horseback." 

"  Only,"  replied  the  Baronet,  "  resembling 
your  national  guards  in  number ;  for  there  are 
regiments  of  them  in  every  county." 

"  Well,  I  dare  say  it  is  a  pleasant  pastime ; 
but  what  an  illusion  for  these  people  to  fancy 
that  they  are  or  ever  could  be  made  cavalry ! 
But  perhaps  it  is  just  as  well,  for  what  would  be 
the  use  of  them  in  such  a  hedge  and  ditch- 
divided  country?" 

"  My  dear  Count,"  said  the  Baronet, — "  look ! 
do  you  see  those  two  young  yeomen,  rolling 
about  in  their  saddles,  and  so  mightily  puzzled, 
as  you  say,  by  their  scabbards  and  shakos — see 
how  they  will  take  that  rattling  fence. — ^Look ! 
they  are  going  across  country,  to  strike  into  the 
high  road, — ^topping  all  the  gates." 

"  Ah  !  bravo,"  said  the  Count. 
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"  You  see,  they  can  ride.     Now  be  pleased 
to  consider  that  this  very  regiment  of  yeomanry 
oonasts  chiefly  of  men  accustomed  to  the  dan- 
gers of  the  chase,  and  mounted   as  no  other 
cavalry  in  the  world   can  be  mounted     You 
M  see  them  to  advantage  to-day,— it  is  not 
the  first  day  of  meeting,  and  their  Colonel  has  so 
strongly  expressed  himself,  that  he  would  rather 
^  them  on  plough-horses,  taken  out  of  a  straw- 
J9tdf  that  would  keep  the  ranks,  than  on  the 
'restless   and  unmanaged   himters   and   bits  of 
Wood  which   they  first   brought   out   of  their 
stables,  that  many  have  taken  the  hint.     But 
you  see  the  men  are  the  best  riders,  and  the 
most  daring  men  in  the  country,  their  horses 
the  best  in  the  world.  Now,  I  ask  you  candidly, 
whether  it  would  take  long  to  make  good  cavalry 
out  of  such  materials?     As  to  its  use  in  the 
mdosures  of  English  fields,  why,  you  are  right 
Plough  in   supposing   that  no  regular  cavalry 
amid  tell ;  but  remember  that  this  ver}'  yeomanry 
alone,  of  any  body  of  horse  in  the  world,  could 
go  across  country,  because  accustomed  indivi- 
duaDy  to  traverse  it  like  birds.     You  were  struck 
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with  astonishment  at  the  gigantic  horses  and 
men  of  our  life  guards.  I  believe  that  they  are 
the  best  heavy  cavalry  in  the  world ;  but  I  should 
like  to  see  what  figure  they  would  cut  if  charged, 
after  making  their  way  through  two  or  three 
fences,  by  this  very  yeomanry,  awkward  and  in 
the  state  of  raw  material  as  it  is. 

'*  To-morrow  you  will  see  a  specimen  of  our 
militia : — its  disciplme  in  war  time  has  always 
been  broi^ht  up  to  that  of  the  line.  It  may 
appear  paradoxical,  but  this  trim  park  and 
garden-looking  country  of  En^and  presents,  in 
a  military  point  of  view,  greater  difficulties  of 
ground  than  any  similar  extent  of  territory  in 
Eiu'ope ;  and  these  yeomen,  without  being 
conscious  of  the  fact,  constitute,  to  defend  it, 
the  most  formidable  indigenous  guerriUa  of 
horsemen  in  the  world." 

"  But  in  your  civil  wars  ?"  said  the  Count 
"  In  our  civil  wars — at  least,  in  the  only  one 
which  interested  aQ  classes — ^in  the  time  of  the 
Commonwealth,  it  was  defended,  village  by  vil- 
lage. But  the  yeomanry,  the  militia,  the  breed  of 
horses,  the  avocations  of  the  men,  and  the  present 
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diq)osition  of  the  country's  surface,  have  all  been 
created  since  then.  You  see,  that  so  far  from 
its  being  a  mere  question  of  stepping  across  the 
berriog  pond  to  take  possession,  there  is  no  tract 
ofooimtry  better  defended  by  its  nature,  and 
the  aptitude  of  its  inhabitants." 

"  And  yet,  abroad  it  is  a  common  prejudice 
with  the  best  informed.  But  how  is  it  that  your 
owB  officers  are  never  heard  to  allude  to  these 
natural  advantages?" 

''Nine  out  of  ten  of  them  never  give  the 
inatter  a  thought;  the  tenth,  with  the  caution 
of  military  pedantry,  trusts  to  the  experience  of 
others, — or  if  he  does  a  little  to  his  own,  it  has 
been  acquired,  like  theirs,  abroad.  All  his  ideas 
of  the  natural  difficulties  an  army  may  have  to 
ootitend  with,  are  associated  with  mountains  and 
defiles,  jungles  and  deserts,  marshes  and  rivers, 
and  fevers ;  he  has  never  met  out  of  England 
with  any  resembling  the  peculiar  obstacles  it 
would  offer,  and  he  has  never  reflected  how 
embarrassed  he  would  be  to  act  at  the  head 
of  a  force  invading  it." 
Before  they  dismounted  to  dine  with   Lord 

I  3 
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Tinsel,  who  entertained  at  his  table  that  day 
the  whole  regiment  of  yeomanry,  Count  Horace 
had  agreed  to  canter  on  with  Sir  Thomas  to 
Morton  Lodge  to  leave  a  message  respecting 
some  county  business  with  its  occupant,  a  rela- 
tive of  his  own. 

The  lodge  was  situated  in  a  small,  but  well 
timbered  park.  It  was  an  old,  dusky,  and  un- 
gainly^ building  ;  its  walls  of  split  flints  stuccoed 
with  oyster-shells,  and  partly  over-run  with  ivy. 

Mr.  Morton  was  indisposed  in  bed,  but  the 
Baronet  was  requested  to  step  up  to  him.  The 
Count  was  shewn  into  a  little  oak-wainscoted 
parlour,  where  a  cheerful  fire  was  blazing.  His 
notice  was  attracted  by  a  genealogical  tree  sus- 
pended above  the  chimney-piece,  much  darkened 
by  the  smoke,  and  apparently  long  appreciated 
by  the  flies.  Being  curious  in  these  matters,  he 
retraced  on  it  with  some  interest  the  ancestry  of 
the  Mortons,  for  eight  centuries  back,  to  a  baron 
figuring  in  the  Doomsday-book  of  the  northman 
conqueror.  A  Morton,  he  perceived,  had  stood  a 
siege  against  a  detachment  of  Prince  Rupert's 
army  in  that  very  building. 
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Count  Horace  was  seated  in  Lord  Tmsel's 
haO  with  his  Lordship,  the  officers  of  the 
regiment,  and  the  notabilities  of  the  county,  at  a 
sem-circular  table,  prolonged  at  each  extremity 
mto  two  interminable  boards,  at  each  of  which  a 
coujde  of  hundred  yeomen  were  accommodated. 
Toasts  were  uproariously  passing,  and  speeches 
uttered  so  anxious  to  gain  vent  that  they 
seemed  treading  on  each  others  heels ;  there  was 
always  some  compliment  to  Lord  Tinsel  con- 
tained in  them,  and  a  great  many  common  places 
jAout  devotion  to  Church  and  Throne. 

"So  a  large  portion  of  the  guests  are  Lord 
Tbsd's  tenants ;  and  who  is  Lord  Tinsel  ?" 

"A  peer  of  the  realm,  with  vast  landed  pos- 
^ons,  and  great  influence  and  popularity  in 
the  county." 
**Ofan  old  family?" 

"  Dear  me,  no !  His  fether  was  an  army 
contractor,  and  his  grandfather  a  carpenter. 
Strangely  enough,  he  made  the  very  cider  press 
at  my  cousin  Morton's." 

"•  So  much,"  said  the  Count, "  for  your  money- 
loving  England.  This  man^  because  he  has  wealth, 
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is  toasted  and  looked  up  to,  and  flattered,  and 
placed  in  every  man's  estimation  higher  than 
your  cousin  Morton,  with  all  the  illustrious 
blood  of  nearly  a  thousand  years  in  his  veins  I" 
"  My  dear  fellow,"  replied  Sir  Thomas,  "  you 
foreigners  don't  understand  us.  You  are  right 
enough  when  you  contend  that  the  families  of 
the  English  nobility  are  generally  modem  in  com- 
parison with  those  of  your  continental  nobles ; 
but  you  are  utterly  in  error  when  you  imagine 
your  foreign  families  to  be  more  ancient  or 
illustrious  than  those  of  British  gentry.  Setting 
aside  the  genealogies  derived  from  the  lineage- , 
manufiwjtories  of  the  Heralds-office,  where  Mr. 
Higgins  can  always  purchase  a  descent  from 
William  Rufus,  there  are  a  great  number  of 
families,  chiefly  of  Commoners,  who  retrace  their 
ancestry,  like  my  cousin  Morton,  as  dearly  as 
ancestry  can  be  traced,  back  to  the  Saxon 
Thanes  and  Norman  conquerors,  who  by  the  way 
only  took  your  French  names  with  your  French 
lands.  Now  tell  me,  are  there  many  of  your 
proudest  houses  which  can  look  back  as  far  into 
the  dark  ages  ? 
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''You  also  confound  your  nobility  with  ours ; 
but  how  seldom,  when  possessed  of  anything 
below  a  dukedom,  have  they  risen  in  real  rank 
iboTe  our  gentry.  Before  the  Revolution  there 
were  in  France,  from  prince  to  chevalier,  two 
hundred  thousand  titled  people,  to  thirty  thou- 
Sttid  English  squires." 

"WeD,"  replied  the  Count;  "but  by  your 
own  admission.  Lord  Tinsel  has  nothing  in  com- 
moD  with  these." 

"  I  grant  you  so,"  said  the  Baronet ;  "  but  you 
must  needs  grant  me,  that  all  over  the  world, 
the  estimation  of  family  illustration  and  anti- 
quity is  based  upon  respect  to  past  power. 
Don't  let  us  deceive  ourselves,  and  say  that  it 
is  to  pest  virtue,  because  who  would  not  sooner 
daim  his  descent  from  the  Emperor  Nero,  than 
from  the  fiuthful  slave  who  staunched  his 
wound?  Now  in  En^and,  being  an  essen- 
tially practical  people,  whilst  we  have  a  su- 
perstitious veneration  for  power  which  is  be- 
come matter  of  history,  we  have  a  vast  deal 
more  for  that  which  is  living  and  present. 
Lord    Tinsel    is    a  vast   landed  proprietor,  a 
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stirring  politician,  a  man  of  great  tact,  if  not 
of  any  other  talent;  I  won't  quarrel  about 
words,  but  I  think  that  is  a  very  great  one. 
He  commands  two  seats  in  the  Commons,  and 
he  votes  in  the  Lords." 

"  Our   own   peers  vote  in  the  Chambers," 
observed  the  Count. 

"  Yes,  my  dear  fellow ;  but  in  the  first 
place  a  peer  has  no  influence  in  the  Deputies, 
in  the  next  he  has  ex-offido  but  the  minutest 
share  in  the  government  of  thirty-five  millions. 
Lord  Tinsel  in  his  capacity  of  peer  alone,  to 
say  nothing  of  his  influence  in  the  Commons, 
has  a  very  much  louder  voice,  in  an  empire 
of  one  hundred  and  fi%  millions  of  subjects. 
Men  in  Lord  Tinsel's  position,  when  they  have 
talent  and  exert  it,  if  their  party  comes  upper- 
most to-morrow,  may  be  called  to  fill  the  highest 
oflices  under  the  crown,  as  a  matter  of  right 
and  conquest,  not  of  Court  favour — ^perhaps  to 
a  Governor-Generalship  of  India,  with  its  hundred 
and  twenty  millions  of  subjects.  When  you 
meet  with  the  plebeian  Mr.  Mellowfat,  the 
East  India  director,  or  Ensign  Smith,  or  Cap- 
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tain  Jackson,  asserting  their  equality  with 
Cokmel-Counts,  inscribed  on  the  great  book 
of  imperial  nobility,  they  take  their  confidence 
from  the  consciousness  of  present  power.  Cap- 
tain Jackson  may  be  called  to  govern  a  tract 
of  country  as  extensive  and  wealthy  as  a  con- 
tineDtal  kingdom  ;  and  Mr.  Mellowfat,  though 
only  one  of  four  and  twenty,  is  at  least  as 
powerful  as  one  of  the  Venetian  "  Council  of 
Ten!" 

"You  pkce  the  matter  in  a  new  light  for 
me,"  said  the  Count.  "  But  is  it  not  a  singular 
anomaly  to  see  such  a  man  as  Lord  Tinsel,  if 
his  party  comes  uppermost  to-morrow,  seizing 
for  himself  or  for  his  lady  some  Court  office 
rfyour  powerless  royalty,  as  eagerly  as  if  he  were 
a  courtier  of  Louis  XV?" 

"Possibly;  but  in  a  very  different  spirit. 
When  his  party  has  succeeded  to  the  power, 
^oluments,  and  honour  of  place,  in  the  di- 
vision of  the  spoil  he  may  be  obliged  to  put  up 
with  a  barren  honour  for  his  share ;  but  still 
he  assumes  it  rather  as  a  matter  of  right  and 
conquest,  a   sort  of  trophy,   than  as  a  mark 
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of  royal  &vour.  On  that  account  there  is  a 
world  of  difference  in  the  estimation  in  which 
we  hold  such  offices  about  the  Court  as  are 
reaUy  held  in  virtue  of  a  parliamentary  ma- 
jority, and  those  derived  from  the  personal 
good-will  and  patronage  of  a  sovereign." 

"  The  former  are  opened  to  those  who  have 
thimdered  at  the  door ;  the  road  to  the  latter 
is  too  apt  to  be  by  crawling  on  bended  knees  up 
the  back  stairs." 

"Still,"  said  the  Count,  "notwithstanding 
your  democratic  spirit  you  seem  with  a  singular 
complacency  to  crouch  to  royalty.  Look  at  the 
fulsome  protestations  of  loyalty  on  every  occasion 
in  the  mouths  of  Whig,  Radical,  and  Tory. 
Look  at  the  royal  name  and  the  royal  arms 
intruded  everywhere.  Look  at  your  gentry  crowd- 
ing to  kneel  and  kiss  the  hand,  or  bringing 
their  wives  and  daughters  to  be  saluted  by  some 
old  and  hoary  sinner." 

"  This,"  said  the  Baronet,  "  is  a  matter  of 
national  taste ;  and  you  know  de  gustibus,  &c. 
But  pray  do  not  forget  that  John  Bull's  loyalty 
is  derived  from  utterly  opposite  causes  to  the 
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hflltj  of  subjects  of  the   despotic  monarchs. 
Theff^s  arises  from  their  keenly  feeling  that  they 
we  the  sovereign's  property — ^John  Bull's  from 
intense  conviction  thsA  the  sovereigns  of  England 
are  his.    There  is  Mr.  Cavil,  the  attorney,  and 
Mr.Qxley,  the&t  grazier — if  they  were  possess- 
ed of  five   thousand   a  year   to-morrow,  each 
of  them  would  start  a  portly  coachman  in  a 
powdered  wig — a  taxable  article  with  us — and 
mamtain  the  most  pompous,  idle  rascal  he  could 
find,  in  spotless  stockbgs,   and  scarlet  plush 
shorts;  he  would  like  everybody  to  regard  his 
<^Oichman  and  his  footman  with  all  the  respect 
the  hair  powder,  and  the  scarlet  shorts  were  in 
^  opinion  calculated  to  inspire. 

"  On  the  whole,  the  last  thing  John  Bull  has 
Stumbled  at,  has  been  the  expence  of  royalty, 
^06  the  sovereigns  of  Great  Britain  have 
become  servants  of  the  nation  instead  of  being 
its  masters.  His  wife  and  daughters  are  also 
interested  in  the  Court,  immediately  or  in  expec- 
tancy, as  the  place  where  they  may  show  off 
their  jewels,  lace,  and  feathers,  and  see  the  fact 
of  thdr  appearance  recorded,  and  the  items  of 
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their  dress  chronicled  for  the  gratification 
of  the  country,  and  the  information  of  posterity, 
in  the  Court  Journal  or  Morning  Post." 

"  But  still  you  will  allow  some  inheritent  ser- 
vility, in  the  greater  distance  which  the  English- 
man has  voluntarily  placed,  between  himself  and 
royalty,  than  is  admitted  by  other  constitution- 
ally governed  people." 

"  You  are  mistaken  in  the  fact.  Through  the 
past,  no  nation  has  ever  behaved  more  im- 
ceremoniously  to  its  Kings.  During  centuries  it 
made,  unmade,  imprisoned,  and  laid  ruthless 
hands  upon  them.  It  is  true  it  had  kings  who 
paid  the  people  back  in  kind.  But  at  the  pre- 
sent day,  England  is  the  only  country  where  the 
gentry  (a  class  to  which  wealth  and  talent  find 
such  easy  access)  still  representing  the  old  feudal 
chiefs,  who  chose  one  of  their  peers  rather  as 
leader  than  as  sovereign,  maintains  the  principle 
of  chivalrous  equality.  In  England  only,  the 
sovereigns  and  their  children  are  socially  but 
the  first  gentlemen,  and  subject  to  all  the  laws 
of  chivalry  as  they  have  been  modified  to  suit 
the  days  of  broad-doth  and  felt  hats,  which  have 
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soooeeded  to  an  age  of  barred  helmets  and  steel 
htuberks.  In  England  only  we  have  seen  one 
royal  Prince  turned  off  the  turf  by  the  Jockey 
Chib,  and  another  forced  to  fight  a  private  gen- 

deman.'' 

•  •  «  « 

Thqr  were  in  Sir  Thomas's  library. 
"  If  I  wished,"  said  the  Baronet,  "  to  give 
joa  the  most  favourable  impression  of  our 
utioDal  greatness,  I  should  direct  your  attention 
to  ttat  shelf.  You  would  find  there  the  most 
complete  accounts  of  our  character,  constitution, 
power,  and  resources." 

"  You  surprise  me,"  said  Count  Horace.  "  I 
^  many  French  authors  amongst  them.  I 
should  hardly  have  thought  that  you  would  find 
much  praise  in  our  writers." 

"  If  I  might  say  so  without  offence,"  obs^ved 
Sr  Thomas,  "  the  generality  of  French  writers, 
Kb  the  generality  of  unlettered  Frenchmen,  are 
itither  superficial,  and  unusually  prejudiced." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  the  Count,  "  that  is  as 
candid  as  my  letter." 
"  But — ^the  sdentific  men  of  France  are  dis- 
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tinguished  for  their  profundity,  and  their  utter 
freedom  from  prgudioe — ^more,  perhaps,  than 
any  in  the  world.  You  see  here  is  Voltaire,  as 
famous  for  warping  facts  to  fit  his  own  con- 
clusions, as  keen  in  detecting,  and  witty  in 
exposing,  the  same  defect  in  others.  But  who 
more  thoroughly  appreciated,  more  boldly  pointed 
out  the  superiority  of  Locke  and  Newton? 
There  is  Delolme  on  the  British  Constitution, 
and  Count  Pambour  on  the  steam  engine. 
There  is  Charles  Dupin,  who  has  so  accurately 
measured  and  detailed  our  power,  resources, 
navy,  commerce,  down  to  our  very  military 
system.  There  is  Gustave  de  Beaumont's 
bitter  book  on  Ireland,  more  full  of  research  and 
knowledge  of  the  spirit  of  our  institutions,  than 
all  the  Raumers,  Rankes,  and  Puckler  Muskaus 
put  together.  Writing  against  us,  what  a 
tribute  he  pays  to  our  sagacious  love  of  liberty ! 
"  Talk  of  our  army, — there  is  Froissart,  and 
good  old  Phillip  de  Commines  to  tell  what 
superior  metal  it  was  made  of  in  days  of 
yore.  Here  you  have  Rogniat,  Jomini,  Colonel 
Carion  Nisas,  and  half  a  score  more  of  your 
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soeotific  modem  mOitary  writers,  and  we  must 
add  Diipin  to  theuL  They  admit  that  our 
w&BtTf  manoeuvres  are  the  most  rapid  of  any 
io  the  world  ;  they  admit  our  system,  after  the 
long  experience  of  the  last  desolating  wars,  to 
be  the  most  perfect,  r^retting  only  that  it  is 
perhq»  only  applicable  to  English  soldiers. 
Now  if  you  like  to  dip  into  these  volumes  for  a 
ooqife  of  hours,  to  convince  yourself,  say  the 
wofd.*^ 

"Oh  no,"  laughed  Count  Horace.  "  Not 
I— I  had  sooner  take  my  boxing  lesson ;  I  am 
leammg  to  parry  your  blows  better  than  your 
iiguments." 

'*  Come  along,  then,"  said  Sir  Thomas. 

•  «  «  • 

The  Count,  along  with  his  host,  was  invited 
to  dine  at  the  Lord  Lieutenant's  of  the  county. 
"Hte  Baronet  appeared  in  a  uniform  covered  with 
stirs,  medals,  and  orders. 

"  Sir  Thomas !"  exclaimed  the  Count, 
**  what  is  this  ?  A  fancy  dress  ?  Are  these 
things  matters  of  fjmcy  with  you?  Have  you 
^y  rig^t  to  wear  all  these  decorations  ?" 


190  THE   WHITE   SLAVE. 

^'  As  far  as  hard  service  gives  a  man  rigfat 
them,"  smiled  Sir  Thomas ;   ^'  earned   at   the- 
rate  of  a  battle  or  two  a-piece  in  the  Penmsula.** 

''  God  bless  me !  to  think  that  I  should  have 
known  you  four  months,  and  never  have  even 
heard  that  you  had  served.  You!  who  must 
have  served  with  so  much  distinction.  Abroad 
we  should  wear  the  ribbons  of  those  orders 
in  the  very  button-holes  of  our  robes-de* 
chambre !" 

"  It  is  not  our  English  fashion — perhaps  wise- 
ly. These  gewgaws  prove  nothing,  because 
every  soldier  knows  that  a  man  may  have  de- 
served without   obtaining,   and   have   obtained 

without  deserving  them." 

«  *  «  • 

When  Count  Horace  commenced  his  career 
as  a  fox-hunter,  he  was  accompanied  by  his 
Mentor  to  his  n^pden  field.  The  Count  was 
what  was  called  a  "  joli  cavalier" — ^he  was  the 
pride  of  the  foreign  riding  school.  Who  coidd 
take  a  horse  more  gracefully  through  the  co- 
quetteries  of  volte  and  demi-volte,  curvettesi 
and  prandngs  ?   Who  sit  more  erect  in  leaping 
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iiim  through  the  bar  of  the  manage  f  He  had 
been  a  promising  pupil  of  Franconi's ;  he  could 
jump  and  stand  erect  on  his  saddle,  and  light  a 
c^  in  that  posture,  whilst  his  horse  went  at 
foil  gallop  round  the  circus. 

Let  the  reader  now  imagine  him  habited 
in  approved  scarlet,  tops,  and  leathers — and 
moonted  on  a  powerful  sixteen-hands-high  tho- 
rough-bred hunter,   by    Sir   Hercules,   out   of 


He  who  had  thought  himself  an  accomplished 
rider,  fdt  like  a  solitary  rower,  trying  to  scull  a 
frigate  in  a  gale  of  wind.  Away !  like  Mazeppa, 
he  was  carried  after  the  hounds.  He  was  borne 
^ost  unconsciously  over  his  first  fence,  and  his 
Mcond,  and  his  third, — ^but  the  jolt  was  tre- 
o^endous.  His  breath  was  gone.  At  the  fourth 
^  grasped  the  rein  with  nervous  energy,  and 
<^king  his  horse  in  its  leap,  brought  it  down 
^th  him  into  the  ditch. 

"Why,  youngster,"  said  a  passing  farmer, 
"you  pulled  that  pretty  bit  of  blood  over  upon 
you.  Give  the  oss  his  head ;  if  you  can't  lift 
him  when  he  wants  it,  don't  baulk  him." 
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This  was  all  the  consolation  he  got  He 
made  a  vain  appeal  to  a  costermonger  creeping 
through  a  gap  in  the  hedge  on  his  donkey,  to 
see  ''  summat  of  the  run ;"  but  finding  that  he 
was  neither  killed,  nor  hurt,  nor  pitied,  he  got 
on  again,  and  tried  his  luck  a  little  farther. 

He  came  up  with  the  sportsmen  by  a  cover 
side. 

**  Your  famous  horse  fell  down  with  me,  Sir 
Thomas  V' 

"No — you  threw  him  down,"  said  the 
farmer. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  said  the  Baronet,  "now 
do  just  try  '  riding  like  a  monkey,'  as  you  call 
it.  Buckle  up  five  holes — tie  the  curb-rdn  in 
a  knot — don't  meddle  with  it — ^ride  with  the 
snafiie.  Keep  the  horse  together,  and  give 
him  his  head  at  the  fences.  He  is  a  perfect 
hunter,  or  I  would  not  have  put  you  on  him — 
and  he  will  take  you  over  where  you  ought  to 
go,  much  better,  I  suspect,  than  you  can  guide 
him." 

"Your  unmanaged  horses  are  like  a  steel  spring 
under  one !"   said  Count  Horace ;  "  abroad — ** 
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"Abroad  you  don*t  ride  horses.  No  oDe  can 
ride  horses  that  are  horses,  with  stirrups  as  long 
as  you  do." 

"  But  I  assure  you  in  the  manage " 

"^  Id  the  manhge  your  horses  require  as  much 
tutoring  as  the  men.  If  they  are  vigorous,  or 
^ted»  or  fit  to  carry  a  man  across  country, 
either  they  can  never  be  taught  at  all  or  they 
veqxMled  and  crippled  in  the  teaching." 
^But  did  you  ever  see  them  ride  at  Fran- 

"My  dear  fellow,  the  riding  of  Astley's  and 
Rinooni's  people  is  as  much  like  what  we  call 
nding  as  rijiiriring  a  minuet  is  like  jumping,  or 
nnuuDg,  or  boxing.  They  play  all  kinds  of 
brides  witii  their  easy  rocking  horses,  and  jump 
over  ligfated  lamps,  spiked  boards,  and  all  that 
sort  rf  thing ;  but  put  them  upon  horses  that  can 
90  across  country,  and  they  are  all  adrift.  I've 
«eeii  it  tried." 

The  next  time  Count  Horace  did  buckle  up. 
He  had  fidlen  far  astern  in  a  sharp  run,  but  he 
^*Oi»  up  at  a  check. 

VOL  I.  K 
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''  How  wonderful  is  the  speed  of  your 
hounds." 

'^  It  is  that  speed  enables  us  to  hunt  the  fox." 

"  But  they  have  very  little  nose." 

''  Fmd  us  in  the  world  any  dogs  with  as  much 
nose  and  with  their  indispensable  speed." 

"  We  hunt  the  wolf  on  the  continent." 

"  Yes,  but  with  relays  of  dogs." 

"  Still  there  is  no  science  in  thik  fox-hunting." 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  Sir  Thomas.  "  You  are  on 
one  of  the  best  horses  in  the  kingdom.  Sound, 
fast,  thorough-bred,  and  master  of  two  stone 
more  than  he  carries ;  now  look  at  young  Smith 
the  farmer,  moimted  on  a  forty  poimder;  he 
kept  up  with  us ;  you  could  not.  It  is  not  that 
you  want  the  boldness  to  take  a  fence,  but  yon 
have  not  yet  acquired  the  requisite  endurance 
and  skill.  After  a  few  miles'  gallop,  just  when 
your  horse  wants  lifting  and  holding  together 
your  strength  is  gone.  You  are  only  a  dead 
weight  in  the  saddle.  Now  in  a  desperate  run 
it  is  plain,  that  mounted  on  exactly  similar  nags, 
Smith  might  be  in  at  the  death,  whilst  without 
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his  skiD  and  riding,  you  must  be  left  behind. 
It  therefore  requires  judgment,  and  coolness, 
and  courage,  and  endurance  to  follow  fox- 
hounds. Your  foreign  hunts  require  compara- 
tivdy  none  of  the  three  last  named  qualities.'' 

"I  grant  it  to  you,"  replied  the  Count ;  "  but 
still  this  sort  of  chase  demands  no  science  or  in- 
teDigenoe  in  those  who  hunt  the  dogs,  as  in 
ours." 

*'Let  us  see,  our  present  speed  is  requisite  to 

hmt  the  fox  without  being  followed  by  carts-fuU 

of  earthstoppers  with  trenching  tools.     We  re- 

(fore  the  dogs  to  unite  sufficient  sense  of  smell  to 

8D  extraordinary  rapidity.     But  the  utmost  they 

^  found  to  possess  proves  insufficient  without 

the  judgment  of  the  huntsman  to  lift  them,  and 

^thout  his  instinctive  sagacity  in  making  a  cast. 

Tie  fox  reaches  a  square  cover.    There  are  four 

sides  to  it,  with  these  fast  hounds  the  scent  will 

he  cold  in  the  right  direction  when  you  come  to 

it,  if  you  have  lost  your  time  in  searching  on 

two  of  the  wrong  sides.     Now  this  fiaculty  of 

guessing,  where  reynard  is  most  likely  to  have 

skulked  away,   is  heaven-bom.     The  result  of 

K  2 
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great  practice  on  an  instinctive  and  natural  ap- 
titude. Uhomme  devient  cuisinier  et  nait  rd- 
tisseur :  so  he  does  huntsman.  Now  recoUec^ 
that  to  this  qualification  he  must  add  the  judg- 
ment, and  boldness,  and  skill  in  riding,  to  be  al- 
ways up  with  his  hounds.  Fox-hunting,"  con- 
tinued the  enthusiastic  Baronet,  "  thus  requires 
inborn  qualities,  and  acquired  exceUence  in  the 
huntsman,  a  remarkable  combination  of  speed 
and  nose  in  the  dogs,  unflinching  boldness  in 
those  who  follow  them,  together  with  coolness 
in  danger,  without  which  there  can  be  no  judg- 
ment ;  and  the  utmost  speed,  courage  and  endu- 
rance in  their  horses. 

*'  Of  the  master  of  hounds,  I  will  say  nothing ; 
the  eloquence  of  Cicero,  the  patience  of  Job, 
the  liberality  of  Solomon,  are  only  a  few  of  his 
requisites.  In  two  words,  he  ought  to  be  a  sort 
of  angel  in  top  boots.  In  its  spirit  it  is  essen- 
tially emulative ;  open  for  every  man  to  follow ; 
the  sweep  may  ride  before  the  duke  after  his 
own  hounds  if  he  can;  so  that  he  donH  ride 
over  them.  Now  your  foreign  hunting  may  be 
followed  by  men  of  the  most  indifferent  courage 
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or  skiD,  on  any  sort  of  horses  and  with  aknost 
aojr  dogs.  The  skill  of  your  huntsmen  and 
prickers  is  indeed  the  result  of  great  experience ; 
but  it  is  what  the  dullest  man  cannot  fail  to  learn 
io  time,  just  as  every  man,  by  dint  of  practice, 
may  kam  to  hunt  harriers.  Besides  this,  it  is 
with  you,  exclusive,  and  generative  of  an  envious 
instead  of  a  cordial  feeling  between  high  and 
low.  In  France  and  Belgium,  every  proprietor 
wiD  prosecute  you  with  the  utmost  malignity  for 
nding  over  his  fallows  or  his  stubble.  And  in 
^  kigth  of  an  English  drawing-room  you  may 
cross  the  patches  of  a  dozen  owners." 

Count  Horace  was  returning  with  the  Baronet 
km  an  election  scene.     As  their   object  had 
been  to  see  the  fun,  they  were  suitably  arrayed. 
Hieir  costume  was  of  that  sort  which  may  ap« 
p^tain  either  to  a  gentleman  or  to  a  blackguard, 
but  has  nothing  of  the  vulgarity  of  the  snob.  It 
united  the  beauties  of  drab  capes  and  belcher 
handkerchiefs,  and  wide-awake  hats,  and  could 
not  be  called  nondescript,  because  accurately  de- 
fined in  the  phraseology  of  the  vulgar  by  the 
word  "  varmint." 
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The  weather  was  tempestuous,  and  the  rain 
b^an  to  pour  down  in  such  torrents,  that  they 
sought  in  eager  haste  the  inviting  shelter  of  a 
pot-house.  They  called  for  brandy  and  cigars. 
The  public-house,  though  at  some  distance  from 
the  field  of  action,  chanced  to  be  a  buff-house, 
and  was  at  that  moment  filled  by  an  uproarious 
detachment  of  the  defeated  buff  rabblement.  All 
eyes  were  turned  on  the  new  comers,  who  were 
imluckily  still  wearing  their  blue  ribbons. 

Whilst  the  crowd  were  still  in  the  silence  rf 
amazement  at  the  assurance  which  had  dared  to 
sport  the  odious  colours  in  the  very  centre  of  a 
buff  den,  the  Coimt  thought  proper  to  inquire, 
in  very  audible  French,  what  was  the  matter. 

"  Mounseer  Jack  Frog!"  said  a  bill-stickeri 
whose  political  convictions  had  been  shocked  at 
the  ribbon  itself,  but  whose  inmost  patriotism 
was  outraged  to  see  it  on  the  person  of  a 
Frenchman,  "  what  business  have  you  with 
that  thingumbob  ?  Don't  you  know  that  this  is 
a  land  of  liberty?"  In  practical  illustration  of 
which  sentiment,  he  unceremoniously  tart  off 
the  party  sign. 
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The  Count's  good  humour  vanished.  "  How 
do  yea  dare?"  he  said  indignantly. 
''  Rmch  his  head,"  roared  one  of  the  buffs. 
''  Enodc  him  into  the  middle  of  next  week/' 
suggested  another. 

"  m  knock  your  head  off,  bully,  if  you  do," 
aid  the  Baronet,  who  saw  they  were  in  for  it. 

"  Bufly  yourself,"   retorted  the   bill-sticker ; 

**  wouldn't  you  like  to  hit  a  man  half  your  size  ?" 

**  Come   away,"  whispered  the  Count.     "  I 

^  I  could  have  caught  that  fellow  away  from 

kisgang;  but  here  they  would  murder  us." 

"  Not  at  all :  if  you  think  you  can  lick  him," 
vqdied  the  Baronet ;  "  and,  upon  my  soul,  I 
ftink  you  can." 

"  Pitch  into  the  monkey  Frenchman,  Jim ! 
why  don't  you?" 

"  Down  with  the  big  bully,  if  he  interferes," 
cried  a  score  of  voices. 

"  Oh,"  said  Sir  Thomas,  "  my  friend  is  ready 
enough  to  fight" 
"  Is  he  ?  Well,  that  aint  bad  for  a  Prench- 
!" 
Out  in  the  shed !  make  a  ring." 
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Count  Horace's  blood  was  up:  he  took  off 
his  coat,  and  went  to  work.  He  was  too  much 
excited  to  be  cool;  but  he  possessed  a  great 
deal  of  agility,  and  some  science, — ^his  adversary 
none.  Unluckily,  at  the  very  outset,  his  foot 
slipped  on  the  wet  ground,  and  he  felL 

'*  How  dare  you  ?  What !  would  you  ?  Would 
you  strike  a  man  when  he  is  down  ?"  cried  the 
bill-sticker's  partisans. 

To  the  surprise  of  Count  Horace,  he  was 
assisted  to  rise,  and  asked  if  he  was  ready  to  go 
on. 

''  Go  it,  Jim ;  hit  him  between  wind  and 
water!  Now  then,  Jim!  go  in  and  win!" 
shouted  the  buff  backers. 

But  notwithstanding  the  popular  encourage- 
ment, "Jim,"  who  was  three  parts  fuddled, 
who  swung  his  arms  about  like  the  sails  of  a 
windmill,  and  never  at  best  possessed  mudi 
skill  or  courage, — soon  gave  way  before  the 
well-directed  shower  of  blows  aimed  by  the 
impetuous  Count  Horace. 

"  Holloa !  well  done,  Jack  Prog !  Pay  him 
back,  Jim !     He  is  a  Blue  and  a  Frenchman !" 
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"  No,"  said  the  bill-sticker.     "  I  give  in, — 
thatHdo." 
"Hurrah!    hurrah!     Brayvo,  Jack   Frog!" 
Sir  Thomas  stopped  his  pupil's  arm,  in  the 
midst  of  the  shouts ;  and  Count  Horace,  thus 
restraJoed,  understood   that  his   foe   was  van- 
quished ;  but  with  his  victory  his  consciousness 
'^turned,  and  he  remembered  that  he  was  in  the 
loidst  of  a  gang.     He  was  about  to  suggest  the 
^^cy  of  an  attempt  at  flight,  when  he  was 
^'OQght  to  imderstand  their  congratulations. 
"  That'll  do  for  one  day,"  said  the  Baronet ; 
Imt  give  back  the  bow  you  snatched  away,  if 
*^Ou  have  had  a  belly-full." 

"Oh  yes!  that's  fair,  if  he  won't  fight, — ^give  it 

^^ack !  Cursed  cur,  that  Jim  !  no  more  pluck  than 

^p^eon, — ^but  let  them  go !  Three  cheers  for  the 

t'renchman  !  he  has  done  what  no  other  two  ever 

did  before,  licked  an  Englishman — three  cheers 

fbrMounseer,  and  six  groans  for  his  blue  ribbon." 

"  As  for  that,"  said  the  Baronet,  "  my  lads ! 

here  is  my  friend's  ribbon  and  mine  too, — do 

what  you  like  with  them." 

k3 
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''  Hurrah !"  shouted  the  buffs, — ''  what  does 
Mounseer  say  ?" 

''  He  says,"  replied  Sir  Thomas,  "  that  he 
won't  wear  it,  because  the  blue  is  almost  as 
dirty  as  the  buff." 

"  Hurrah !  hurrah !  hurrah."  At  this  piece 
of  independence  he  was  cheered  three  times 
louder.  "Brayvo!  He  is  game  to  the  back 
bone.  His  mother  must  have  fed  him  on  roast 
beef  when  frogs  was  ris !" 

And  amid  the  buff  plaudits,  the  Count  made 
his  exit,  arm-in-arm  with  his  friend. 

'^  You  have  just  seen  a  specimen  of  the  lower 
orders,  in  the  full  excitement  of  liquor  and 
electioneering.  Does  there  exist  in  any  other 
people  the  same  sense  of  fair  play  ?  Where  but 
in  England  would  an  angry  mob  allow  a  pot 
companion  to  be  thrashed  by  a  stranger,  a 
foreigner,  and  an  enemy,  and  allow  the  victor  to 
escape  scot  free  ?  Where  not  allow  him  to  be 
struck  when  down,  or  off  his  guard,  or  when  he 
had  surrendered?" 

''  I  confess,"  replied  the  Count,  "  that  any- 
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wbere  else  in  Europe,  they  would  all  have  fallen 

"Tlis,''    observed    Sir    Thomas,    '*  is  the 

chiviby  of  the  vulgar;   if  i^ot  originatmg  in 

pugilism,  it  is  at  least  perpetuated  by  what  is 

ciled  *  the  brutalizing  pastime   of  the  ring/ 

It  is  like  oockfighting,  which  your  square-toed 

People  have  long  since  dassed  with  cock-shying 

and  bull-baiting,  as  mere  unredeemed  cruelty. 

^Vt  I  say,  that  the  contemplation  of  the  utmost 

V^iioal  heroism  which  two  game  cocks  display, 

^  apt  to  excite  some  emulation  in  the  spectator ; 

^^  that  it  has  not  been  unobserved  by  the 

'^ollgar  is  evident,  since  with  them  ^  game '  has 

tiecome  the  synonyme  for  courage  and  endurance. 

iPor  my  own  part,  I  do  not  think  it  quite  so 

cruel  as  cooking  some  hundred  shrimps,  which 

are  boiled  alive  for  the  breakfast  of  some  worthy 

soul  who  writes,  or  of  some  gentle  reader  who 

reads  the  touching  paragraphs  in  which  the 

qxvt  is  stigmatised. 

**  Here  comes  the  stage ;  let  us  get  up ;  but 
there  is  only  room  behind.'' 
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It  was  a  short-stage  coach ;  on  the  same  side 
with  them  was  a  female  with  a  bundle^  she 
complained  of  being  a  little  sick ;  opposite  to 
them  were  two  journeymen  and  a  smug  trades- 
man. 

"  Will  you  move,  ma'am  ?**  said  one  of  the 
journeymen,  "perhaps  it's  your  back  to  the 
horses." 

"  Oh  no,"  observed  the  tradesman,  "  that  is 
always  a  mere  fency." 

"  Thank  you,"  replied  the  lady,  "  I  do  fed 
a  sort  of  come-over-ishness." 

'*  Change  places,  Sam,"  said  the  journeyman 
to  his  companion. 

"  Here,  ma'am,"  exclaimed  Sam ;  "  but 
come,"  he  continued  to  the  tradesman,  who  had 
shown  no  inclination  to  accommodate  her,  "  you 
had  better  move ;  here  is  a  lady  as  aint  well, 
— ^you  would'nt  have  her  sit  outside,  would 
you?" 

"  Oh  certainly,"  said  the  surly  tradesman; 
and  he  gave  the  woman  up  the  central  place. 

"  Now,"  observed  Sir  Thomas,  "  is  it  not  a 
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Gahnmy  to  say  that  the  lower  orders  of  English 
want  gaOantiy,  in  their  roi^h  way  ?" 

It  most  not  be  imagined  that  Count  Horace 
took  everything  for  granted,  or  without  due 
inquiry, — that  bdng,  as  we  have  seen,  of  an 
excitable  temperament  he  was  carried  by  the 
reaction  of  conviction  a  little  beyond  the  line  of 
truth,  within  the  limits  of  exaggeration.  Even 
Sir  Thomas  soon  became  tired  of  the  very 
enthusiasm  he  had  worked  up  in  his  Telemachus, 
Mid  of  the  task  of  cicerone.  So  probably  is  the 
reader  by  this  time,  and  so  undoubtedly  is  the 
author,  and  therefore  we  will  cease  to  follow 
him. 

"My  good  Sir  Thomas!"  said  the  Coimt, 
on  the  eve  of  his  embarkation,  with  English 
'iorses,  dogs,  top  coats,  and  double  guns,  in  a 
Jrfgh  state  of  Anglo-mania,  "  my  good  Sir 
Tbomas,  with  a  few  exceptions,  I  could  almost 
"C  of  yovur  opinion  in  thinking  yours  the  land  of 
Pofection." 

"My  opinion !"  repeated  Sir  Thomas ;  "  pray 
ion^t  say  my  opinion.  There  is  not  a  thing  in 
the  infernal  country — ^from  beginning  to  end — 
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that  I  would  not  alter  and  remodd ; — the  cant — 
the  hypocrisy — ^the  waste — ^the  meanness — the 
ostentation  —  the  roguery  —  the  oppression! 
Don't  say  my  opinion.  There  is  not  one  thing 
I  would  not  change  radically,  if  I  could ;  but — 
not  on  the  model  of  the  continent,  my  boy !" 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Count  Horace  awoke  one  morning  in  St. 
Petersburg,  his  temples  throbbed,  his  blood  felt 
feverish  and  drowsy,  and  he  would  again  have 
J^tiddd  to   the  influence  of  sleep  still  weigh- 
^  heavily  on  his  eyelids,   had  he  not  been 
^tarded  by   the  strangeness  of  the  bed.      He 
dkl  not  recognize  its  counterpane  and  hang- 
ings of  rich    brocaded    silk,   or  its    cambric- 
covered  piUows  with  their  trinmiings  of  Mechlin 
lace.     Where  was  he  ?     As  he  rubbed  his  eyes 
and  with  them  rubbed  up  his  recollections,  it 
occurred  to  him  that  he  had  been  supping  the 
night  before  with  Prince  Isaakoff,  the  son  of 
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the  late  miilionnaire,  just  returned  to  daim  his 
inheritance. 

The  last  thing  Horace  could  recall  to  memory 
was  an  attempt  to  quaff,  for  the  second  time, 
an  enormous  crystal  goblet,  a  sort  of  cup  of 
Hercules  sparkling  with  champagne  pimch ;  and 
he  thence  concluded  that,  in  the  same  manner 
as  many  of  the  Prince's  guests  before  him,  he 
had  succumbed  to  the  mighty  potation. 

Prince  John  Isaakoff  had  always  been  "  one 
of  the  best  fellows  in  the  world,"  and  now  he 
was  one  of  the  richest.  Horace  had  known 
him  in  Paris,  in  Italy,  and  on  the  Rhine ;  and 
though  there  was  no  striking  similarity  in  their 
ideas  or  predilections,  they  had  gone  through 
together  some  of  the  most  stirring  scenes  of 
Horace's  gayest  years,  and  they  had  always 
been  on  terms  of  unusual  intimacy.  Conr 
eluding,  therefore,  that  he  must  have  been  put 
to  sleep  in  an  apartment  of  the  Isaakoff  palace, 
he  jumped  out  of  bed,  and  looked  around 
him. 

The  room  in  which  he  was  united  the  taste 
of  Paris  with  the  comfort  peculiar  to  English 
dwellings,  in  its  furniture  and  decorations.    On 
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each  side  of  the  English  hed,  from  which  he 
had  just  ris^i,  were  doors  of  richly  carved 
walnut  wood,  impanelled,  as  well  as  the  wall 
above  them,  with  paintings  in  the  style  of  Le- 
moine  and  Blanchard. 

A  scene  of  bathing-nymphs,  or  Diana  and 

ActJBon,   the   toilet   of  Venus,    or   mermaids 

vranging  their  dripping  hair,  served  to  indicate 

i^6^)ectively  the  entrance  to  the  baths  or  dress- 

"?  rooms.      The  chimney-piece  was  of  finely 

^ptured   Carrara  marble,    and   reflected    in 

^  glass  above  it,  the  massive  dock  with  the 

gilded  group  supporting  it,    and    two    costly 

^^8es  of  Malachite  found  in  the  possessions  of 

^har  o?mer.     These  vases  were  empty,  though 

always  filled  in  the  winter  with  flowers,  when 

^flowers,    now   in  full   season   and   abundance, 

were  rare  and  worth  their  weight  in  gold. 

Within  this  chinmey-piece  was  an  English 
grate  with  all  its  appurtenances,  and  to  tempt 
one  to  loll  in  beside  it  when  blazing  with  searcoal 
luxurious  spring  chairs  around  the  hearth-rug. 

He  drew  aside  the  window-curtain,  the  spring 
blmd  rolled  up  to  the  touch,  and  the  massive 
iheet  c^  plate  glass  glided  noiselessly  on  one 
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side  in  its  mahogany  frames.  The  broad  rapid 
Neva  flowed  before  him,  the  sky  was  dear  and 
sunny  as  on  the  shores  of  the  Mediterranean, 
and  shewed  the  transparent  purity  of  the  cold 
and  arrowy  waters  in  which  its  cloudless  blue 
was  mirrored. 

The  gilded  spire  of  the  fortress  opposite  gKt- 
tered  in  the  sun,  beyond  it  the  domes,  of  many 
Byzantine  churches,  green,  and  starred,  and 
tipped  with  gold,  in  the  suburb  of  the  Peter- 
bourskoi  Storon^;  for  the  northern  bank  of 
the  Neva  and  all  the  islands  of  its  delta  on 
which  the  city  was  originally  founded,  and 
which  Peter  the  Great  intended  should  sustain 
another  Amsterdam,  the  holy  city  of  his  dreams, 
has  continued  with  the  exception  of  one — the 
Vasili  Ostroff — still  marsh  or  wood,  converted 
into  market-gardens  or  promenades  sprinkled 
with  villas.  Such  part  of  the  city  as  has 
gathered  around  that  which  he  first  erected, 
has  sunk  into  a  mere  suburb  where  wooden 
houses,  and  the  bearded  population,  and  the 
Muscovite  churches,  with  their  melon-shaped 
domes  and  minarets,  have  taken  refuge. 

The  palaces,  the  magnifioenoe,  the  ini^pro- 
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piiate  classic  architecture,  with  its  colonades  and 
peristyles,  has  crept  over  the  mainland  of  the 
southern  shore.  The  very  statue  of  the  grim 
qU  Peter  is  raised  there ;  but  he  is  pointing 
with  his  outstretched  hand  towards  the  island, 
ssifthe  sculptor  had  imbued  the  bronze  with 
the  mind  and  tongue  of  the  original,  and  that 
turning  his  back  on  all  the  Greek  and  Latin  pa- 
laces, he  was  saying,  "  There  is  where  1  meant 
to  found  my  dty." 

As  the  river  here  swells  to  embrace  in  many 

vins  its  islands,  it  is  very  wide.    Being  above 

the  bridge,  no  craft  ascend  but  the  frigate  brigs 

^  yachts  which  lie  opposite  the  windows  of 

the  winter  palace,  on  a  line  with  which  rose  the 

^Qansion  of  Prince  John  Isaakoff. 

There  only  floated  therefore  on  its  surface,  the 
UQwiddy  and  gigantic  rafts  or  barques  drift;ed 
down,  to  end  here,  perhaps  a  three  years'  voyage 
having  come  some  thousand  miles  from  the 
vidnity  of  the  Caspian,  or  from  the  interior  of 
the  Empire,  laden  with  its  produce.  In  singular 
contrast  to  these,  hundreds  of  gondolas,  gaily 
painted,  with  awnings  and  with  high  gall^- 
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shaped  poops,  glided  backwards  and  forwards,  to 
carry  on  the  communication  between  the  oppo« 
site  banks  of  the  river. 

As  Horace  turned  to  seek  the  bell,  a  Russian 
servant  stood  before  him,  and  with  a  low  salaam 
threw  open  a  vast  wardrobe,  where  he  found  an 
assortment  of  dressing  gowns  and  slippers ;  and 
at  the  same  moment  he  was  hailed  by  the  voice 
of  the  Prince  through  the  open  doors  of  the  adja- 
cent apartment.  But  when  he  entered  the 
room  it  seemed  empty,  till  the  servant  drew  aside 
a  screen,  and  his  host  was  discovered  lying  on  a 
sofa  in  his  robe-de-chambre.  The  sheets,  the 
pillows,  and  the  satin  coverlet  shewed  that  he 
bad  slept  there. 

"  How  have  you  slept,  my  dear  Horace  ?  We 
were  not  in  a  condition  to  move  far  from  the 
scene  of  action.  The  next  is  the  room  where  we 
supped.    So  I  had  you  carried  to  my  own  bed." 

"  A  very  touching  act  of  firiendship,"  replied 
Horace,  "  but  which  I  should  more  have  appre- 
ciated had  I  not  seen  that  you  Russians  never 
seem  to  sleep  on  beds." 

"  Not  very  often,  it  is  true,  for  though  there 
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are  ibrfy  beds  I  suppose  in   this  house,  they 

might  go  six  months  without  being  slept  in. 

There  are  many  weighty  reasons  for  prefi^ng  a 

couch;  in  the  first  place — ^Dimitriy  areyou there  ?" 

No  Dimitri  answered,  and  then  the  Prince  gave 

utterance  to  his  jest ;  "  My  groom  of  the  chambers 

W  the  same  idea  of  sleeping  in  a  bed  that  the 

Gnmd  Duke   Constantine  has  of  campaigning 

'^  an  army." 

**Whatisthat?'* 

*'He  says  it  spoils  the  bed;  and  the  Grand 
*^Uke  says  that  fighting  spoils  the  soldiers*  uni- 
'^^Tns.     But  the  feet  is,  my  dear  fellow,  you  do 
^^  know  the  luxury  of  it.'* 

'*  I  can  conceive  that  one  may  soon  learn  to 
^^^>Dsider  it  as  but  slight  hardship ;  but  I  do  not 
Understand  its  becoming  exactly  a  luxury," 
Replied  Horace. 

^  Ah,  you  have  not  experienced  the  delightful 
^ase  of  putting  on  your  schlafi:xx;k  and  slippers  be- 
fore you  go  to  supper ;  you  sit  down  to  it,  you  get 
veiy  drunk  perhaps,  and  are  quietly  wheeled  to 
where  you  mean  to  sleep,  or  masked  by  a  screen 
as  I  was  last  ni^t ;  and  here  you  may  be,  as  I 
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am,  ready  to  drink  your  tea,  or  to  receive  with- 
out having  stirred  from  your  couch.  It  is  an 
Orientalism  you  will  learn  to  appreciate  in  time. 
But  I  hope,  my  dear  Horace,  that  you  have  not 
forgotten  on  your  feather  bed  the  promise  you 
made  last  night  ?" 

''  What  promise  ?" 

*'  To  go  with  me  to  my  estates,  and  to  remain 
here  till  we  depart." 

"  Did  I  so  promise  ?" 

**  Did  you  not  vow  so  ?" 

''  Well,  Isaakoff,  if  I  did,  the  vow  is  not  quite 
so  rash  as  that  of  Iphigenia's  sire." 

"  You  don't  know  that  ;  you  do  not  know 
what  our  Russian  country  seats  are  like,"  replied 
the  Prince ;  "  but  anyhow  I  keep  you  to  your 
promise.     Will  you  take  tea  now  ?" 

"  Directly  I  am  washed." 

"Then  make  hast€,  for  I  have  a  world  of 
business  to  go  through  to-day.  Just  imagine  one 
of  those  days  so  happily  gone  by,  when  my 
doors  were  besieged  with  creditors,  and  I  was 
plunged  in  schemes  to  raise  the  wind,  or  bolster 
up  my  battered  credit ;  imagine,  a  day  just  as 
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hosj  before  one,    with  looking  through  the 

inveDtoiy  of  one's  houses,    lands,    mines,  and 

peasants,  besi^ed  by  one's  obsequious  vassals." 

When  Horace  had  completed  a  hasty  toilet,  he 

found  the  door  of  the  room  in  which  he  left  his 

ix)st  shut  too :  the  lock  was  one  of  those  new 

patents,  so   exceedingly  clever  in   contrivance, 

as  to  puzzle  aQ  ordinary  comprehension  to  shut 

^  when  open,  or  to  open  it  when  shut.     They 

^  double    doors;  so  instead    of   knocking 

floface  adventurously  resolved  to  find  his  way 

'^Und  by  the  staircase. 

It  was  a  noble  staircase  of  white  marble,  the 
^^^Usel  of  the  sculptor  had  wreathed  the  balustrade 
"^th  carvings  delicately  frail,  of  the  leaves,  and 
^\iit,  and  branches  of  the  vine. 

Two  servants  in  a  somewhat  tawdry  livery 
'hrew  open  a  door;  he  traversed  one  dimly 
lighted  apartment,  and  then  stood  within  ano- 
ther of  very  large  dimensions,  in  the  midst  of  a 
Vast  crowd  of  bearded  Russian  plebeians,  and  of 
bearded  and  unbearded  servants  in  and  out  of 
lively. 
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His  progress  was  arrested  by  those  around 
him  falling  prostrate  on  the  inlaid  floor,  and 
Idssing  the  hem  of  his  dressing  gown.  He  had 
some  difficulty  in  disengaging  himself  and  in 
proceeding  onward ;  though  as  he  did  so  it  was 
obvious  that  he  had  been  mistaken  for  the 
Prince,  until  the  valet  Dimitri  led  him  back  to 
where  Isaakoff  was  still  upon  his  sofa.  The 
sheets  and  pillows  had  been  removed ;  the  Prince 
was  no  longer  lying  but  reclining,  his  legs  still 
imderneath  the  coverlet,  and  a  long  Turkish  pipe 
in  his  mouth. 

He  laughed  heartily  at  his  guest's  adventure. 

"  Those  are  my  domestic  servants,  a  hundred 
and  fifty  of  them  I  think  I  hear  there  are,  and 
a  few  of  my  serfs,  all  anxious  to  get  a  glimpse 
of  the  rising  sun.     Do  you  take  tea,  Horace?" 

''Oh  I  take  tea  ever  since  I  have  been  in 
England." 

The  Prince  clapped  his  hands ;  it  is  an  Orien- 
tal fashion  in  which  the  Russians  still  indulge, 
and  is  more  convenient  than  ringing  a  bdl 
which  you  have  to  lift  from  a  table  beside  you. 
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''  You  ne^er  drank  tea  in  England,  the  English 
have  no  more  conception  of  good  tea  than  you 
Ittve  in  fVanoe  of  good  coffee." 
"  You  are  pleased  to  be  paradoxical." 
"No,  I  am  matter  of  &ct ;  they  neither  drink 
good  tea,  nor  coffee,  nor  chocolate  in  England, 
good  tea  never  ^  for  the  reason  that  you  cannot 
Joake  coffee  in  France, — they  have  nothing  but  a 
^'oarse  leaf,  and  in  France  you  never  have  the 
fineat  Mocha  berry." 

''And  yet  I  had  considered  them  as  staple 
/^ncdons  of  their  respective  kitchens." 

*' Nothing   can  be  more    erroneous;    it    is 

l^ain  that  the  preparation  of  any  such  beverage 

^Xist  depend  on  the  quality  of  the  material,  as 

^^Uich  as  on  the  skill  in  brewing  it.     Now  the 

iiEUifterial  for  tea  is  wanting  in  England ;  the  finest 

imported  is  coarse  flavoured,  and  they  draw  it 

So  long  and  make  it  so  strong  that  the  infusion 

becomes  too  astringent  and  bitter,  to  be  drinkable 

without   cream   or  milk;  now  cream  or  milk 

added  to  our  high  flavoured  teas  would  be  like 

adding  beer  to  Burgundy." 

''  As  for   coffee,  the  finest  Mocha  berry  is 

VOL.   I.  L 
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nearly  unknown ;  and  when  they  hwe  it  they  do 
not  understand  the  art  of  drawing  out  its  flaTour 
and  aroma — just  as  with  diocolate,  which  ought: 
to  be  the  pure  cacao  nut  deprived  by  roasting  of 
all  its  volatile  oil,  and  a  fitting  £Dod  for  the 
most  delicate  stomach.  By  mixing  it  with  milk 
in  Eki^and,  and  with  cream  and  ^gs  iaFranoe^ 
they  convert  it  into  a  bev^'age  doying  and  offibit- 
sive. 

'^  In  France  with  the  coffee,  as  with  the  tea  in 
England,  excellence  is  impossible,  because  the 
best  Mocha  is  nowhere  used.  They  may  draw 
out  aU  that  is  in  the  berry,  but  make  alwi^  a 
beverage  flavourless,  add,  and  heatings  with 
which  the  habitues  of  your  coffee  houses  are 
satisfied,  and  which  travelling  Englishmsn 
admire." 

"  We  will  try,"  said  Horace,  "  how  fiur  your 
own  bears  out  your  critidsm." 

''  But  what  do  you  smoke  ?"  And  on  asignal^ 
an  attendant,  who  might  be  called  the  slave  of  the> 
pipe,  brought  forth  a  case  containing  cigara  of 
every  age,  and  hue  and  description,  together  with 
a  lighted  taper.     ''  Or  will  you  try  the  Tuikish 
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oaigileh,  or  the  Indian  hookah,  or  the  simp^ 
"nffkish  pipe,  so  great  a  fiivotirite  in  Russia,  with 
the  red  day  bofrl  and  cherry  stick,  and  ainber 
noofrpieoe,  orsoine  of  the  German  meerschaum 
orshgfaora  pipes;  I  have  plenty  in  my  collec- 
tion,  tilOTigfa  we  consider  them  low  and  vulgar; 
od  oid]r  fit  fdr  Cdbashniks/' 
''What  are  Calboshniksr 
"Ok,  it  is  the  popular  name  for  Germans ;  it 
^"^^^sa  sausage-makers;  they  are   called  more 
Pt^fitely  Niemetr  or  duhimies,  a  name  singularly 
^^^^^ifvopriate,  particulariy  when  applied  to  dieir' 
*0&nts.'^ 
*•  What  are  you  smoking?" 
^  The  Jokoff  tobacco,  a  Russian  preparation ; 
^  acquired  taste,  and  one  which  you  will  pro- 
'^'^  not  like." 

He  tea,  a  very  weak  infusion,  was  poured  out 
^*^m  several  minute  teapots,  into  tumblers,  and 
^^^irved  with  sugar  and  slices  of  lemon,  and 
^Duktoees,  <»*  Russian  rusks. 

''Wbat  without  cream?  said  Horace;"  this 
"Would  hanfly  suit  an  English  palate." 

"Ikm^t  talk  of  comparing  Ed^Is^  tea  to  the 

L  2 
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Russian,  you  might  as  well  liken  the  coarsest  gin 
to  the  finest  vintage  of  Johannisberg/' 

"I  win  send  to  my  Tartar  coachman  for  some 
of  the  tea  his  people  use,  pressed  into  a  brick  and 
looking  like  a  cake  of  greaves ;  they  cut  it  with 
an  axe,  boil  it  in  milk  for  hours,  and  that  you  will 
find  more  like  your  English  tea.  Try  this,  it  is 
the  finest  green,  it  is  worth  forty  shillings  a  pound; 
here  are  several  sorts  of  the  yellow  tea,  costing 
about  the  double :  what  do  you  say  to  them  f  * 

"  The  green  is  certainly  magnificent ;  its  per- 
fume is  delicious.  The  others  are  very  firagrant 
also,  but  then  they  do  not  taste  like  tea  at  all ;  I 
still  like  cream  or  milk,  and  cups.'' 

"  Ah,  if  you  were  a  connoisseur,  you  would 
know  that  a  drop  of  milk  spoils  so  delicate  a  fla- 
vour, and  then  you  would  appreciate  the  luxury 
of  seeing  it  sparkle  in  a  tumbler  in  the  true  Mus- 
covite fashion." 

"  Now  let  us  try  your  pipe,"  said  Count 
Horace,  and  as  his  notice  was  attracted  by 
a  boat  passing  on  the  river,  he  kneeled  on  the 
Prince's  sofa  and  attempted  to  lean  over  it ;  but 
his    knee  rested    on    something   that   moved 
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under  him  like  a  creq>ing  mass  of  flesh,  although 
it  was  beyond  the  Prince's  feet,  and  a  hoarse 
<ay  seemed  to  proceed  from  imder  the   satin 
[  coyeriet 

As  the  Count  started  back  in  terror,  a  gigan- 
tic bead,  with  grizzled  hair  and  bu^hy  eyebrows 
scowled  out  upon  him  from  beneath  it,  and  then 
^Dapped  its  teeth  like  an  angry  dog,  and  con- 
&tted  muttering  at  him.    Whilst  Isaakoff  was 
^  convulsed  with  laughter,  the  body  pertaining 
^  the^ormous  head,  which  scarcely  exceeded  it 
^  Vohune  disengaged  itself  slowly  from  its  cover- 
^^9  and  a  dwarf  of  the  minutest  proportions 
^'^scended  carefully  from  the  canopy,  still  chat- 
^^ing  and  grinning  like  a  furious  ape. 

^Do  you  know  what  he  says?"  laughed  the 
'^Since,  "  that  you  may  well  look  afraid,  though 
Vtm  are  so  big.  Come  I  Archib,  that  will  do, 
%o  to  your  place." 

"Well  I  confess,  that  Iwas  startled;  but  as  I 
^^vould  not  purposdyhave  hurt  the  little  creature, 
|n«y  teD  him  so." 

"  Oh  that  is  needless,  he  is  very  old  and  half 
idbtic,  he  does  not  know  even  me,  he  mistakes 
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me  for  my  fiither,  who  was  singulariiy  kind  to  all 
his  slaves,  particulaiiy  to  this  poor  Ardiib,  who 
has  taken  his  deathso  much  to  heart  that  it  has 
still  further  deranged  his  senses.  My  father  used 
him  for  the  last  twenty  years  as  a  foot-warmer, 
and  having  found  his  way  in  here  this  morning, 
he  proceeded  at  once  to  his  old  place.  It  was  on 
this  very  8o&  that  the  old  gentleman  died ;  was 
it  not  Dietrich?" 

These  words  were  addressed  to  a  man  habited 
in  black,  who  had  just  entered,  smooth,  oily,  and 
subs^rient  in  his  aspect,  with  a  head  like  a  jHm* 
pie,  on  his  rotund  little  body. 

"  High,  wdll-bom  Prince ! "  returned  IXetrich, 
with  a  bow  in  which  was  concentrated  as  much 
abject  submissiveness  as  in  the  prostration  of  all 
the  domestics  who  had  kissed  the  groimd  before 
Horace  put  together,  "  High  well-bom  Prince  I 
on  this  very  sofa  it  was  that  the  spirit  of  your 
late  lamented  father  passed  away,  in  the  arms  of 
your  faithful  humble  savant.  It  must  be  a 
melancholy  satisfaction  to  you,  my  high  and  weH- 
bom  master,  to  know  that  he  was  visited  in  his 
last  moments  by  his  Imperial  Highness  the 


THE  WHITE  SLAVE. 


223 


Gmd  Duke  Comtantine  Paulovitch.  Two  hours 

ie  had  lain  groaniBg  inoessantly,  clasping  the 

daobH^s  hand  so  iight  in  his  that  he  covld  not 

diseogage  it,  when  I  saw  from  the  window  his 

hiperial  Highness  descend  from  his  carriage. 

Qd  tbis  annomicement,  your  father  started  up — 

'Oietrich,'  he  said,  *  Dietrich,  my  excellent,  my 

^ftkj  stewtfxl!    make  haste,    my   regulation 

^t,  my  senator's  uniform,  are  all  my  orders  on 

^  XAetnch  ?  my  St.  Vladinir,  my  St.  Stanislas, 

'^y  St  George,  and  my  St.  Anne  ?' 

"^Would  yon  believe  it,  my  high,  wdl-bom  mas- 

^^,  that  the  Grand  Duke  was  upon  us  before  we 

^^idd  &sten  the  last  hook  and  eye  of  the  collar  ? 

^'k  was  the  cmly  thing  for  which  my  poor  master 

^^buked  me  when  he  was  dying ;  but  on  the  back 

^  his  neck  he  had  an  open  blister,  and  I  was 

obliged  to  handle  him   tenderly.     I  saw   the 

Chnnd  Duke'6  eye  rest  on  the  unfastened  collar ; 

Vat  his  mercifid  Highness  made  no  remark. 

'^  E^ht  hours  after,  my  noble  mast^  expired ; 
and  his  last  words  w^^ ; '  Dietridi,  it  was  not  po 
fimni,  it  was  not  according  to  regulation ;  I 
know  how  a  button  undone  ang^^   all  that 
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family,  and  leads  too  often  to  a  man's  undoing ; 
I  hope  the  Grand  Duke  may  not  remember  it 
when  he  comes  across  my  son.  Oh  Dietridi ! 
Dietrich,  it  was  not  po  form6/  and  so,  my 
Lord ;  he  closed  his  blessed  eyes." 

"Idiotic  gossip,"  muttered  the  Prince,  and 
then  he  continued,  "  so,  Dietrich,  I  hear  that 
my  lamented  father  remained  to  the  last  as  he 
had  always  been,  too  good  and  easy  for  his  kna- 
vish people." 

"  My  high  and  weU-bom  master,  who  is  a 
saint  in  heaven  now,"  replied  Dietrich  looking  up 
as  if  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  the  deceased  in  his 
mind's  eye.  "  My  high  and  well-bom  master  was 
a  real  angel  upon  earth,  I  always  thought  so,  but 
never  more  than  when  he  got  too  fat  to  walk, 
and  that  his  slaves  carried  him  from  one  room 
to  another  on  his  chair  or  sofa." 

"Dietrich,"  he  used  to  say,  "I  should  like 
to  go  into  the  picture  gallery ;  but  I  do  not  like 
to  give  those  lads  the  trouble.  When  a  man  is 
too  obese  to  move  he  should  lie  still." 

"  I  know  he  was  always  too  easy  to  his 
slaves,"  said  the  Prince  sternly ;  "  but  I  have 
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me  reason  to  suspect  that  he  was  mighty 
eaajr  with  his  agents  also ;  I  am  not  so,  master 
Ketrich,  we  will  look  closely  into  accounts." 

"Oh !  my  Lord,"  said  Dietrich,  "  those  will 

I*  happy  moments.      How  many  years  past 

luve  I  longed  for  some  occasion  which  might 

'•ing  my  probity  to  light.     These  fourteen 

^tm  past  I  have  been  keeping  your  lamented 

^er's  books ;  there  are  forty  thousand  souls 

'^nthe  property,  and  I  might  almost  make 

^Id  to  say  that  scarcely  a  cow  has  eaten  a 

i^\ind  of  hay  or  a  hen  laid  an  egg  which  I 

^^ve  not  accounted  for;    but   your  lamented 

^.ther,  my    high  well-bom  master,    though  on 

-^ew  Years*  day  I  always   placed  all   the   last 

^^ar's  account  as  it  were  under  his  eye  to  court 

liis  leisure,  would  never  look  into  them." 

"Never  mind,   we  will,"   said  the   Prince, 
"  figure  by  figure." 

Here  Dietrich  threw   open  the  door  of  an 

adjacent  cabinet,  which  had  something  the  ap- 

*pearance   of  a  stationer's  warehouse  :  shelves 

all  round  the  walls  groaned  under  the  weight 

of  bundles  of  paper,   and  account-books,    and 
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solid  piles  of  manuscript  ascended  to  the  ceiling 
in  columns  and  half  columns. 

''Whatl  are  these  all  the  accounts  of  the 
fourteen  years  of  your  stewardship  army^  in 
battle  to  alarm  me  ?" 

"Ohl  no,"  said  Dietrich  mildly,  "these  are 
only  the  documents  which  relate  to  the  receipts 
and  profits  of  the  estate  for  the  two  quarters 
commendng  last  January  and  terminating  at 
midsummer." 

«0h!  indeed  r 

"Would  you  like,  my  high  and  weU-bom 
master,  to  go  into  them  directly  ?" 

"No,  I  think  I  wiQ  breakfitst  before  I  go 
through  them,"  said  the  Prince. 

"  Whenever  my  high  and  well-bom  master 
pleases ;  but  he  may  judge  how  anxious  I  am 
that  he  should  leave  nothing  unexamined.  Let 
me  put  it  to  you,  my  Lord,  is  it  not  natural, 
when  one  has  watched  for  years,  when  one  has 
shaved  and  pared  to  see  that  not  a  single  kopek 
should  be  misapplied  or  wasted,  saying  always : 
Dietrich,  is  it  because  thy  master  hath  forty 
thousand  slaves  and  a  million  and  a  half  of 
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nnibles  revenue,  is  it  because  thy  master  dreads 
the  sight  of  figures,  that  thou  shouldst  allow 
one  copper  to  be  wasted  ?     No,  Dietrich.    And 
then  when  one  has  kept  so   sharp  a  watch 
for  fourteen  years,  that  not  a  rat  has  gnawed 
at  a  dieese-paring  without  its  skin  being  con- 
verted into  money,    is  it  to  be  wondered  that 
one  should  long  for  a  gracious  master  to  look 
tbmugh  one's   accounts  and  books,  and  say : 
Hark'ye  mine  honest  hmnble-minded  Dietrich, 
^ough  those  who   envy  thee   say   that    thou 
P^Underest  and  thievest,  God  save  the  mark ! . 
'  have  cast  up  one  and  one,  and  two  and  two, 
^d  find    that  thou   art   true  as  gold  thrice 
Pttjven  in  the  fiimace." 

"Dietrich,"  said  the   Prince,  "thou  art  be- 
^^ome  a  thorough  Russian  in  one  thing." 
"My  Lord,  I  am  flattered." 
"Dietridiy  thou  smeUest  like  a  Russian.^' 
"If  my  Lord  says  so,  I  lament  it,"   said 
Dbtrich  cringing^y. 

''  Go  away  now,  send  Dimitri  with  pastilles, 
1%  can  thee  when  I  want  thee." 
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"  Body  and  soul,"  said  Dietrich  bowing  low 
*  I  am  always  at  the  disposal  of  my  high  and 
well-bora  master." 

"  111  dispense  with  the  body  just  now/'  said 
the  Prince. 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!"  laughed  Dietrich  as  he 
bowed  himself  out,  '*  excellent !  very  excellent ! 
witty,  witty,  very — ^very — ^very  witty  !" 

"  What  is  that  fellow  ?"  said  Horace. 

"A  knave,"  replied  the  Prince,  "a  very 
transparent  one." 

"  But  is  he  a  Russian  ?" 

"A  Russian  subject,  but  a  German,  bora  in  our 
German  provinces;  we  frequently  use  these  people 
as  overseers,  because  we  cannot  trust  our  own." 

"But  knave  for  knave,  why  not  employ 
Russians  ?" 

"  I  mean  to  try  it,"  replied  the  Prince ;  "  but 
there  is  this  advantage  in  a  German,  that  he 
is  a  reasonable  knave,  who  can  let  an  apple 
ripen  on  the  bough  without  plucking  it  eagerly 
off  whilst  green.  He  looks  to  keep  his  place, 
and  therefore  moderates  his  avidity.     He  will 
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not  kin  the  goose  that  lays  the  golden  eggs,  or 
take  more  than  the  fleece  from  the  sheep's  back, 
but  our  Russians  are  m  a  constant  fever,  their 
fingen  itch  till  they  have  potted  all  the  goose- 
grease,  and   stripped   off  all  the   sheep's  skin 
with  its  fleece,  though  they  know  that  there 
win  never  be  any  wool  to  gather  afterwards.  A 
Russian  in  Dietridi's  place  could  hardly  refrain 
fi^m  purloining  two  lumps  of  sugar  from  that 
Iwsinif  our  eyes  were  averted,  though  risking  a 
situation  in  which  he  pilfers   more   than   the 
^ount  of  Count  Nesselrode's  salary.     But  then 
he  has  more  in  his  character  of  the  traits  which 
Cicero  paints   in  Catiline  when  he  calls   him 
^etuous  of  that  of  others,  lavish  of  his  own. 
*lihe  Russian,  at  Easter,  would  pim^hase  half  a 
dozen  sleighs  of  frozen  meat  to  distribute  in 
diarity,  magnificent  diamonds  for  his  wife,  and 
make  a  rich  offering  to  his  saint ;  now  ail  the 
diarity  and  devotion  of  such  a  feUow  as  Dietrich 
would  be   concentrated   on   his  own  spherical 
Ktde  person.     There  is  another  advantage  too 
with  a  Russian,  if  he  be  your  own  serf  and  that 
you  keep  him  so,  (one  that  I  really  regret  when  I 
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look  upon  Dietrich,)  as  yoxir  Shakspeare  says  of 
the  courtier,  he  is  like  a  spunge. 

You  do  but  squeeze  him  and  he  is  dry  again." 

"  Do  you  know/*  said  Count  Horace,  "  that 
admirable  as  your  Russian  tea  may  be  and  crisp 
and  brown  as  are  your  soukarees^  they  do  not 
come  up  to  my  ideas  of  a  breakfast,  though 
they  may  do  to  break  a  fast." 

'^  Oh  !  do  not  indulge  the  belief  that  this  is 
breakfast,  you  shall  breakfast  presently,  as  luxu- 
riously  as  a  French  artiste  and  a  Russian  pover 
can  prepare  a  repast  so  important/' 

At  this  moment  Dimitri  announced  a  visi* 
tor  in  the  person  of  Gospodine  Jakof. 

"  Ah  !  Mr.  Jakof.  See,  Horace,  how  the  bees 
flock  roimd  the  sugar,  even  when  their  own 
honey  bags  are  full.  Last  time  I  was  in  Peters- 
burg, this  very  fellow,  who  was  richer  than  I  am, 
affected  to  keep  out  of  my  way,  lest  I  should 
borrow  money  from  him." 

Mr.  Jakof  was  a  young  man  with  a  promi- 
nent nose,  and  a  countenance  indicative  of 
uncommon  obtuseness.     The  exceeding  flcmdity 
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of liis  complexion,  and  the  vulgar  coarseness  of 
^  features,  gave  him  somewhat  of  the  appear- 
ance of  a  butcher  boy ;  if  one  could  imagine  a 
'^tdier  boy  in  tortoise-shell  spectacles,  which 
i«  wore.     He  was  habited  in  a  cut-a-way  coat 
^  outrageous  fiishion,    adorned  with  gigantic 
'^^'ttoQS ;  around  his  neck  was  a  handkerchief  tied 
^  an  enormous  bow,  and  the  hat  he  carried  in 
^  hand   was   of  that  shape  which  facetious 
-'^oodon  hatters  display  in  their  windows  with 
**^  superscription  of  tippy-bobby.     He  had  a 
I^^^ce  of  cotton  stuffed  in  each  ear,  lavender 
^^Icured  Parisian  ladies'  boots  upon  his  feet,  a 
"*^^]acca  himting  whip  in  his  hand,  and  three 
^^^  terriers  following  his  heels. 

"Ah,  my  dear  Sav6,"  said  the  Prince,  em- 
*^^cuag  him,  "  how  long  since  we  have  met. 
^ut  first  let  me  make  known  to  you  my  friend 
^^orace  de  Montressan — my  friend,  my  insepe- 
^•^le,  my  more  than  brother;  in  fact,  with 
Vour  luxuriant  imagination,  conceive  us  to  be 
%wo  bodies  animated  by  a  common  soul.'' 

"  Ah !"    said    Jakof,    who    notwithstanding 
the  insinuation  of  the  Prince,  did  not  exactly 
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look  an   imaginative  being,  "I  do  conceive  a 
Pilate  and  Orestes — I  am  honoured." 

"  Exactly,"  returned  Isaakoff,  "  we  are  even 
more  closely  united  in  the  bonds  of  friendship 
than  Pontius  Pilate  and  Orestes  were.  Now, 
Count  Horace,  let  me  make  known  to  you  my 
intimate — Savfe  Jakof — a  fellow  Anghmane.^^ 
(The  Prince  slily  thrust  his  tongue  •  into  his 
cheek  as  he  said  this).  '^If  he  lives  he  will 
inherit  one  of  the  largest  fortunes  in  Russia; 
if  he  dies  to-morrow,  the  moral  portion  of  his 
Imperial  Majesty's  subjects  will  get  rid,  with 
him,  of  one  of  their  greatest  eye-sores." 

"You  are  too  modest,"  said  Jakof,  who 
gloried  in  the  reputation  of  "row^'e,"  which 
his  meanness  had  alone  prevented  him  from 
deserving.  "  Here  are  you  returned  from  Paris — 
a  fitting  subject  truly  to  rail  at  those,  whom  an 
Imperial  will  keeps  by  their  humble  chimney 
corner." 

Jakof  was  hardly  seated  when  Dimitri 
announced  fresh  visitors. 

"  Flies  1  flies  1  flies  !"  said  Isaakoff,  "  attracted 
by  the  lump  of  sugar." 
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"Of  course,*'  said  Jakof,  "all  the  town 
bows  that  you  have  come  mto  a  milKon  and 
ahalf  of  roubles  a  year.  Do  as  I  do,  never 
play  high,  never  lend,  never  buy  of  your 
fiientt— I  never  do.  I  dine  at  Dulong's,  and 
give  eveiybody  plenty  of  champaign ;  but  beyond 
Aat,  your  himible  servant." 

"Ah!"  observed  the  Prince,  "it  would  be 
'^QMe  economical  to  omit  the  champaign." 

''IVe  tried   it,"    said  Jakof;    "they  won't 
**y;  th^  go  off  to  play  elsewhere." 

**I  shoidd  fed  flattered   by  such  society;" 
^d  Isaakoff;   but   as    he  spoke  the    Count 
^^^^diadoff.    Monsieur    Lesseps,     and    Sergius 
^^Hirakoff  were  introduced. 

"  Count  Horace,"  said  the  Prince,  "  allow  me 
^^  present  to  you  Monsieur  Lesseps,  your 
^^^lented  countryman — ^with  these  gentlemen  I 
^^e  you  are  acquainted." 

"Are  we  to  congratulate  you?"  said  Coimt 
Xodiadoff,  throwing  off  a  light  grey  doak,  and 
showing  the  undress  uniform  of  the  guards. 

"  Why,  my  friends,"  returned  Isaakoff,  "  you 
are  all  aware  that  I  have  come  into  a  fortune 
by  the  death  of  a  parent,,  with  whom  Ihad  long 
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since  ce&sed  to  be  on  terms  the  most  amicable — 
a  fortune  too  which  I  should  have  soon  become 
past  the  age  of  eiyoying.  Without  h&ng  very 
stony  hearted,  I  do  not  exactly  see  the  justice 
of  attaching  peculiar  stringency  to  any  natural 
ties  of  relationship,  when  unaccompanied  by 
other  bonds.  My  late  father  was  an  excellent 
man  in  his  way ;  but  then  he  lavished  all  his 
affection  on  his  slaves,  and  had  none  kft  ftr 
his  son;  it  is  their  place  to  weep  for  him.  On 
the  whole,  if  I  could  recall  the  old  gentleman 
to  life  to  share  my  fortune  with  me,  I  would  do 
it ;  but  as  I  can't,  considering  that  death  is 
the  common  lot,  that  all  regret  is  useless,  and 
that  there  are  several  circumstances  to  qualify 
the  bitterness  of  mine,  I  h  ave  resolved 
not  to  make  my  house  a  house  of  mourning. 
Why,  in  any  case,  should  we  seek  to  doud  the 
spirits  of  our  friends  with  our  own  domestic 
sorrows,  when  no  sympathy  can  recall  the 
dead?" 

'*  I  am  glad  to  see  you  take  it  so  phSoso- 
phically,"  said  Lochadoff . 

''Take  what? — his  million  and  half  per 
annum  philosophically,'^i  interrupted  Jakofl 
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"  Though,"  continued  Lochadoff,  "  who 
wouU  oot  have  excused  some  want  of  stoicism 
ofl  the  death  of  a  father?" 

"Ah  I**  said  Jakof,  "  Lochadoff !  we  all  know 
that  the  funeral  elegance  of  marble  and  of 
9»dH-the  poetry  and  sentiment  of  sorrow 
B  understood  in  your  &mily.  He  is  the  man, 
Ittakoff,  to  teach  you  what  is  proper  on  such 
Wfflions — he  has  mourned  over  four  fathers." 

"You  see,"   interrupted   Monsieur  Lesseps, 

^appeared  one  of  those  men  who  wrapped 

V  ia  the  triple  armour  of  th^  conceit,  their 

fi^Qrance,  and  want  of  sensibility,  are  always 

'^'^UUDg  foul  of  the  delicacies  and  decencies  of 

'^^fioed  society,  which  they  never  und^^tand, 

^^  when  bwn  it ;  but  which  when  raised  to 

^  f(»iu]tou8ly  in  after  life,  they  trample  down 

^  unoonsciously  as  an  ox  does  the  flowers  in  a 

*UIip  bed.  "  You  see,  Coimt,"  he  said,  addressing 

Mimself  femiliarly  to  Horace,  "  the  jest  is  the 

^ost  charming  in  the  world  ;  for   our  friend 

Xiochadoff  has  really  had  four  fathers ;  his  lady 

toother  has  really  buried  four  husbands.     She  is 

said  to  have  married  for  the  sake  of  peopling  a 
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little  P^re  la  Chaise,  which  she  has  establi 
in  her  English  garden,  adorned  with  tasty  m* 
ments  and  a  Gothic  chapel,  with  the  fret  % 
of  cast  iron  painted  stone  colour,  for  whidi 
architect  charged  her  twenty  thousand  1 
It  is  a  pet  spot,  which  she  takes  all  her  fri 
to  see.  She  has  always  kept  a  portfolio  fu 
elegant  designs  of  tombs  and  cenotaphs; 
she  has  always  had  some  models  got  ready 
each  wedding  trousseau." 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!"  laughed  Jakof.  "] 
do  they  say  she  got  rid  of  them?  Tell 
that." 

"Why  that,"  continued  Lesseps,  "was 
simple.     She  chose  them,  after  consulting 
doctor,  according  to  their  prospects  of  a  sp 
dissolution.     Just  with  the  hair-trigger  sel 
one  might  say,  quite  ready  to  go  off — at 
so  it  is  reported," 

The  Count  Lochadoff  coloured  slightly, 
coughed  to  conceal    his    embarrassment 
annoyance.  « 

"  Ah  !"  continued  Lesseps,  "  our  lieute 
coughs — a  hollow  cough — I  hope  it  is 
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sumptiVe,  for  his  lady  mother's  sake.  When 
the  Russians  learned  her  sepulchral  taste,  she 
seduced  a  foreigner  into  matrimony;  but  now 
unhappfly  the  Greek  church  interferes,  and  will 
not  allow  a  fifth  husband,  though  all  the  con- 
tbept  of  Europe  is  open  to  her  choice." 

"Perhaps  I  might  suggest,"  observed  Lo- 
cfaadoff,  **  that  you  would  have  shown  quite  as 
much  delicacy  in  choosing  another  object  for 
/our  scandal" 

'*0h!   no  offence,  yoxmg  gentleman,"  re- 

^^'tied  Lesseps.     "  I  neither  intended  any,  nor 

^^^  if  I  gave  it.     You  must  take  me  as  you 

^d  me.     I  learned  to  speak  out  what  I  think 

'^Udly  and   roughly    enough    when    I   was   a 

*^>immer ;  for  I  began  life,  gentlemen,  by  rattling 

^t^  calf-skin;   and    when    I    became    maitre 

**  flrme*,  I  acquired  the  art,  which  I  have  not 

*V^rgotten,  of  answering  with  a  yard  of  steel  for 

^Jl  that  I  have  roughly  spoken." 

'*  Come,"  said  Isaakoff,  "  we  all  know  that 
Viis  tongue  is  licensed.     But  let  us  hear  what  is 
passing  in  the  Chevalier  guards.     What  makes 
you  look  so  sleepy,  Lochadoff  ?" 
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"  I  was  at  parade  this  morning  at  six,  so  1 
was  awakened  at  two  to  get  on  my  leather 
breeches,  and  could  not  afterwards  get  to 
sleep." 

"  I  ato  afraid/'  said  Horace,  "  that  if  you  do 
not  dressf  more  speedily,. you  could  not  get  vay 
quickly  to  horse  in  case  of  an  alarm." 

"  My  good  Sir,"  replied  Lochadoff,  "  I  see 
you  do  not  know  what  an  affair  our  bockskiiifl 
are — to  make  them  set  properly  we  are  obliged 
to  put  them  on  damp,  and  to  let  them  dry  upon 
the  body." 

"Ill tell  you  what,"  said  Horace;  "for  my 
own  part  I  would  sooner  go  to  parade  ift  a 
pair  of  shorts  as  loose  as  a  Dutch  skipiper's." 

"Yes,"  observed  Jakof,  "and  get  a  wedc's 
arrest  for  every  crease.  Oh  no,  I've  tried  that 
myself." 

"  By-the-bye,"  said  Durakoff,  "  talking  of 
arrests,  I  must  tell  you  how  nearly  a  soldier  in 
our  regiment  baffled  the  £mperor." 

"  Oh  that  is  old,"  interrupted  Jakof. 

"  Not  to  those  who  have  never  heard  it,  dolt. 
I  have  heard  nothing,"  said  Isaakoff,  "  so  go  cm." 


/ 
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**Givie  me  another  pipe,  Dimitri,  and  I  pro- 
^^^<L     Know   then,   that  Nieolats   Paulovitch 
\  driving  down  the  Newsky  proq)ect  on  the 
t^viagsaow— I  need  not  tdl  you  how  sharp 
eye  he  has  for  detecting  all  military  delin«> 
cpoendes — the   week    before  last  he  sent  my 
oouin  to  the  Caucausus  for  wearing  white  kid 
^ixxm  I  and  it  is  only  three  days  since  he  con^ 
deomed  one  of  my  brother  officers  to  a  month's 
VKsl  for  being  in  full  dress  when  imdress  was 
^  order  of  the  day  for  the  hour  at  whidi  he 
^detected." 
''  How  is  that?"  exdaimed  Horace. 
""My  dear  Mow/'  said  Isaakoff,  "you  have 
^  idea  of    our   service,    particularly  in  the 
Sf^i^rdB.     Now  in  LodiadofTs    raiment   they 
i^ve  iimumerable  dresses  for  different  occasions. 
^  white  ck)th  coat,  black  and  goM  cuirass, 
^^"Jiets,  jack-boots,  and  buckskins  for  one  dress ; 
^'^^^'her  witiiout  the  boots  or  cuirass ;   an  un- 
^^  of  two  or  three  descriptions;  a  palace 
^^  of  scarlet  wi&  silk  stockings,  and  so  on 
^  if^kdtum.     A  man  may  have  to  wear  alter- 
^*tiy  ia  one  morning  the  cap,  the  hehnet,  or 
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cocked  hat,  with  the  cocktail  feathers.  The 
Emperor  or  the  Grand  Duke  r^ulates  day  by 
day  arbitrarily  the  hours  and  occasions  on  whidi 
they  shall  respectively  be  worn ;  and  woe  to  the 
wretch  who  transgresses.  Now  then,  proceed." 
"  The'  Emperor,"  resumed  Durakoff,  "  was 
thus  proceeding  down  the  Newsky  prospect, 
alive  and  watchful  as  he  is  when  he  catches 
sight  of  a  uniform,  when  he  espied  a  soldier  of 
our  regiment  in  the  condition  we  call  ^slavi 
bogu/  It  means  '  praise  to  the  Lord;'  and 
answers  to  your  French  expression  of  *  being 
in  the  Lord's  vineyard.'  In  a  word,  he 
was  very  drunk.  'Come  here,*  said  the  Em- 
peror, *  jump  up  behind  my  sledge,  and  I  will 
give  you  a  ride  to  your  barracks,  and  order  you 
five  hundred  lashes.  Here,  hold  on  by  the 
sleeve  of  my  cloak  that  I  may  feel  that  you  have 
not  rolled  down  in  the  snow  like  a  beast,  as 
you  are.  The  soldier  thanked  him  very  fer- 
vently and  humbly,  as  soldiers  and  peasants  do 
with  us  when  promised  favours  of  that  descrip- 
tion. It  deprecates  wrath,  they  say.  Now  the 
Emperor    held    on    at    the   cloak  just   as  an 
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iDgler  feds  the  fish  at  the  end  of  his  line ;  and 
away  they  drove  to  the  barracks.  When  they 
inived  the  officer  on  duty  was  called  out. 

"'Harkye/  said  Nicolas,  ^  take  that  drunken 
bmd,  who  is  behind  my  sledge,  and  shut  him 
up  till  he  is  sober,  then  give  him  five  hundred 
Whs.' 

" '  I  hear  and  obey,'  said  the  officer ;  '  but 
please  your  Imperial  Majesty,  I  see  only  two 
addiere  in  the  street — two  mounted  Cossacks 
juat  turning  the  comer,  whom  I  will  instantly 
pursue.    Which  is  it  ?* 

"*Ah!  fool !  whose  mother  I  have  defiled !' 
^i  the  Emperor.  *  I  mean  the  man  who  is 
l^eliind  my  sledge.' 

''But  as  the  Emperor  turned  mechanically 
'^d  to  look,  there  was  no  soldier  there ;  but 
"^sleeve  of  his  doak  was  cunningly  fastened 
^ftesash. 

"  *  Oh  I'  roared  the  Emperor,  '  I  have  defiled 

'^T    mother!     I  have  defiled  thy  mother!     I 

^^^  defiled  thy  mother  1     The  rascal  has  got 

^l  but  111  be  even  with  him;   he  shall  not 

**^pe.    Drive  on.' 

Vol.  I.  M 
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"  The  next  morning  the  regiment  was  drawn 
out  in  one  rank,  and  the  Emperor  himself  came 
to  inspect  it.  He  quietly  desired  that  the  ddin- 
quent  would  step  forward ;  but  the  delinquent 
knew  better.  Then  the  Emperor's  brow  lowered, 
and  he  walked  along  the  line,  looking  into  every 
man's  face,  and  making  his  teeth  chatter.  But 
you  know  he  endeavours  to  sort  the  men  so  care- 
fully, he  causes  the  soldier's  hair  to  be  cropped 
so  dose,  and  their  moustachios  to  be  cut  so 
exactly  in  the  same  trim  and  blackened  so 
accurately  to  the  same  hue  with  tallow  and 
lamp-black,  that  for  once  he  was  utterly  at 
fault.  The  Emperor  chafed ;  the  Colonel  was 
in  despair,  and  in  vain  implored  the  offender 
to  come  forward  and  be  flogged,  for  the  credit 
of  the  regiment.  At  length  a  free  pardon  was 
promised  ;  but  yet  no  one  came  forward.  Still 
Nicolai  Paulovitch  swore  that  he  would  find 
him  out ;  and  then  he  offered  not  only  a  free 
pardon,  but  a  hundred  roubles  and  a  week's 
holiday.  Now  a  hundred  roubles,  to  a  poor 
soldier  who  receives  only  about  seven  shillings  a 
year  and  is  fond  of  brandy,  was  too  strong  a 
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temptatioD.  He  stepped  forward  and  confessed. 
The  Emperor  looked  at  him,  and  sent  him  back 
into  the  ranks — his  cariosity  and  his  anger  were 
gntified." 

"BBs  curiosity/*  said  Horace,  "but  not  his 
anger,  tfx  I  suppose  he  kept  his  promise." 

''Oh  yes,  as  to  the  pardon,  and  so  he  did  as 
to  the  hundred  roubles ;  but  then  the  soldier 
dmk,  and  of  course  the  colonel  found  that  he 
w  dnink.  He  was  condemned  to  run  the 
gVQDtlet  through  three  hundred  men,  and  when 
^  sentence  was  sent  to  the  Emperor  for  appro- 
'^on,  he  wrote  down  approved,  but  to  run  the 
^•ontlet  twice  through  six  hundred  men.  And 
*^*^  the  fool  right,  for  he  had  it  all  his  own  way 
^ce." 

"Not  quite  so  certain  that,  with  our  Em- 
P^njT,"  said  Jakof ;  "I  believe  he  would  have 
^^Jgged  the  whole  regiment  rather  than  have 
*^  that  man  escape — and  what  can  escape, 
^at  he  is  determiuied  to  find  out." 

"He  leads  you  all,  gentlemen,"  said  Lesseps, 
'*  d  to  baguette,  and  on  my  soul  I  think  he  is 
^t.  I  have  heard  that  the  stick  was  made  for  the 

M  2 
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Russian,  and  the  Russian  for  the  stick.  I  do 
find  him  a  bad  fellow  on  the  whole,  your  Mchc 
he  is  a  good  companion  in  his  way ;  only  o 
all  his  police  spies  and  followers.  If  you  n 
him  in  the  street,  Count,  cut  him  dead  as  I 
there  are  always  dozens  of  them  dodging  his  h 
in  some  disguise  or  other ;  and  as  they  ha^ 
law  to  punish  whoever  addresses  the  Emperc 
the  street,  whenever  it  happens  that  he  speati 
you  they  pounce  upon  you  the  instant  that 
back  is  turned,  and  lock  you  up  till  they  asoer 
the  next  day,  whether  you  were  spoken  to; 
the  speaker.  Good  bye,  Monsieur  le  Comt 
am  glad  to  have  met  so  charming  a  compati 
Good  bye,  gentlemen  all ;  your  time's  your  o 
but  I  must  be  off  to  my  palette  and  easeL** 

"  I  follow  you,"  said  Jakof. 

"  A  worthy  couple  of  Boeotians,"  observed 
host  as  the  door  closed ;  "  Jakof  is  I  supp 
the  greatest  fool,  and  Lesseps  the  coarsest  hoi 
and  the  best  painter  in  St.  Cetersburg ;  I  see 
has  got  on  lately." 

''  Oh !  nobody  likes  him,"  said  Durako 
^'  but  then  he  has  that  about  him  which  paw 
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^personal  attraction — ^the  perfume  of  imperial 
firour." 
*'WeII,  Dimitri,    what    now?"    exclaimed 
^saakoff  to  his  servant,  who  having  filled  his  pipe, 
remaiQed  silent  and  motionless  before  him  with 
his  head  sunk  on  his  breast,  in  that  singular  man^ 
ner  which  seems  the  result  of  an   anatomical 
pecaliarity    in    the    Muscovites,    and    which, 
lu^ordrng  to  Lesseps,  arises  from  an  additional 
vertebra  in  the  neck,  with  which,  by  a  merciful 
di^iensation   of  Providence,  this  race,  doomed 
^  Abjectly  and  incessantly  to  bow,  has  been  en- 
dowed. 

''My  Lord,"  replied  Dimitri,  "Vasili  Petro- 
'^teh,  the  firuiterer ;  the  very  humblest  of  your 
^Ves,    b^  that  he   may  be  allowed   to  see 

^  Vasili  Petrovitch,  whose  name  I  never  heard 
^!fiire,  is  a  modest  scoundrel,"  said  Isaakoff ;  '^  I 
^^ve  my  intendants,  my  household  servants  to 
^He  number  of  seven  score,  and  I  suppose  two 
^1"  three  hundred  wealthy  serfs  besides  estab- 
lished in  this  dty,  all  anxious  to  see  me ;  and 
your  modest  Vasili  Petrovitch  only  wants  an  im- 
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mediate  interview,  forsooth  at  a  moment's  ware 
ing  !  I  won't  see  him,  but  I  will  note  him  dow* 
to  raise  his  obrok ;  he  must  be  a  liberal  feDo^ 
and  well  to  do  in  the  world.  What  did  he  gir 
thee,  Dimitri,  to  bring  me  such  a  message?" 

Dimitri,  in  whose  pocket  a  hundred  roubl< 
note  had  just  been  deposited,  turned  to  the  cor 
ner  of  the  room,  and  not  finding  there  tb 
image,  which  is  only  excluded  from  the  most  fiia 
tidious  apartments,  he  turned  his  eyes  toward 
the  ceiling,  and  beating  his  breast  compuncti 
ously,  as  if  to  say,  "  Oh  Lord  !  bear  witness  to  th 
truth  of  thy  servant  a  miserable  sinner,"  he  ccKi 
fidently  answered;  "Vasili  Petrovitch  gave  m 
nothing,  but  he  promised  me  his  blessing,  and  fa 
mentioned  that  he  had  an  offering  to  make." 

"  His  offering  will  keep." 

"  He  says  not ;  it  is  for  my  Lord's  break&st 

''  For  breakfast,  Dimitri  ?  that  changes  tb 
face  of  affairs;  let  your  Vasili  Petrovitch  in 
whether  or  no  he  be  a  man  of  sense,  he  has  ha 
the  wit  to  guess  the  only  proposition  I  would  juf 
now  listen  to." 

The  door  opened  and  an  old  man   stod 


THE   WHITE   SLAVE.  247 

l^iffe  them ;  his  hair  was  dense  and  grey,  his 
besrd  patriarchal.     He  was  dressed  in  a  sordid 
and  threadbare  caftan,  a  sort  of  bed-gown-look- 
up vestment  of  blue  doth,  girded  round  by  a 
fiwled  red-brown  sash,  and  reaching  almost  to 
lus  feet,  which  were  cased  in  boots  pulled  over 
1^  trousers.    He  threw  himself  prostrate  before 
thePrinoe. 

"  Oh  John,  the  son  of  John !  oh  my  fiither !" 
^^  the  old  man  to  the  young  one,  kissing  his 
^^ppers,  '*  now  that  my  late  master  is  a  saint  in 
'^^ven,  what   a  happiness  to  look  upon   his 

**  A  live  master  is  worth  two  dead  saints," 
'^^JJied  the  Prince;  "but  tell  me,  Vasili  Petro- 
^^^tch,  are  you  a  wealthy  first  or  second  guild 
^^^erchant?'* 

*'  Oh  John,  the  son  of  John  !  I  am  indeed 
^"^ited  as  a  first  guild  merchant,  and  mine 
^Demies  say  that  I  am  rich,  the  Lord  forgive 
them  for  their  falsehood ;  but  if  I  am  rated  as 
a  first  guild  merchant,  it  is  because,  according 
to  the  capital  we  declare,  is  the  amount  of  the 
tax  we  pay  for  our  merchant's  licence ;  and  ac- 
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cording  to  the  tax  we  pay  is  the  guild  in  whk^^ 
we  are  rated,  and,  in  consequence,  the  credK.'^ 
we  enjoy.     For  this  credit's  sake  I  have  Strugs— 
gled  hard  to  pay  the  first  guild  licence;  but  scm 
help  me,  the  holy  Saint  Sergius,  who  spoke  oufc 
when  he   came  an   infant   fi*om  his  mother's 
womb,  this  next  year  I  must  sink  into  the 
second  guild,  even  if  that  my  poverty  will  allow 
me  to  keep  beyond  the  third.     Many  of  us  are 
there,  in  these  hard  times,  oh  John,  the  son 
of  John,  who  deceive  our  dread  Lord  Nicolas^ 
the  son  of  Paul,  by  paying  first  guild  fees  when 
we  have  not  capital  to  qualify  us  for  the  third. 
The  Lord  forgive  oxu*  sin !" 

"  111  swear  that  Nicolai  Paulovitch  (Nicholas 
the  son  of  Paul)  would  willingly  see  you  all  sin 
so  ;  but  what  have  you  brought  me  ?" 

"  My  father,"  continued  the  old  man,  "  I  rent 
a  salmon  fishery  off  the  Krestovsky  island,  to 
my  loss  and  sorrow ;  and  this  day  lo !  I  believe 
my  patron  saint,  St.  Sergius,  sent  into  the 
fisher's  nets  a  stiu-geon,  the  first  that  has  been 
caught  these  two  years  in  the  Neva.  He  is 
plump  and  full  of  roe.     I  have  caused  him  to 
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be  brought  with  me,  that  my  Lord  may  eat  what 
<iUiQe]r  win  not  purchase  in  this  season,  fresh 
^kra  for  his  breakfast." 

"  Thank  you,  Vasili  Petrovitch;  but  go  away 
now;  I  win  remember  you,"  said  the  Prince; 
and  then  he  added  maliciously,  ^^  I  am  glad  to 
Wn  you  are  so  well  to  do  in  the  world.    Now, 

Sendemen,"  said  he  turning  to  his  friends, ''  you 

have  heard,  and  of  course  you  breakfast  with 

me." 

**  FVesh  ekra  and  the  company  of  Isaakoff  are 
^tors  not  to  be  resisted,"  said  Lochadoflf. 
**  Particularly     the     ekra,"     observed     the 

*Mt  is  true,"  said  Durakoff,  "  that  Isaakoffs 
^^^pany  will  keep,  and  the  ekra  will  not." 

^"niatis  true,"  returned  Lochadoff;  "  I  can 

^^'^^  a  shrewd  conjecture  that  the  inheritor  of 

^tih  a  fortune  will  not  readily  get  permission  to 

1^^  it,  where  they  say  he  has  squandered  so 

^^uch  by  anticipation." 

''Dimitri,"  said  the  Prince,  ''let  that  fish 
^  Imou^t  up  to  the  breakfieist-room;  and  now, 
^^  let  U8  pay  our  respects  to  the  ekra." 

M  3 
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"And  what  after  all  is  ekra?"  ii 
Horace. 

"  Ekra,  my  dear  fellow,  is  supposed 
the  ambrosium  of  the  pagan  gods.  It  is  b 
in  winter  some  thousands  of  miles,  by  n 
post  horses  travelling  day  and  ni^t,  to  rei 
tables  fresh,  which  it  only  does  with  tt 
assistance  of  the  cold  and  salt.  Ekra  is  ' 
the  west  you  call  caviar,  when  you  get  i( 
pressed,  salted,  tainted,  and  spoiled." 

Count  Horace  had  scarcely  tune  to 
that  everything  on  the  breakfast  tal 
wedgwood  ware,  the  glass,  the  cutlery,  t 
plate,  were  English ;  when  the  door 
thrown  wide  open,  and  eight  domestics  a 
bearing  in  a  cloth  and  blanket,  a 
weight.  It  was  Vasili's  enormous  st 
still  living,  as  appeared  by  the  feeble  las 
its  tail. 

The  fish  was  followed  by  the  Russiai 
bearing  a  huge  wooden  bowl,  and  armed 
sharp  knife,  whilst  another  domestic  car 
antique    punch-bowl,    and    the   dwarf 
followed  at  his  heels. 
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"Look  what  a  magnificent  fish  I  How  much 
roe  is  there  in  him  think  you,  cook  ?" 

The  cook  patted  the  fish  on  the  belly  and 
looked  at  it  with  the  eye  of  a  connoisseur,  ''  a 
poud  and  a  quarter,  or  a  poud  and  a  half — say 
%-five  pounds." 

"Ay,"  said  the  dwarf,  who  seemed  singu- 
J^y  alive  to  this  proceeding,  "  only  a  poud 
^d  a  half — I  could  eat  that  all  myself  with 

At  this  sally  there  was  a  laugL 
"  BUnees  are  the  buckwheat  pancakes  we  eat 
'^th  caviar  at  Easter,"  said  the  Prince. 

**Kow,  cook,   work   away,"   he    continued; 
**^d  you,  my  dear  Horace,  you  are  going  to 
*^^tat  a  feast  that   would   make  any  man's 
■^^Uth  water  in  the  Empire." 

'Xhe  cook  having  thus  received  the  signal, 
'^''^Heeded  dexterously  to  rip  up  the  exhausted 
^^^  which  gave  a  last  convulsive  bound. 

*'Be  quiet/'  said  the  eager  dwarf,  patting 
^^  fish,  "  the  master  has  ordered  it ;  it  will  be 
^itfse  for  you-" 

Then  the  operator  began  to  take  out  the  nx 
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by  handfuls,  and  to  empty  it  into  the  wooc 
bowl.  The  roe  consists  of  grains  about  the  s 
and  colour  of  hemp  seed,  but  semi-transpare 
and  agglutinated  together  by  a  fluid  resembli 
castor  oil. 

*'  This  is  the  celebrated  ekra/'  said  i 
Prince. 

The  china  bowl  being  half  filled,  and  so 
salt  scattered  over  it,  Count  Liochadoff  at  oi 
took  a  spoonful  on  his  plate  and  began  eage 
tasting  it ;  "  It  is  perfection,"  said  he.  "  "Y 
have  no  ekra  in  the  West ;  it  is  almost  enou 
to  keep   one  in  Russia." 

"  Come,  Horace,  you  do  not  eat,"  said  i 
Prince. 

"  Eat,"  echoed  Horace. 

"  Yes,  eat  man,  only  taste  it." 

"  Oh !  for  heaven's  sake  give  me  a  glass 
brandy,"  replied  Horace ;  "  the  sight  is  enouj 
for  me." 

''What  not  taste!  Oh  prejudice,  prejudice!  oi 
look  how  fresh  and  tempting  it  looks,"  said  t 
Prince,  as  with  his  fork  he  separated  a  few  bloa 
veins,  and  a  piece  or  two  of  fihn,  and  havii 
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peppered  it,  took  his  first  mouthful  just  as  the 
moDSter  who  had  furnished  the  repast  was 
borne  out,  showing  that  vitality  was  not  quite 
extioct,  by  a  feint  lashing  of  his  tail  against  the 
ttg  doors,  as  the  dwarf  eagerly  thrust  his 
little  arm  to  scrape  out  a  handful  of  the  roe  still 
adhering  to  the  integuments. 

Why   you   look  pale!"  said   the  Russians 


It  was  true ;  Horace,  instead  of  brandy,  had 

'^^Iped  himself  hastily  to  Doppel  Kummel,  a 

'9^or  from  the  Baltic  province,  a  sort  of  com 

'>raady  syrup,  rankly  flavoured  with  fennel — 

^^enial  to  the  stomachs  which  do  not  reject 

*e  ekra. 

**Do  you  know,"  said  Isaakofl^,  "that  ten 
^^^1^  hence  you  will  almost  feel  inclined  to 
^*^Ura  to  us  for  the  sole  purpose  of  eating  this 
^lidous  food.  I  never  yet  knew  a  foreigner  who 
^  not  disgusted  with  the  sight  of  it,  or  who 
^^  not  end  by  becoming  fonder  of  it  than  the 
^Xissians." 

"Unless     he    never    tasted    it,"     observed 
Horace. 
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*'  If  you  prefer  it  salted  and  pressed,  th< 
some  of  the  dry  caviar." 

"  Not  any  way,"  said  Horace ;  "  it  ren 
one  of  an  African  abomination.  I  have 
that  somewhere  in  Darfour  or  Kordofan  thei 
lake  of  which  the  waters^  stagnating  in  the 
mer's  sim,  become  literally  thickened  with 
gots,  which  are  drained,  salted,  dried,  pr 
into  cheeses,  and  must  bear  no  slight  resemb 
to  your  salted  caviar." 

"  WeU!"  said  Isaakoff,  "it  is  well  tha 
are  not  all  so  bigoted ;  you  will  find  neai 
the  other  dishes  from  your  own  kitchen.  ] 
let  me  recommend  to  you  a  double  snip 
is  a  bird  you  have  not,  between  the  si 
snipe  and  woodcock,  but  combining  the 
ness  and  flavour  of  the  snipe  and  quail ; 
are  now  fat  and  in  full  season ;  or  here 
have  patties  of  the  Neva  salmon." 

"Salmon  patties!  what  are  those  graii 
them  looking  like  transparent  amber-col< 
rice  ?" 

"  Oh  1  that  is  the  sinew  of  the  sturgeoi 
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into  small  pieces ;  the  rest  are  your  own  French 
dishes." 

"Oh!  no,"  said  Lochadoff,  "I  seel  this  is 
our  fiimous  national  soup  in  the  summer ;  try  it 
and  tell  me  if  you  ever  tasted  anything  more 
exquisite." 

"  What !  cold  soup  !     God  bless  me !"  said 

Horace  as  he  found  bits  of  cold  fish  and  lumps 

rf  ice  floating  about  in  a  green  liquid,  which 

^ted  like  mint  sauce  deluged  with  water  and 

fiflcd  with   chopped   parsley.     "If  I   did   not 

'^ow  how  much  tastes  vary,  I  should  say  that 

^^  had  been  mixed  in  the  wildest  caprice  of  a 

*^mken  cook." 

**  It  is  our  celebrated  batvinia." 

**  Ah !"   said  Horace,  "  I  once  tasted  what 

^^    Spaniards  call  a  gaspacho,  and  thought  it 

'^^    most  villanous  thing   of  that  description 

'^^^^sible;  but  I  beg  their  pardons — I  had  not 

*^^  your  batvinia  then.      But  where  is  your 

^^'^^e?  I  see  the  choicest  vintage  of  Spain,  and 

*^^>rtugal,  and  France,  and  Germany ;  but  have 

^^n  not  got  admirable  Russian  wines?" 
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"  Have  we  ?"  said  Durakoff,  "  I  never  tasted 
them,  though  I  have  seen  them  written  up  over 
low  taverns  and  disreputable  wine-cellars/' 

"  My  dear  Horace,"  said  Isaakoff,  "  I  desire 
you  to  hold  a  better  opinion  of  our  native  wines 
than  you  would  if  you  tasted  them.  Some 
of  the  best  are  mixed  with  common  cape  or 
coarse  Bordeaux  to  improve  their  flavour ;  our 
Russian  wines,  I  am  afraid,  are  like  our  Rus- 
sian literature ;  no  one  tastes  the  one  who 
can  afford  anything  better,  or  relishes  the  other 
who  can  read  a  foreign  tongue.  I  do  not  say 
that  there  are  not  untried  districts  of  our 
boundless  territory  whose  soil  may  not  at  some 
future  period  produce  an  excellent  beverage, 
or  brains  full  of  thought  and  originality ;  but 
hitherto  the  productions  of  either  have  only 
been  tolerated  through  a  large  infusion  of 
foreign  spirit,  and  in  imitation  .of  foreign  ex- 
cellence. Such  fellows  as  Durakoff  and  Lo- 
chadoff  are  always  utterly  ignorant  of  both, 
unless,  indeed,  they  happen  to  have  estates 
and   vineyards  in  the   south,    and  then   they 
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sometimes  manufacture  champagne  and  Bur- 
gundy, by  adding  two  thirds  of  the  real  wine  to 
the  trashy  produce  of  their  own  vines." 

"  A  {Ht)fitable  speculation,  truly/'  said  Count 
Horace. 

"The  most  profitable  vintage  in  the  world 
^  times,"    rejoined  the  Prince,   "  when  em- 
ployed as  a  delicate  flattery  to  our  Emperors. 
SopposiDg  our  Emperor  to  read  in  the  journal 
published   by   Count   Horace    de  Montressan: 
'This  day  we  tasted  the  champagne   grown 
^^  Prince   IsaakofTs   estate,    a    wine  little, 
^  anything  inferior  to  our  own,    affording  us 
*^  proof  that   this   favowed   soil  is    fitted 
*  the  most  choice  and  varied  produce/     Do 
^^    think   Prince   Isaakoff  will  have  laid  his 
^^^oo\int  unprofitably.     A  bad  speculation,  for- 
^^tli!    when  instead    of    one's    name    being 
/'^Ught  on  the  tapis  by   a   snarling  courtier, 
^^mes  uppermost  as  the  man  who  has  curbed 
/^^  uoyielding  soil  to  the  imperial  vrill,  when 
bas  said,  let  there  be  Chambertin,  let  there  be 
niery,  and  the  rebellious  vines  have  only  grown 
^^  sour  Donskoi.  But,  praise  your  stars,  Isaa- 
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koff  has  no  vineyards.  So  now,  my  dear 
Horace,  don't  hold  back  your  glass ;  that  which 
I  gave  you  is  the  best  imported." 

"  It  is  capital ;  the  last  arrival  of  Cliquot's,  I 
suppose,"  said  Lochadoff. 

"  Hear  them !"  exclaimed  the  Prince.  "  Such 
are  yoiu*  Russians  when  their  ideas  are  unen- 
larged  by  travel — such  when  they  have  not 
chipped  their  eggshell.  From  Lochadoff  down 
to  a  money-changer's  boy,  there  is  not  one  ot 
them  who  will  taste  a  bottle  of  Champagne 
unless  he  sees  the  name  of  Cliquot  or  of  Ja- 
quesson  branded  on  the  cork." 

"  I  have  always  heard,"  said  Horace,  "  that 
there  is  more  champagne  drank  in  Russia  than 
is  grown  in  France." 

"  On  the  contrary,"  replied  the  Prince, 
"  there  is  no  country  to  which  the  observation 
less  applies,  for  the  very  reason  I  have  men- 
tioned :  everything  without  one  of  these  known 
marks  they  brand  as  imitation,  and  conse- 
quently, whilst  these  marks  ensure  its  reality, 
they  prevent  its  excellence,  because  they  are 
notoriously   sufficient  to  sdl  the  wine.     Thus 
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Cliquot  and  Jaquesson  mix  up  their  Cham- 
pagnes, good,  bad,  and  indifferent,  into  one 
oommoo  mixture,  three  degrees  below  me- 
^ocniy,  and  sweetened  for  the  Russian  palate ; 
aod  thus,  whilst  there  is  none  utterly  bad,  as 
^people stick  to  their  marks,  there  are  not 
^enty  tables  in  the  Empire  where  you  get  it 

''And  your's  is  certainly  one  of  them,"  said 

**<^i'ace.  "  The  account  you  give  reminds  me  of 

^^  Dutchmen  with  their  claret ;  for  you  know 

^^^^eaux  is  their  staple  drink,  as  Schiedam  is 

**^cir  staple  dram.     If  you  give  a  Dutchman  the 

^^^st  Lafitte  he  tells  you  he  prefers  Lemoine- 

"^^fJon,  or  Madame-vous-regarde — names  fabri- 

^^^*^  like   the  wines   in  Holland,   but  which 

^   devoutly  believes  to  be  of  foreign  production. 

^^^)«t  m«i  are  obstinate  when  bent  on  being 

^^ceived ;  but  a  Dutchman  is  the  personification 

^t*  obduracy,   for  if  he  were  not,  the  honesty 

^f  wine   dealers   might   undeceive   him,     who 

^^okQy  stick  up  upon  their  sign,  '  Manufactory 

^f  every  sort  of  foreign  wines.' " 
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"  And  now,"  said  Durakoff,  "  I  drink  to  the 
welcome  of  Isaakoff  back  to  Petersburg." 

"Drink  rather,"  said  Lochadoff,  "  to  his 
speedy  departure.  I  wish  to  God  you  were 
drinking  to  mine.  Here's  to  your  Paris,  Mon- 
sieur le  Comte.  Oh  Paris  !  Paris  I  Paris !  city 
of  the  heart!" 

"  And  here,"  said  Isaakoff,  "  I  drink  a  hearty 
welcome  to  Count  Horace : — ^long  may  he  stay 
amongst  us,  and  never  wish  to  leave  us  whilst 
he  does." 

"  Ah  1  happy  fellow !"  rejoined  Lochadoff| 
"  he  has  only  to  wish  it !  But  tell  me,  Count, 
how  do  you  like  our  country  ?" 

''  Gentlemen,"  said  Horace,  who  had  quaffed 
more  deeply  of  the  champagne  than,  considering 
his  last  night's  potations,  he  at  first  intended, 
and  who  had  some  indistinct  recollections  of 
English  toasts  and  formal  thanksgivings  in  set 
speeches  floating  in  his  mind,  "  Gentlemen,  un- 
less I  were  the  most  ungrateful  of  beings,  r^ 
ceived  as  I  have  been  in  it,  I  must  be  delighted 
with  yoiu*  country.     But  quite  independently  of 
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this  Mng  of  gratitude,  there  is  much  which 
has  pleased,    impressed,    and    struck  me   in 
fiussia.    I  once  remember  being  full  of  preju- 
dice against  every  thing  English ;  but  visiting 
flieir  country,  I  learned  to  admire  almost  every- 
^ing  I  had  condemned  before  I  came  to  under- 
^d  it,  because  it  shocked  my  preconceived 
'deas.    This  I  am  sure  will  be  the  case  with  me 
^  your  own  country.     Already,  turning  from 
Western  Europe,    where;  successful  revolutions 
^"^d  the  inroads  of  a  democratic  spirit  reducing 
®^^ety  to  a  monotonous  uniformity,  have  rooted 
^^t    so    many  hallowed  institutions,   I  find  it 
^^^^i^hing  to  see  still  flourishing  and  healthy 
^^  loyalty,  the  piety,  the  venerable  associations, 
^Hich  with  us  are  either  passing  away  or  are 
^'^^cady  things  of  the  past.     I  long  to  see  more 
^^  the  half  feudal,  half  paternal,  rule  of  your 
^^^rons,  over  happy  and  devoted  serfs,  softened 
^own  in  all  that  was  harsh  and  grating  by  the 
Highest  polish  of  your  actual  civilization.     Al- 
^"widy,  though  I  have  scarcely  had  time  to  put 
together  my  impressions,  it  seems  as  if  I  had 
uround  me  all  gathered  into  one  confused  and 
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dazzling  picture — the  costume,  manners,  build- 
ings, of  the  poetic  Orient — the  Tartar  mos- 
que— the  Asiatic  robe — the  Oriental  salutation 
— ^the  middle  ages  mingling  with  the  East — ^the 
feudal  Lord — ^his  serf —his  dwarf — ^his  castle — 
the  deep  devotion  of  the  pilgrim,  and  that  long 
since  departed  loyalty  which  gave  its  heart  up 
to  a  lady-love,  its  life  unto  the  sovereign,  and 
its  soul  to  God  !  All  this  it  seems  as  if  I  saw 
around  me,  mixed  with  the  martial  splendour 
of  our  warlike  empire,  and  tempered  by  the 
graces  of  the  old  regime — the  brightest  polish 
of  the  new." 

Here  Prince  Isaakoff  yawned,  and  LochadofF 
asked  for  a  toothpick,  hints  which  Count  Horace 
took  very  kindly,  and  so  his  speech  and  the 
stance  ended  together. 


THE   WHITE    SLAVE. 


263 


CHAPTER  VIII. 


A  DU8TT  carriage  drove  up  to  the  post-house 

^Strdna.     It  was  drawn  by  six  lean  horses, 

^^^  long  ragged  manes,  and  shaggy  fetlocks ; 

**'  Wnessed  abreast,  and  driven  by  a  bearded 

^^^^^t,  dressed  in  a  brown  caftan,  and  low 

^"^'^ed  fdt  hat.    Blanche  and  Matthens  alighted 

*^^it 

**  We  are  now,"  said  the  latter,  "  only  a  few 
'^^  from  St.  Petersburg." 

The  aspect  indeed  of  the  road,  and  of  the  post- 

^^se  at  which  they  had  stopped,  was  very  dif- 

^^t  from  any  thing  Blanche  had  yet  seen.    The 

^^^  itself  was  straight  as  a  line,  of  magnificent 
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width,  beautifully  maodamised ;  and  ever  and 
anon  there  arose  along  it  little  pillars  of  dark 
polished  marble,  with  gilt  letters  carved  on  them, 
and  raised  on  the  summit  of  little  monumoits 
of  granite,  as  verst  stones,  to  mark  the  distance 
from  the  city. 

Hitherto  all  the  post-houses  they  had  stopped 
at  had  been  built  on  one  regular  plan,  in  every 
respect  resembling  each  other,  and  bearing  in 
their  uniformity  and  arrangement  much  of  the 
character  of  caravanserais ;  but  this  being  a  place 
of  resort  for  visitors  from  the  capital,  and  for 
travellers  to  and  from  the  imperial  residence  of 
Peterhoff,  bore  all  the  appearance  of  a  spacious 
inn,  being  only  distinguished  as  a  post-house  by 
the  Black  Imperial  double  Eagle  painted  on  a 
board,  and  by  a  post  with  the  diagonal  stripe  of 
black,  white,  and  red,  which  marks  all  govern- 
ment property. 

On  the  other  side  of  the  road  were  the 
grounds  of  the  summer  palace  of  one  of  the 
grand  dukes,  in  which  the  foliage  of  different 
trees,  as  planted  by  an  English  landscape  gar- 
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deDer,  fonned  a  pleasant  relief  to  the  hitherto 
unhroken  monotony  of  pine  and  birch  woods 
which  had  intervened  as  they  came  along. 

Tlie  travellers  were  first  received  by  a  sort  of 
ostler,  dad  in  a  home-spun  robe  of  the  coarsest 
p^  woollen  doth ;  his  head  was  covered  by  an 
eld  wotf-ddn  cap,  almost  bare  of  fur,  and  which, 
^  he  removed  it,  shewed  a  head  almost  as 
bald  of  hair, — apparently  the  result  of  some  re- 
mand violent  illness,  which  his  pale  and  hollow 
^^°^  betokened,  for  he  was  not  past  thirty. 

^Iiey  were  conducted  to  a  public  apartment 

^  the  first  floor,  by  another  waiter,  habited  in 

*  ^Oft  of  coloured  cotton  shirt,  worn  over  a  pair 

Very  wide  black  velveteen  trousers,   which 

'^^^  tucked  into  his  boots  below  the  knee. 

dis  dense  and  greasy  locks  were  parted  in  the 
'^cMe,  and  kept  down  by  a  leather  strap,  which, 
^firding  his  head,  served  as  a  ^'fSronnih-e.*' 
'^is  whole  appearance  was  cringing  and  unc- 
^^^ous. 

The  public  room  was  spadous  and  uncar- 
Poted,  and  a  prominent  object,  as  in  all  other 
Hussian  rooms,  was  the  winter  stove,  or  *'  peek" 
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coverea  exieruauy  wii;n  y/iuiAs  giazeu  uies, 
ornamented  by  the  brass  handles  of  the 
regulators,  and  by  the  small  figured  door  of 
iron,  which  allowed  the  replenishment  of  a 
oven,  about  the  size  of  a  bandbox,  in  the  c 
of  the  pile. 

The  furniture  consisted  of  so&s,  chairs, 
modes,  and  tables  of  very  darkly-stamed  n 
gany,  with  a  due  sprinkling  of  spitting^b 
and  a  bundle  of  pipe-sticks  in  every  ccftm 
excepting  one,  which  was  graced  by  the  ii 
of  the  patron  saiAt, — ^beneath  the  gaudy  fi 
of  which  burned  a  wick,  floating  in  olive  oilj 
suspended  in  a  lamp  of  brass  by  a  triple  du 

There  is  a  something  singularly  bar 
about  the  gaudy  finery  of  these  universal '. 
sian  penates. 

The  various  holy  individuals  fifom  whidi 
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art,  which  are  held  by  the  Russian  Church  as 
sacred  likeoesses  on  account  of  their  antiquity. 
The  picture  is  besides  covered  and  hidden  by  a 
sheet  of  embossed  metal,  plated  or  gilt,  in  which 
three  holes  are  cut,  so  as  just  to  display  the  &ce 
and  hands  portrayed  upon  the  canvass  beneath 
it;  the  gold  and    silver   being   intended    to 
represent  the  vestment,  and  the  halo  of  glory  of 
the  samt.   The  picture,  with  its  metallic  casing, 
is  8um>unded   by  a   deep  frame  of  alternate 
^ogany  and  gilding,  and  covered  with  a  sheet 
^  glass.     The  mingled  gaudiness  and  mon- 
*^'ty  of  the  image,  and  the  frequent  adoration 
^^  who  come  into  the  apartment,  remind  one 
*^gly  of  Asiatic  idols. 
Blanche  fdt  startled  and  shocked  when  she 
^''^  her  hiisband  devoutly  bow  before  the  image 
^^   lAe  others,  though  a  momentary  reflection, 
^'^'^^t^ging  to  her  remembrance  the  incognito  he 
^"^^^  so  desirous  of  maintaining,  staid  the  ejacu- 
**ion  of  surprise  upon  her  lips. 

At  the  request  of  Mattheus  they  were  shown 
^to  a  private  room,  for  it  was  not  his  intention 
^  enter  St.  Petersburg  till  evening. 

N  2 
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Since  last  introduced  to  the  reader,  a  con- 
siderable change  had  taken  place  in  the  appear- 
ance of  Mattheus.  The  lines  of  his  harassed 
features  had  taken  all  those  scarce  perceptible 
curves  which  mark  so  visibly  the  pressure  of 
deep  and  anxious  thought  upon  the  human 
countenance;  and  partly  because  reflecting  hU 
anxieties,  partly  because  their  nature  had  nevet 
been  confided  to  her,  the  face  of  Blanche  too 
was  sad  and  clouded,  and  her  eyes  swam  in 
tears  as  she  looked  upon  him,  when  leaning  his 
head  on  his  arms,  he  sat  down  gloomily  at  the 
table. 

At  length  her  hand  sought  his,  and  clasped 
it  with  a  gentle  pressure. 

"  Oh,  dearest,"  she  said,  "  you  know  I  have 
never  murmured  yet,  I  have  never  yet  com- 
plained.'* 

''  Blanche !''  interrupted  the  husband,  starting 
up,  and  putting  his  finger  to  her  lip,  "  do  you 
forget — your  solemn — solemn — promise  ?" 

"  Forget  it !"  said  the  wife, — '^  oh,  no  I  by  day 
and  night  its  recollection  haunts  me;  it  has 
sealed  my  lips  when  my  heart  has  been  suffo- 
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catiDg,  and  when  my  brain  had  reeled  as  it  does 
now.  Oh,  Mattheus  I  dearest !  unbind  me  from 
that  tmhle  vow,  and  let  me  give  unfettered 
utteraooe  to  my  thoughts  for  one  short  hour, 
though  you  should  bind  my  tongue  in  silence 
ever  after!" 

'*  Speak !"  replied  Mattheus,  after  a  moment's 
sibce. 

''Oh!  if  I  speak,"  said  Blanche,  "you  must 

^  think  that  the  impatient  curiosity  of  the 

^^nBm  speaks  in  me ;   intense  as  it  may  be 

'nthin  my  bosom^  regarding  the  being  I  love  so 

''^y,  yet,  of  whom  I  only  know  that,  like  an 

^^^d-vision,    he    has     appeared — enrapturing 

^  delighting,  and  teaching  this  poor  heart  to 

^'^^^Ure — ^to  love,  to  idolize — ^whDst,  of  whence 

^  Oomes,  of  whither  he  is  going — of  his  plans, 

^^  hopes,  and  fears — I  know  no  more  than  if 

^  ^ere  the  unreal  visitant  of  a  vision !  I  do  not 

^^^^sak,  Mattheus,  because  in  my  sleep,  when  my 

^^"^^ams  reproduce  the  terrible  presentiments  of 

^3f  waking  hours,  I  sometimes  fancy  that  you 

^^ve  vanished  for  ever  from  my  side — ^like  a 

*^Hade  that  leaves  no  trace  in  the  air  it  came 
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through,  or  track  after  it  has  departed,  on  the 
earth  it  has  left;  and  not  because  I  ¥mke 
from  such  a  dream,  to  find  thy  bosom  heaving 
in  a  slumber,  troubled  by  anxieties  which  I 
cannot  share,  but  a  slumber  so  restless  and 
disturbed  that  after  I  have  wept  over  it  I 
awaken  thee  with  my  losses.  Oh!  no!  all 
this  would  not  have  made  me  speak,  when  I  know 
so  well  that  speaking  pains  the  husband  of 
my  bosom,  though  it  is  a  pain  I  cannot  com- 
prehend. But  I  speak  because  a  nameless 
dread  comes  over  me,  that  as  we  are  approaching 
St.  Petersburg  we  are  hastening  towards  some 
eventful  yet  imcertain  crisis  of  our  destiny — 
uncertain,  because  I  see  sometimes  a  ray  of 
hope  light  up  thy  countenance ;  but  oh !  how 
much  more  frequently  it  is  pervaded  by  the 
gloom  and  the  disquietude  which  increases  aa 
we  hurry  towards  the  fatal  city." 

"Dear  Blanche,"  said  Mattheus  taking  her 
hand  and  looking  full  into  her  blue  eyes,  **  do 
you  remember  when,  on  the  eve  of  our  wedding 
night,  I  came  to  you  in  my  travelling  dress — 
insensate  that  I  was ! — ^to  take  a  last  fond  look^ 
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auid  then  for  ever  quit  you — ^insensate,  to  have 
fioed  again  the  temptation  I  had  vanquished 
hf  a  superhuman  effort  I     Do  you  remember, 
Blanche,    how  resolute   my  love  had  grown, 
never  to  interweave  your  fate  with  the  dark  and 
tsD^  web  of  mine?     Did  I  not  warn  you 
that  my  past  must  be  like  thbgs  whose  irre- 
coverable trace  is  lost  for  ever  in  the  night 
rftime?  Did  I  not  warn  you  that  my  future  was 
drary,  clouded,  and  unoertidn ;  that  my  name, 
Qiyfimiily^  my  country,  must  all  be,  for  who- 
^^  I  should  marry,    as  if  they  had  no  ex- 
'^^^Hce?  And  then  do  you  remember,  Blanche, 
**o^,   intoxicating  my  reason,   you  drove   me 
^*o  crime — the  crime   of   mixing    up    your 
^^tiny   with  mine — ^by   passionately  declaring 
'^^  even  if  I  had  been  like  the  magician, 
^Hose  bekved  was  consumed  to  cinders  in  his 
^^^tns,  you  would  still  fly  into  mine  if  they  were 
^(Mi  to  you,  and  gladly  perish  there  ?  Do  you 
^^^^member  how,  regardbg  my  home,  my  name, 
t^y  history^  ot  my  country,  you  said  you  were 
indifferent,  so  you  only  knew  I  loved  you  ?" 
"I  remember  it/'  said  Blanche,    '*as  one 
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remembers  the  strongest  terror,  the  most  v 
joy  of  one's  existence,  the  prospect  of  desj 
and  the  glimpse  of  heaven  crowded  into  a  si 
half  hour.  And  never — ^never — ^nevo*  few  ai 
stant  have  I  regretted  my  resolution;  tho 
indeed  my  time  has  since  been  filled  with  n 
inward  sorrows,  shapeless,  and  vague,  and 
distinct,  as  mirrored,  dear  Mattheus,  in 
heart  firom  thine.  But  oh!  if  I  speak  i 
I  speak  because  I  feel  that  there  is  danger 
thee  in  the  Russian  capital,  a  danger  wi 
may  not  be  inevitable,  which  may,  peri 
be  yet  avoided.  Dearest  Mattheus,  let  us  1 
away  from  it — there  is  yet  time." 

"  Blanche,  dear  Blanche,  there  is  nothinj 
dread,"  said  the  husband. 

**  Oh  do  not  think  to  deceive  me  1     Is 
the  terrible  foreboding  of  some  unknown 
sufiiciently  confirmed  to  me  by  thy  anxie 
by  the  fears  which  thou  canst  not  conceal, 
which  agitate  so  profoundly  the  good,  the  bi 
the  talented,  the  gentle  ?     Oh  I  Mattheus, 
us  fly  from  the  hidden  evil,  and  I  will  n 
seek  to  penetrate  its  mystery.     Perish  thy  m 
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Aj  AmAjr,  thy  fortune,    all  that  can  tempt 

^  to  adventure  the  peril  which  I  feel  is 

iseoaciDg  thee  I  what  are  they  all  to  me  when 

'^iB^ghed  against    thy    safety?      My    humble 

&rtuDe  has   hitherto    satisfied  all  our  wants, 

%  love  has   made  my  happiness,   and  thou 

bast  always  said  that  I  was  everything  to  thee. 

Come,  Mattheus,  I   implore  thee   hearken   to 

my  foreboding ;    let  us  turn   away   from   this 

fevfol  dty.   Thou  canst  not  tell  in  what  gloomy 

<»l(Hi»  recur  to  my  memory  the  fate  of  the 

cooqnrators  of  whom  thou  hast  formerly  spoken 

so  much ;  the  secret  and  silent  horrors  of  the 

^^niUe  despotism  which  I  feel  that  thou  hast 

^^^^ed,    and  to  whose  mercies  I  am  siu'e 

^*^^  art  now  about  to  trust.     Oh !  has  not 

%  Blanche  loved  thee  enough  without  a  name, 

*  hc»iie,  a  family  I     Would  she  not  love  thee 

^  ^bofu  hadst  been  bom  in  the  humblest  rank 

Ufe,   and  thus  without  one.     Oh !  come,  I 

^Plore  thee,  let  us  turn  back  on  our  westward 

^^^  and,    abandoning  thy  dangerous  dream, 

^^gn  ourselves  to  love,  to  peace,  and  to  con- 

^^tment.*' 

N  3 
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"  And  lead  you  back  the  wife  of  a  namelessE 
fortuneless  adventurer ;  for  I  have  told  you  tha^ 
my  fortune  depends  upon  this  journey." 

"  Oh !  Mattheus,  do  not  let  my  love  hur- 
thy  pride,  when  it  only  speaks  out  in  the  excese 
of  its  devotion.  It  is  thee  that  I  worship,  as 
thou  art,  in  soul,  in  body,  and  mind;  ana 
when  I  say  that  I  should  not  have  valued  the* 
less  if  thou  hadst  been  born  a  peasant,  I  speaks 
in  all  the  conscious  pride  of  belonging  to  a 
race  for  centuries  illustrious,  and  with  the  in- 
stinct that  in  thee  it  has  not  been  mis-aDied- 
Dost  thou  think  that  my  sympathy  does  not 
trace  it  in  that  indescribable  nobility  of  ex- 
pression, in  all  the  peculiarities  which  stamp 
thy  words,  thy  actions,  and  thy  manner,  in  the 
very  prominence  of  the  deep  blue  veins  through, 
thy  tender  skin,  and  the  rapidity  with  which  thy 
lordly  blood  flows  in  its  impetuous  pulsations, 
in  the  feminine  smallness  of  thy  hand,  and  in 
the  bold,  wild  freedom  of  thine  eye  ?  Oh !  it 
is  because  I  doubt  so  little  of  thy  illustrious 
lineage,  that  I  may  w^  be  careless  of  knowing 
farther  respectmg  it    As  to  thy  fortune — oh  I 
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let  mine  suffice.     Come,   dearest,  let   us  fly, 
«m1  be  as  we  have  been,  all  in  all  to  each  other." 
''But  who  says,   dear  Blanche,   that  there  is 
any  danger  f" 

"Can  I  not  read  thine  eyes,  thy  voice,  thy 
countenance,  thy  lip,  which  quivers  even  now  ?" 
Here  Mattheus  buried  his  face  in  his  hands ; 
and  then  after  an  interval,  he  said : 

"And  can  you  think  only  of  danger  ?  Have 

J^  never  thought  that  it  might  be  remorse  at 

baving  yielded  to  the  sweet  temptation,  and 

^cd  my  &te,  unhappy  Blanche,  with  thine  ? 

Oh  I  Blanche,  pity  me,    pity  me  I    And  yet 

Pfirfiaps  an  hour  hence  you  will  give  me,  im- 

^^  that  scornful  pity  which  I  dread." 

'*  Hattheus,    dear  Mattheus,  this  is  mad- 


^*  It  is  worse  than  madness.  Imagine  if  you 
^^^  one  of  the  damned,  who  wandering  far  from 
^^  profoondest  depth,  the  deepest  slough  of  his 
^^^^al  prison  house,  has  seized  with  all  the 
^^essness  of  an  immortal  misery,  upon  the 
^^d  which  an  angel  has  proffered  in  its  imsus- 
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pecting  purity  and  innocence.  Imag^e  wh 
the  wretched  child  of  perdition  feels  as  the  ho 
approaches,  when  the  angelic  being  must  tu 
from  him  with  its  smile  of  love,  changed  in 
loathing,  and  contempt,  and  horror,  as  startii 
back  with  its  prismatic  wings,  scorched  by  t 
burning  blast,  it  sees  by  its  infernal  light  t 
loathsome,  hideous  feature  of  the  lost — Ic 
child  of  sin." 

"And how,"  said  Blanche,  with  beaming  a 
enthusiastic  eyes,  "  should  I  imagine  what  ooi 
never  happen  ?  Love,  real  love,  would  not  p 
ceive  the  change,  however  hideous,  in  the  bei 
loved.  Love,  real  love,  even  in  an  angel's  brea 
would  moth-like,  court  the  flame ;  and  love  t 
would  forgive  what  Heaven  itself  had  not  fi 
given !" 

"How  strange,"  mused  the  husband, 
clasping  his  hands  he  gazed  with  an  intensity 
admiration  into  his  wife's  face,  as  if  to  s 
himself  in  the  last  looks  of  her  affections ;  "  h( 
strange,  that  I  shoiild  still  regard  my  transgn 
sion  with  such  rapture,  whilst  its  consdousni 
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we^  me  down  to  the  earth.  You  smile  now 
and  you  forgive  in  the  abstract ;  but  if  you 
knew  an,  Blanche  r 

"What  need  I,"  said  Blanche,  throwing  her 
wns  around  his  neck,  "  when  with  the  poet 

Iknow not,  I  care  not,    if  gtiilt's  in  that  heart ; 
But  I  know  that  I  love  thee,  whatever  thou  art." 

"  Oh !"  exclaimed  the  husband,  "  not  exactly 

P^^  except    it    be  the  guilt    of  having  en- 

^^'^  my  Blanche  in  a  fete,  over  which  I  never 

^  control,  for  good  or  evil.  As  for  the  danger, 

^  an  apprehensions;   to-morrow  you  shall 

^^  an ;  it  would  pain  me  now  too  much  to 

^*  but  trust  me,  that  in  three  short  weeks, 

^^  B  moderate  fortune,  if  still  without  a  name 

^^^nk,  or  station,    we  will  repass  this  road 

'^^  our  westward  course ;  and  believe  me  I 

^A  find  the  inspiration  in  thy  tried  enduring 

^^,  to  work  out,  in  the  Wide  world  which  lies 

^^^re  us,  a   name   my  Blanche  may  yet   be 

'^^^iid  to  bear." 

**  You  would  not  deceive  me?"  said  Blanche, 
^^T)iously ;  "  for  remember,  dearest,  if  danger  be 
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there  and  unavoidable,  then  dread  no  sighs  or  tears 
fix)m  me ;  the  very  terror  which  my  tenderness 
inspires  will  give  me  courage.  Besides,  the  race  I 
come  of  never  knew  fear,  when  the  men  belong- 
ing to  it  hated,  or  when  its  women  loved.  My 
blood  will  not  shame  thine,  however  noble. 
But  if  the  danger  may  be  yet  averted,  why 
not  fly  ?  And  if  there  be  no  danger,  why  that 
clouded,  anxious  brow  ?" 

"  It  is  clouded,  Blanche,  because  to-morrow 
thy  love,  if  not  extinguished,  may  perhaps  be 
cooled;  and  that  I  dread  to  think  on." 

"  Never,"  interrupted  Blanche. 

"Oh,"  continued  Mattheus,  "love  is  like 
health — how  can  we  say  it  will  last  ?  And  then 
there  is  cause  for  anxiety ;  because  our  fate 
hangs  on  the  single  will  of  an  individual.  He  is 
indeed  one  of  the  best,  most  generous,  and 
noblest  of  mankind,  all  powerful  by  a  single 
word  to  stamp  our  destiny.  I  hold  his  solenm 
promise  here,  and  never  did  he  break  his  mighty 
word,  in  the  most  trivial  thing ;  but  still  he  is 
a  weak  and  erring  mortal  like  myself" 

Here,  as  if  to  stop  all  fiuther  conversation  on 


^'^rz  ^■"  "■'  *  *' 

J*"""-  „  done,  »  »**  *°°^'\ 

W«r»i»**^''^„«nt  of  *»«'»- 
t^,lW.. .««  *  %^  had  d«rod  »  » 

»>«««  «»  ""^  ^  fot  "«  """• 
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And  as  she  mused,  she  remained  in  contem- 
plation before  the  picture,  and  insensibly  had 
joined  her  hands  in  supplication. 

If  one  codd  have  seen  through  the  walls 
which  divided  the  apartments,  it  would  have  been 
strange  to  observe  within  a  few  feet,  an  old 
Russian,  with  his  face  towards  her,  in  a  precisely 
simSar  attitude.  He  was  a  greasy  merchant 
who,  having  slept  off  his  last  night's  copious 
supper  on  one  of  the  sofas,  wrapped  up  his 
feet  in  a  couple  of  rags,  drawn  on  his  boots,  and 
paid  his  bill,  being  about  to  awaken  his  com- 
panion, was  first  offering  up  an  earnest  prayer 
to  the  image  of  St.  Sergius,  to  protect  him  by 
not  allowing  the  other  to  discover,  by  the  sober 
light  of  morning's  reason,  that  he  had  been 
cheated  in  a  sale  of  hides  on  the  preceding 
night;  and  as  a  consideration  the  petitioner 
humbly  offered  to  the  saint  to  bum  for  fourteen 
days  the  purest  oil  of  the  olive  in  his  lamp— 
and  he  was  really  quite  incapable  of  cheating  his 
patron  in  its  quality. 

The  reader  might  also  have  recognised  in  this 
person,  our  friend  Vasili  Petrovitch,  who  had 
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fonushed  the  sturgeon    for  Prince   Isaakoif  s 
hreak&st 

The  habitual  reserve  of  Mattheus,  at  certain 
times,  and  on  certain    subjects,    had    taught 
BlaDcbe  to  respect  the  moody  silence  into  which 
he  ifkpBcA  on  returning  to  her ;  though  some 
times,  as  if  the  brighter  side  of  his  position  turn- 
ed u{^)ermost  as  he  revolved  it  in  his  mind,  he 
0^  fi^uent  and  successful  efforts  to  rally, 
though  studiously  avoiding  all  allusion  to  their 
P^us  conversation.     They   had  breakfasted 
™  dmed,  and  watching  the  passing  vehicles, 
^^  sitting  at  the  open  window,  awaiting  the 
^at  which  he  had  proposed  that  they  should 
f^^^^^^  their  journey. 

^^ou  see,"  observed  Mattheus,  who  to  con- 

^  ttie  excitement  under  which  he  laboured, 

^Ver  recurring  to  the  most  indifferent  topics, 

^^t  our  Russia  is  not  quite  a  land  of  eternal 

^^^;  it  is  seldom  hotter  on  the  shores  of  the 

^terranean  than  it  is  to  day.    You  see  we 

_  ^  fruits  too  of  our  own ;  this  melon  from 

^^bof,    these    transparent    apples    from    the 

^Uijea^  and  these   enormous  raspberries — our 
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northern  regions  are  the  land  of  the  raspberry — 
which  you  have  never  eaten  in  the  same 
perfection  in  a  more  temperate  climate." 

While  speaking,  their  joint  attention  was 
attracted  by  a  shabby  droshky  which  entered  the 
yard.  There  alighted  from  it  a  hatchet*feced 
individual,  one  of  those  employed  in  some 
department  of  the  Civil  Service,  and  known 
imder  the  general  appellation  of  Chinovniks,  or 
men  of  rank.  He  was  accoutred  in  the  pale 
grey  doak  worn  alike  by  every  commissioned 
officer  in  the  Imperial  Service,  from  the  field- 
marshal  down  to  the  lowest  clerk.  When  he 
removed  it  he  displayed,  instead  of  a  military 
uniform,  a  sort  of  dress  coat  of  rifle  green,  with 
gilt  buttons  stamped  with  the  imperial  arms, 
and  a  collar  of  light-coloured  velvet ;  his  head 
was  surmoimted  by  an  ordinary  black  silk  hat, 
a  little  rusty  in  the  nap,  and  very  much  bat- 
tered at  the  edges. 

"Ah,"  said  he  as  the  pale  ostler  in  the 
wolf-skin  cap  stepped  forward,  "so  thou  art 
here." 

"  The  Lord  have  mercy  on  us,"  muttered  the 
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fomt,  prostrating  himself  at  his  full  length  to 
Idas  the  stranger's  feet,  whilst  the  fat  waiter 
only  bowed,  although  profoundly,  and  bringing 
^  as  ordered,  a  glass  of  spirits  and  a  lighted 
pipe,  looked  as  if  expecting  payment  on  deli- 
vay. 

"  What  dost  thou  here  ?"  said  the  Chinovnik 
to  the  still  prostrate  ostler. 
"Oh,  my  father,  I  am  at  service." 
^  So  when  I  thought  thou  wert  in  the  hospital 
fw)u  art  here,   rogue !  earning  good  wages ! 
^fhm  is  thy  obrok?  Thou  owest  me  three 
''^onthg  of  it — ^five  and  forty  roubles." 

**  Oh !  my  father,  I  have  indeed  been  very  ill. 

^  ^  true  I  have  been  in  this  place  six  weeks ; 

^   hitherto   I  only  serve  here  for  my  keep. 

^^k  at  my  arms,"  said  the  slave,  as  he  pulled 

^  ^e  sleeves  of  his  caftan,  and  shewed  the  thin 

^^^%ton-like  limbs,  to  the  bones  of  which  the 

^^^  seemed  adhering,  "  who  will  give  me  any 

^^*%«8  to  WOTk  with  these  ?" 

**  Come,"  said  the  Chinovnik,  who  seemed  a 

^Ue  mollified,  "  I  will  take  five  and  twenty  rou- 

*^  and  give  thee  a  month  for  the  remainder." 
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"  Oh  my  father !  by  the  Abnighty !  I  have 
not,  as  I  hope  for  salvation,  five-and-twenty  ko- 
peks. It  is  a  hard  struggle,  very  hard,  to  pay  a 
monthly  tax  of  fifteen  roubles,  even  when  one 
can  work  and  get  work ;  but  when  a  violent  ill- 
ness overtakes  one,  as  it  has  overtaken  me,  I 
must  beseech  of  your  merciful  nobility  to  wait." 

"  What,  rogue !  robber  !  dog !  whose  mother 
I  have  defiled ;  am  I  to  keep  a  set  of  rascals 
who  bring  me  always  excuses,  when  I  want 
money  ?" 

And  here  the  Chinovnik  commenced  beating 
him  about  the  head  and  shoulders  with  the 
cherry-stick  tube  of  his  troubka  or  long-pipe. 
At  the  fourth  or  fifth  blow  it  flew  out  of  his  hand. 

"  Fetch  it !"  roared  the  master,  and  the  mise- 
rable slave  crawled  to  pick  it  up,  and  then 
crouched  again  like  a  dog,  as  his  master  had  said 
he  was ;  and  then  the  blows  redoubled  till  the 
cherry-stick  flew  in  shivers;  upon  whidi  the 
Chinovnik  first  kicked  him  on  the  face  with  his 
heavy  boots,  and  then  placing  his  foot  upon  his 
neck,  trampled  his  head  down  in  the  dust  with 
all  his  might. 
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"Oh my  father  1"  exclaimed  the  slave,  raising 
himself  up  and  spitting  the  blood  and  sand  from 


"What/' said  the  Chinovnik  panting  for 
hreatb,  but  with  some  concern  in  his  countenance 
lod  in  his  voice,  ^'  I  have  not  surely  put  out 
thine  qre  or  knocked  thy  teeth  out  ?  Spit,  dog ; 
let  U8  see." 

How  truthful  is  the  pithy  argument  of  the 

uiti-abolitionists — those  practical   advocates  of 

the  positiye  rights  of  property  against  the  vague 

^abstract  rights  of  hiunanity — ^when  they  ask 

^  oan  be  more  mterested  in  the  welfare  of  the 

dave  than  his  owner !    And  it  was  here  beauti- 

ftDjr  illustrated.  What  did  the  postmaster  or  the 

voders  heed,  whether  the  slave's  eye  was 

'^'Hled  or  his  teeth  knocked  out  or  not  ?    But 

^  Chinovnik  did,  whose  property  he  was,  and 

^  ctXamined  him  anxiously,  making  him  open 

/^^  one  eye,  and  then  the  other,  and  then  look- 

^  into  his  mouth  through  his  swelling  lips,  till, 

*^^^it|g  him  a  last  vigorous,  but  careful  blbw  on 

^^  ^de  of  the  head  where  he  could  not  disfigure 

bid  him  take  off  his  caftan. 


«iae 
Vhe 
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It  was  well  that  Blanche,  in  horror  and  disgust, 
had  hidden  her  face  in  her  husband's  bosom,  for 
under  the  serfs  caftan  there  was  not  a  stitch  of 
dothing  ;  and  the  naked,  gaunt,  and  meagre 
figure,  standing  with  shrunken  legs  in  its  wide 
boots,  held  up  as  ordered,  the  threadbare  gaiv 
ment  to  the  light,  till  the  Chinovnik  ¥ras  satisfied 
that  every  place  of  concealment  had  been  visited 
He  then  commanded  him  to  give  his  knife,  and 
take  off  his  boots. 

The  slave  hesitated  for  an  instant,  and  then 
he  gave  one  to  his  master,  who  was  evidenfly  a 
practised  searcher;  he  threw  it  down  after  a 
moment's  examination;  but  in  the  other  he 
speedily  discovered  a  scapulary,  a  little  paper  of 
tobacco,  and  at  last  the  treasure. 

It  consisted  of  two  silver  grivniks  or  four 
penny  pieces,  and  a  five  rouble  bank  note  of 
tattered  coarse  blue  paper,  stitched  together  with 
white  thread  across,  and  representing  a  curreiK^ 
of  about  four  and  sixpence  English. 

^^Gbod!"  exclaimed  the  Chinovnik,  appro- 
priating the  spoil.  "  Now  this  day  month,  thou 
shalt  bring  me  five-and-twenty  on  account ;  and 
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before  thoa  oomest  to  me  with  it,  thou  shalt  go 
tothepolioe-station  of  my  quarter,  and  say  I  sent 
thtt,  for  attempting  to  rob  thy  Baron,  to  receive 
there  fifty  strokes,  which  thou  shalt  also  pay  for 
from  thine  own  money;  and  look  that  they  be  well 
scored  on  thy  back,  lest  when  thou  comest  to 
Qelmake  thee  return  to  learn  obedience  where 
thoa  hast  been  to  take  a  lesson  of  diligence  and 


^  I  hear,  and  obey  I  and  humbly  thank  you,  my 
&ther,  for  all  these  favours." 

Tbe  Chinovnik  drove  away,  and  the  poor 
^*fe  retired  to  mend  the  boot  which  his 
'^^^ster  bad  maliciously  slit  open. 

**  Oh  what  a  sight,"  said  Blanche ;  "  it  makes 
*y  veiy  soul  sicken.    Who  is  that  monster  ?" 

*  A  dvil  officer,"  replied  Mattheus ;  "I  see  by 
^  Colour  of  his  velvet  coat  collar  that  he  is  em- 
^^^  m  the  office  of  the  minister  of  justice." 

CkK)d  heavens !  of  justice !  And  how  dares  he 
^^ple  thus  brutally  upon  that  man?" 
**  Because  it  is  not  a  man,  but  a  slave." 
tlie  fiice  of  Mattheus  grew  pale,  and  his  voice 
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sounded  strange  and  stiffled  with  his  suppressedi 
emotion. 

*'  And  are  there  no  laws  to  restrain  him^  dear* 
Mattheus  ?"  said  the  wife  after  a  pause. 

"  Oh,  volumes  and  volumes  full!" 

"  And  how  does  it  happen  thus  ?" 

^'  Because  men  hreak  laws  even  where  laws 
can  punish,  much  less  where  they  cannot  readi 
them — ^because  all  the  laws  which  should  pro- 
tect the  slave  are  neutralized — ^because  the 
slave  can  never  accuse  his  master,  and  it  is  no 
one  else's  business;  because,  if  the  master 
injure  the  slave  so  that  he  dies  after  tiiree 
days,  he  goes  scot  free;  and  even  if  he 
kill  him  on  the  spot,  as  no  person  above 
the  fourteenth  dass  can  be  submitted  to  any 
corporal  punishment  without  being  first  de- 
graded, which  is  only  done  for  offences  against 
the  sovereign  or  the  government,  the  cnid 
master  can  only  be  imprisoned  in  a  monastery. 
And  even  this  he  need  not  risk,  because  for  a 
few  pence  the  police  will  do  his  bidding,  and 
take  aQ  hazard  off  his  hands.     This  is  a  &iIow 
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who,  probably  by  long  service,  has  reached 
bcTOod  the  fourteenth  dass,  and  acquired  the 
|)riv%  of  buying  serfs ;  by  the  sale  of  justice 
l)e  has  scraped  together  a  few  hundred  pounds 
in  bribes  of  silver  pieces,  and  invested  them 
in  four  or  five  unhappy  fdlow-creatures.  A  great 
proprietor  is  content  to  take  a  tribute  or  obrok 
rftwenfy  or  of  forty  roubles  in  the  year ;  but 
afiOowlike  this  watches  them  like  a  cat,  and 
squeezes  firom  them  every  farthing  the  poor 
1^  can  earn,  thus  drawing  from  them  a 
Iwndred  or  two  hundred  roubles." 

^  How  very  horrible!   At  least  thank   God 
^  we  are  not  slaves,"  said  Blanche ;  and  then 
'be  added :  "  Oh !  for  some  one  to  teach  them 
^  gentle  doctrines  of  Christianity !" 

**Qr !"    exclaimed  Mattheus,    whose  brow 

'^  How  flushed,    whose  eyeballs  glared,    and 

^^  nervously  clenched  his  fist,  and  set  his 

^*ti  with  the  same  expression   of  ferocious 

^^H^ce  as  when  some  months  before  he  flung 

*^  iiitrader  on  his  ai^anced's  privacy  from  the 

^es  into  the  pit — "  Or,  oh  for  a  Spartacus !" 

Blanche,  in  her  alarm  as  she  looked  at  her 

vou  I.  o 
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husband,  and  remembered  that  they  were 
Russia,  foi^t  £or  the  moment  the  sufferings 
the  slave;  but  as  she  was  stepping  into  t 
carriage,  the  serf  was  there,  with  his  swolleiii  a 
yet  pallid  features  still  smeared  with  the  tru 
of  his  master's  brutality ;  and  Blanche  putti 
five  gold  pieces  into  his  hand,  he  look^  in 
her  beautiful  face  with  vacant  and  incredulo 
astonishment.  At  this  moment  Mattheua  call 
him  to  fetch  his  doak,  and  being  then  heyoi 
the  eye  of  his  bene&ctress,  he  asked  her  hi 
band  for  a  na  chai^  or  tea  money,  and  grBQii 
secured  the  silver  piece  Mattheus  offered  hii 
Perhaps  the  slave  remembered  that  that  d 
month  it  was  exactly  the  fee  he  would 
called  upon  to  pay  at  the  police  station  for  1 
ovm  flogging. 

Such  is  the  effect  of  slavery,  and  in  son 
respects  of  all  oppression;  it  brutalizes  ai 
debases,  and  th^  gives  rise  to  the  hescofH 
theory  that  nothing  but  th^  systepa  which  h 
produced  it  can  practically  siju^  sa^iik  faratafii 
and  debasement  I 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

Count  Horace  joined  in  the  drawing-room  of 

^  Countess  de  Baval,  a  group  of  personages 

^^  appeared  deep  in  Kterary  discussion. 

^e  Countess  de   Baval,    a  Russian    lady 

^^ed  to  a  Frenchman,  had  once  been  mas- 

^^tJe  looking;   but  as  her  flesh  had  wasted 

^^^  her  vigour,  or  perhaps  her  vigour  with 

^^    flesh,   the  brown  and  withered  skin   on 

^^idi    her    diamonds    sparkled,    the  bending 

^^\ire  and  the  deep   set   eyes,    had  rendered 

^^  i^ypearance  hag-like  more  than  masculine. 

Next  to  her  was  seated  Madame  Obrasoff. 
^^  was  fair;  her  features  were  so  little 
^^Uiked  that  one  might  have  compared  her 

o  2 
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face  to  a  portrait  of  which  the  colours  v 
partly  effaced,  or  which  was  viewed  thro^ 
a  mist,  or  through  a  glass  which  you 
breathed  upon,  so  little  had  they  of  bea 
or  deformity,  or  character,  until  she  sm 
or  spoke,  and  then  her  voice  was  winn 
her  colourless  eyes  were  full  of  softness, 
all  the  graces  of  expression  came  to  illuD 
those  before  unmeaning  features. 

This  lady  was  not  past  four  and  thirty, 
yet  beside  her  were  two  grown  up  daugh 
of  fifteen  and  sixteen,  Anna  and  Feodora. 
sisters  were  both  tall,  and  very  youthful  in  t 
aspect ;  there  was  a  suppleness  about  their  1 
and   slender   figures   which   reminded  the 
holder,    when   they   moved,    of   the    grac 
wa\ing    of    an    ostrich   plume,    or   of    « 
frail   and  feathery   kind    of   fern    when    ! 
tated  by  a  passing  breeze.     They  bore  all 
impress   of  that  precocity,  and  of  its  aoo 
panying  sickliness,  into  which  Russian  child 
are  apt  to  ripen,  where  the  stove  supplies 
place  of  sim,  and  leads  to  a  factitious,  as  e 
as  a  torrid  clime  to  a  natural,  maturity.     ] 
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wanting   the   hue   of  health,    or  even 
purity  of  complexion,  their  raven  hair,  in  ban- 
kaos,  and  their  lai^   dark  eyes,   contrasted 
^triloD^y  and  advantageously^  with  their  pallid 
countenances.  Their  mouths  were  small  and  de- 
licately formed,  and  their  teeth  of  that  small  and 
fragile  pearly  and  transparent  description  which 
seldom  lasts  beyond  the  early  freshness  of  youth. 
Their  eyes,  rendered  soft  by  their  long  lashes, 
were  slightly  obliqued,  as  is  always  the  case  with 
^hofie  Russians  who  derive  their  darkness  from  a 
Tartar  ancestry. 

But  though  the  sisters  were  so  strikingly 
Blike  in  feature  and  in  figure,  nothing  could 
be  more  different  than  the  dispositions  which 
their  manner  and  expression  indicated.  The 
^"^1^  seemed  a  joyous  child,  full  of  mingled 
™rti  and  sensibility,  who  had  suddenly  wakened 
^^  womanhood,  retaining  all  the  wayward 
*P^t  of  the  girl ;  the  youngest  was  grave,  and 
^^^Ughtfiil,  and  gentle,  like  her  mother. 

^ext  to  them  sat  the  Russo-German  beauty, 
^Mame  Rudiger :  tall,  fisur,  and  deep-bosomed. 
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whose  Juno-like  attractions  threw  those  of  tl 
sisters  into  relief. 

''  Come,  Sir/'  said  Madame  de  Baval,  *'w 
are  discussing  the  merits  of  Fr^di  authore 
come  and  help  me  to  defend  Chiteaubriand." 

Horace  had  taken  up  a  Venetian  poignai 
with  a  silvar  handle  exquisitely  chased,  whic 
served  as  paper-knife,    and  still  balancbg 
in  his  hand,  he  replied : 

"  Madame,  you  are  fond  of  antiquities." 

"  Your  answer  is  two-edged,"  said  Madam 
Rudiger. 

"Oh  1  I  mean  literary  as  well  as  otherwise, 
replied  Horace,  "for  Chateaubriand's  woA 
have  reached  a  premature  antiquation ;  in  &€ 
it  is  a  subject  on  which  you  can  hardly  ezpec 
to  find  a  Frenchman  fluent,  because  they  caniK) 
be  said  to  belong  to  either  the  classic  or  h) 
mantic  schools  which  are  now  with  us  the  sol 
theme  of  discussion." 

"And  of  slashing  discussion,"  obsenreci 
with  an  inward  chuckle,  a  heavy-looking  per 
sonage,    the  senator  Dimitri  Danskoi;   for  i 
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I  can  never  avoid  even  the  semblance  of 

tptUL 

"I  ahafl  be  overwhelmed  if  I  do  not  lay 
down  this  Benvenuto  Cellini,"  said  Horace. 

"What  1  lay  dovm  your  armsi  when  you  are 

called  on  to  defend  us  1"  said  Madame  de  Baval. 

"I  am  5upfK>rting  my  literary   antiquities 

sgamst  still  more  remote  obsoletions.     Here  is 

a  partizan  who  will  hear  of  nothing  less  anti* 

quated  than  Voltaire.'' 

**  Vidtaire  will  never  be  antiquated,'*  said  the 


** No;  I  am  for  something  more  modem ;  and 

if  our  s^itiments  forbid  our  going  into  all  the 

vnpious  extravagances  of  your  recent  authors, 

bdieve  that  we  do  not  all  wish  our  literature  to 

^  like  our  furniture,  in  the  taste  of  the  eight- 

^^'tth  century.     Give  me  the  heart  and  imagi- 

'^^tiQii,  and  the  religious  inspiration,  and  the  har- 

^^'^nj  of  Chateaubriand ;  or  the  romances  of 

*e  ^comte  d'Arlincourtr— " 

**  Or  of  Walter  Scott,"  said  Madame  Rudiger. 

*  Or   Lamartine's  poetic  meditations,"  said 

^^^^me  ObrasoflF,  of  which  Horace  thought,  by 
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a  strange  conceit,  that  she  looked  the  impersc: 
nation,  as  the  words  flowed  like  music  from  he!= 
mouth,  and  a  gentle  respiration  heayed  he= 
bosom,  almost  terminating  in  a  sigh. 

"  If  you  are  for  the  sentimental/*  observed  th*- 
senator,  "  I  can  meet  you  with  the  authors  om 
my  epoch,  as  well  as  in  the  profound,  the  witty" 
and  the  classic.  What  can  be  more  patheticaUji 
beautiftd,  than  Paul  and  \irginia?" 

"Romeo  and  Juliet!"  said  Anna  Obrasoff^ 
with  a  triumphant  flash  of  her  bright  eyes. 

"  Ah !"  exclaimed  Horace.  "  Well  said :  we 
are  m  the  regions  now  of  pathos  and  of  passion. 
Paul  and  Virginia  is  like  one  of  David's  pic- 
tures:—  soft,  chaste,  and  dassic;  but  it  is 
neither  life,  nor  reality.  It  reads  like  love  ably 
written  of  by  an  old  man : — but  Romeo  and 
Juliet  is  love — speaking,  and  breathing." 

"  As  if  written  by  a  lover,"  observed  Anna. 

"  And  how  do  you  know  ?"  said  Madame  de 
Baval,  with  prudish  severity. 

"  I  guess  it,"  replied  Anna,  with  unconscious 
simplicity. 
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"Oh !  I  b^  you  to  believe,"  said  the  mother, 
"that  Anna  speaks  from  intuition,  not  ex- 
perience." 

"And  you,  Mademoiselle,"  said  Horace,  ad- 
^Jressing  the  youngest,  "  you  have  not  given  us 
JODT  voice." 

"  Oh  !"  said  Feodora,  softly,  "  like  mamma, 
J  love  Lamartine  and  Xavier  le  Maistre. 

"Oh!  his  lonely  leper  of  Alost,"  said  Ma- 
dame ObrasoflF. 

"You  s^,"   said    Horace,  to   the   senator, 

'^  the  public  voice  is  against   you.     You 

^  never  seduce  these  ladies  to  your  Tfl^ma- 

9^^  or  to  your  stately  authors  in  powdered  wigs, 

^®e  buckles,  and  three  cornered  hats, — ^with  all 

^^  stiflhess,  and  with  all  their  wit.     When  we 

'^^    to   understand  each   other,   we    are   all 

^'^^^ — we  are   all  of  the  romantic  school : — 

*^  rather    feel  with    Shakespeare,     and 

^^^n,  and  Victor  Hugo,  and  Sue,  and  Souli^, 

^  Casimir  de  la  Vigne,  than  admire  Racine, 

^oltaire,  or  Comeille,  their  polished  verse,  and 

^^  inviolate  imities." 

**  Oh,  Sir!"  said  the  hostess,     "I  cry  you 

^t^ ! — heaven  forbid,  that  we  should  relish  all 

o  3 


to  have  entertained  such  opinions !" 
.  "  Here,  Sir/*  said  the  senator,  "  allow  e 
observe,  that  you  will  find  the  poison  pourec 
to  stimulate  the  depraved  tastes  of  anarc 
and  atheists,  in  very  little  favour.  We  too 
our  antagonistic  predilections  for  the  classic 
romantic  schools.  We  stretch  liberality 
beyond  the  boimds  of  decorum ;  and  in  £5 
of  their  wit,  may  even  tolerate  a  Voltaire, 
Diderot,  or  a  Bayle ;  but  we  do  not  countei 
the  length  your  revolutionary  countrymei 
in  outraging  all  propriety  and  decency ; 
do  not  countenance  them  by  reading  tl 
we  abhor  too  much  their  tendency." 

"Well,"  repUed  Horace,  « I  also  a 
staunch  legitimatist,  true  to  the  motto  -oi 
house — *for  God,  and  for  my  king;'  b 
could  never  square  my  literary  tastes  by 
political  opinions.  It  appears  to  me,  that  thi 
wit  may  be  pointed,  or  genius  tend  in  an 
happy  direction,  it  is  wit  and  genius  still." 

"  Besides,"  said  Madame  Rudiger,  "  it  is 
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ter  to  be  sometimes  shocked^  than  always  bored 
and  weaned — *^ 

"Oh,  yes  !*'  said  Annai  "  let  me  read  some- 
thing that  makes  the  heart  bound  without  being 
told  that  I  should  admire/' 

*  *  *  * 

"And  then  if  we  turn  to  Soulie,  we  find  an 
inugination  whose  fertility  and  originality  beggar 
^^  Victor  Hugo's — Souli^,  who  crowds  into 
^^  the  pbts  and  action  of  twenty  melodrames 
^  novels— Soufi^,  who  almost  disdains,  like 
^  cild  tzagedians,  the  accessories  of  costume 
^  BosDerjf  and  paints  a  character  so  vividly 
^  *  few  laconic  sentences." 

'  It  is  true,"  said  Madame  Rudiger ;  "  in  his 

"^^^Ctts  of  the  Devil,  he  leads  you  through 

^*^t  volumes,  as  if  they  were  a  single  chapter ; 

breaks  off  incessantly  in  the  middle  of  a 

^^^"VeDoudy  interesting  story,  to  introduce  you 

^«8h  actors,  and  another  plot ;  and  yet,  not- 

^Hstanding  all  your  disappointment,  in  two 

^^^f»  mare  you  are  so  absorbed  in  the  new,  as 

^<nget  the  old,  till  he  brings  it  again  before 

^^  by  a  fresh  inversion," 
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"And  then  his  Devil!"  continued  He 
"what  poor  devils  are   all  ever  painted 
compared  with  his :  fix)m  Byron's  baffled  : 
and  Milton's  proud,  magniloquent  Ludfer, 
to  the  stupid  devils  of  Le  Sage  or  Goethe.  ^ 
bitter    irony  and  what  infernal  malice  a 
personify  the  Prince  of  Evil  in  his  pages  1 
yet  he  introduces  this  weird  and  terrible 
not  surroimded  by  dusty  crucibles,   or  n 
tains  of  the  Hartz ;  not  amidst   sublimit! 
Alps,  or  space,  or  the  abyss,  or  amidst  the  ^ 
of  worlds  —  but    amidst  the  common   s 
of  actual  life — in  Paris  or  the  provinces ;  c 
year  or  two  ago,  and  always  taking  the 
tumes  of  every  day,  and  working  out  hit 
rible  designs  by   natural  agencies.     And 
there  is  Sue's  "  Latr^aumont,"  one  of  tb 
historic  novels  ever  written — "* 

"  Sir,"  said  the  senator,  "  you  are  talku 
me  now  of  novels,  a  literary  monstrosity  ^ 
I  despise." 

"  And  very  unjustly,"  returned  Horace, 

*  Translated  and  published  since  the  above  was 
ten  under  the  title  of  the  **  Court  Conspirator.*' 


THE  WHITE   SLAVE.  301 

the  novel  has  now  become  the  vehicle  of  pub- 
licity for  the  poet,  the  dramatist,  and  even  for 
tlie  jwlitician.      The    stage    was  the    readiest 
ohannel  to  the  public  ear  in  Shakespeare's  time ; 
but  if  Shakespeare  had  lived   in  the  days  of 
Homer  his  dramas  must    have  been  crowded 
into  an  epic  poem,  and  his  epic  rendered  popular 
in  piece-meal  song.     If  he  had  lived  in  our  own 
day  he  must  have  written  a  novel.     The  poet  is 
no  longer  listened  to  in  verse  or  on  the  stage, 
and  the  politician  not  often  in  the  tribune,  on 
4e  subject  on  which  he  may  wish  to  speak ; 
^d  yet  publicity  is  the  vital  air  of  both.     They 
ttiust  be  heard,  and  what  are  they  to  do  if  the 
Public  will  only  hear  them  through  the  medium 
^f  a  novel?  Thus  m  England,  Bulwer's  "Rienzi" 
^d  ©'Israeli's  "Wondrous  Tale  of  Ab-oy,"  were 
P^^hq  novels.   Even  Miss  Martineau  wrapped  up 
^^  subject  in  a  novel,  as  a   nurse  mixes 
^  y^ic  in   conserve    of    roses.     Thus  Gustave 
^eaiunont     preached    on   slavery   in    the 
,  ^*^    States.'*      And    Horace    might    now 
^    added  "that  thus    the    poet    who    had 
^lit  an  auditory  for  his  poem  in  one  novel, 
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seeks,  as  the  senator,  to  disseminate  his  political 
opinions  in  another  when  he  publishes  his  Con- 
ingsby." 

"  But  to  return  to  Latr^aumont.  What  can 
exceed  its  dose  adherence  to  the  minutest  de- 
tails of  history,  the  ceaseless  interest  of  its  story, 
and  the  graphic  manner  in  which  every  char 
racter  is  realised  to  the  imagination  of  the 
reader  and  imprinted  on  it  afterwards — from 
Van  den  Enden  the  enthusiastic  philosopher, 
and  his  daughter — from  the  great  Spinosa,  down 
to  the  ruffianly  Latr^umont,  and  the  vacillating 
Duke  de  Rohan." 

"  Ah  yes,"  interrupted  Madame  Obrasoff,  "  it 
is  very  beautiful.  How  well  I  remember  the 
devoted  tenderness  of  Madmoiselle  d'O ." 

"  Or,"  said  her  daughter  Anna,  "  that  fond 
father  whose  son,  the  youthful  chevalier,  is  led 
into  the  conspiracy  by  his  imde — " 

Here  Anna  met  the  eye  of  Madame  de  Bar 
val ;  the  young  girl  coloured,  ond  was  ^ent 
There  was  a  moment's  unbroken  pause.  At 
length  Horace  resumed : 

^'  Oh  yes,  and  then  that  beautiful  picture  ci 
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the  young  widow  to   whom   the   chevalier  is 

either  affianced  or  married — ^who  shares  in  all 

the  conscious  dangers  into  which  his  promise 

leads  him — who  is  tortured  with  him,  and  dies 

^  him  on  the  scaffold." 

Madame  Obrasoff  made    some   trivial    ob- 

sci^on,  which  she  followed  by  a  laugh  pe- 

^^ly  vibrating,  silvery,  and  dear ;   but  the 

tender  liquidity  of  the  glance  into  which  her 

^  ^d  chamelion-like  eyes  awakened,  showed 

*^  it  was   an  effort    to    laugh  off  the   ef- 

'^  which  the  recollection  of  that  harrowing 

^^^  might  produce  upon  her  nervous  sensi- 
fciBty. 

Or,"  continued  Horace,  "the  traitor  who 
^^Unces  Van    den   Enden — almost   his    re- 

*  Ah,"  said  the  senator  with  some  irritation, 
^^  he  not  conspiring?" 

*  And  you  remember,"  still  continued  Horace 
**  for  you  all  seem  to  have  read  it — ^those  last 

^^^hing  prison  scenes  where  the  author  takes 
^^  reader  by  the  hand,  and  leads  him  into  the 
^^^Is  of  the  condemned,  to  witness  their  pre- 
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paration  for  eternity.     I  have  never  known  it    ^ 
one  who  was  not  deeply  affected  by  them.     IT 
deed  I  see  that  you  are  all  still  more  or  It: — ^ 
impressed  with    the    recollection.     Now  is 
not   a  triumph  of  art  to   stir  up  these   em^^ 
tions  V 

"  Sir,"  said  the  senator,  petulantly,  "  I   lu^ 
find  emotions  at  command  in  a  galvanic  batter^^ 
Your  Latr^aumont  is   a  book  inmioral  in  \W^ 
tendency." 

"  How  so,"  asked  Horace,  "  when  it  come^^ 
within  the  verge  of  English  prudery." 

"In    England,"    replied   the   senator,    whc^ 
piqued  himself  on  being  at  times  Voltarian,  "  IC 
know  that  they  tolerate  no  printed  improprieties 
out  of  their  bibles  ;  but  your  Latr^aumont  has  a. 
pernicious  tendency;  it  trails  in  the  dust  a  great 
and  august  monarch." 

"  I  grant  it  to  you,"  said  Horace ;  "  but  what 
is  more  just  than  that  historic  truth  should  puD 
down  Louis  XIV.  from  the  pedestal  on  which  the 
flattery  of  the  authors  and  poets  he  protect- 
ed had  raised  him?  What  could  they  do  but 
panegyrise,  when  he  rewarded  so  munificently? 
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In  the  suoDeediDg  reign  of  Liouis  XV.  such  men 
^  Voltaire  stiU  extolled  him,  as  an  implied 
^3tire  on  his  feeble  successor.  Voltaire  seizing 
^nfy  on  the  points  of  contrast  of  his  reign,  was 
no  more  anxious  to  display  his  littleness  of  heart 
and  mind  than,  when  praising  your  Empress 
Catherine,  to  speak  of  her  murdered  husband." 

Here  the  senator  started  on  his  chair;  but  the 
Count  unheeding  continued :  "  If  the  flattery  of 
court  painters  represented  Louis  as  a  man  of 
naigestic  stature,  because  the  inordinate  height  of 
Ws  wig,  and  of  his  high  heeled  shoes,  shewed 
^^  he  wished  to  be  considered  tall,  are  poste- 
^  to  believe  it  after  they  measured  him  in  his 

'*  Are  we,  when  we  consider  that  Louis  might 

^®    forgiven,    and   had   often  forgiven  when 

^'^  ^vas  danger  in  striking — are  we  to  blame 

Author  for  the  eflfect  of  merciless  harshness, 

^^H  he  has  only  faithfully  described,  or  for  the 

^^^tiation   with   which   the  reader  views  the 

^^^y  and  pitiful  termination  which  assuaged 

^>ialignant  jealousy  and  his  vindictive  spirit  ?" 

'^ut  as  Count  Horace  ceased  speaking,  and  as 
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thesenator  was  opening  his  mouth  very  wide  as 
if  to  bring  out  an  enormous  exdamaticm  of  dis- 
sent, a  stranger  who  had  joined  the  groups 
seized  hold  of  the  Count's  hand,  to  his  uttar 
amazement,  and  wrung  it  violently. 

"  You  are  right.  Sir,"  he  said  with  enthusiasm, 
"  there  is  still  ever  sitting  in  the  hearts  of 
nations  that  famous  Court  of  ancient  Egypt, 
which  judged  the  dead  king  and  the  departed 
beggar!" 

''  Oh !  Count  Horace  de  Montressan,  let 
me  present  to  you  the  spoiled  child  of  the 
Muses,  our  Russian  Byron,"  said  Madame 
Rudiger ;  and  then  she  added,  lying  v^  sweetly, 
"  we  were  just  reciting  a  charming  stanza  from 
your  Rouslan  and  Armilda." 

"  Oh !  Madam,"  replied  the  poet,"  any  verses 
would  flow  charmingly  from  lips  like  yours; 
but  your  compliments  are  overstrained,  as  there 
will  never  be  but  one — there  will  never  be  any 
but  an  English  Byron." 

"  Ah !"  said  the  hostess,  aside  to  Madame 
Obrasoff,  "  what  terrible  people  these  FVenchmen 
are !  one  is  never  safe  with  them,  they  are  capa- 
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^  of  oomprraoiBing  twenty  femilies,  for  the 

^  of  hearing  themselves  talk.  I  pity  you,  my 

^;  you  have  asked  him  to  dine  to-morrow  at 

^^^fiAof.  We  should  both  have  waited  till  he 

^  received/*  and  then,  she  continued  aloud 

^^  time  did  the  Emperor  arrive  to-day  ?'* 

'  Xs  the  Emperor  in  town  ?"  inquired   the 

POQt. 

^*be  senator  shrugged  his  shoulders  as  if  in 
P'^  of  sudi  ignorance  or  affectation. 

*^  Of  course,**    rq)lied  Madame   de    Baval; 
*^^  he  must  have  arrived  before  two,  for  at 
^^^*  hour  the  imperial  standard  was  flying  above 
^^^^  winter  palace,  and  the  tel^raph  working." 

^Do    you   know,"     observed    Madame  de 

^^^^»Bger  to  Horace,   "  that  he  works  the  tele- 

^^**^iilrfi  with  his  own  august  hands.    When  you 

its  black  ladders  moving,  the  Emperor  is 

transmitting  orders  to  his  fleet  in  the 

:  sea,  or  the  gulph  of  Finland,  or  to  his 

^^"ejHfesentative  in  Warsaw,  or  to  his  lieutenant 

Xn  the  interior  of  the  Empire.  You  have  not 

^fet  seen  our  Emperor." 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  Horace, "  I  have  both  seen 
and  conversed  with  him." 
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"Conversed  with  him!"  echoed  the  byst 
ders  with  one  accord,  for  they  had  all  been 
rowly  watching  for  his  presentation.  "  Pray  t^^ 
me  where  and  when?"  exclaimed  Madaner:3 
Rudiger,  half  in  astonishment,  and  half  in  disb^?* 
lief. 

"  This  morning,"  answered  Horace,  "  under 
singular  circumstances." 

"Oh,  tell  us  all  about  it,"  said  Madame 
Obrasoff,  in  a  tone  gently  insinuating. 

"  Most  willingly ;  you  must  know  that  I  was 
this  morning  wandering  through  the  imperial 
picture  gallery  of  the  Hermitage,  and  I  was 
tempted  to  visit  the  atelier  of  a  certain  talented 
countryman  of  mine,  who,  making  a  ladder  of 
his  artistic  merit,  has  stepped  into  the  drawing- 
room  from  the  guard-house ;  though  his  man- 
ners still  savour  a  little  of  its  coarseness." 

"  Ah  !  Lesseps,"  exclaimed  Madame  de  Baval, 
but  she  added,  in  a  tone  of  profound  respect ; 
"  the  Emperor  takes  great  notice  of  him." 

"  Oh,  he  is  a  charming  painter,"  chimed  in  the 
senator ;  "  there  is  something  very  winning  in  his 
soldier-like  frankness." 

"  Well !"  continued  Horace.  "  You  are  proba- 
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%  aware,  that  the  imperial  munificence  has  set 
^de  a  room  in  the  Hermitage  for  the  foreign 
artists.'* 

"  We  know,  and  are  proud  of  it,"  said  the  se- 
nator again. 

'*  In  this  atelier,  then,  I  was  inspecting  one  of 

^*^e   painter's  pictures — a  battle  scene,    full  of 

spirit,  in  spite  of  all  its  Dutch  minuteness.    But 

I^sseps  himself  seemed  in  ecstacies,  over  the  very 

^gnificant  figure  of  a  drummer  in  the  back 

Pt>und.     "I  believe,"  he  observed  to  me,  with 

''^i^ense  satis&ction,  "that  no  man  but  myself 

^^^dhave  shewn  so  distinctly  what  that  fellow  is 

*^^*ig/'    I  remarked  that  the  action  of  the  drum- 

'^^si^  was  immistakeable,  but  that  I  certainly  did 

^^^"^  conceive  the  peculiar  merit  of  its  represen-. 

^-^^^on.    *  Ah  r  said  the  artist  with  one  of  his  ter- 

oaths ;  '  he  is  beating  the  drum — any  body 

-rn  shew  a  drummer  striking  the  parchment — 

^^Xjt  what  is  he  beating  ?" 

I  suggested  that  he  should  have  marked  the 
^^Xme  with  notes  and  bars  upon  the  drum. 

"  *  So  mudi  for  fame  1'  said  Lesseps,  throwing 
^own  his  palette  with  a  comic  air  of  desperation ; 
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'  paint  for  a  pablic  which  thus  appreciates  your 
talent !  ^  Now  Sir/  he  continued,  ^  this  is  the 
most  striking  part  of  the  pictiupe.  No  drum* 
major  in  the  woiid  could  look  upon  the  position 
of  that  drummer's  wrists,  and  not  perceive  that 
he  was  beating  the  retreat.  Just  look  upon  this 
figure,  he  said,  and  then  on  me,'  and  he  seized 
a  drum  and  drum-sticks,  and  began  tatooing,  for 
the  atelier  was  like  an  arsenal,  with  instruments 
musical  and  warlike.  First  he  beat  the  ''Diane,'' 
and  then  the  march,  and  then  the  retreat; 
awakening  all  the  echoes  of  Hie  endless  apart- 
ments of  the  galleries.  *  Now,'  he  repeated  'look 
first  on  me,  and  then  upon  my  figure ;'  but  as 
he  paused,  we  heard  to  our  utter  astonishment, 
behind  another  easel,  the  sudden  rolling  of  an- 
other drum ;  and  an  officer  in  uniform,  a  man  of 
cok>ssal  stature  and  imposing  aspect,  who  had 
entered  unperceived,  and  snatched  up  another 
instrument,  appeared  before  us." 

"  Ah !  the    Emperor,"    exclaimed  Madame 
Rudiger. 

"  Exactly.  Lesseps  acknowledged  his  presence 
by  a  similar  rolling ;  and  for  more  than  twen^ 
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minoiaB  I  was  deafened  by  their  rattling  in 
emulataon  of  each  other  on  the  sonorous  parch- 
ment" 

'"AhiahlLesieps;  you  did  not  expect  to  be 
imlkd  thu8»'  at  length  said  the  Emperor. 

'"'ieOebomb^V  replied  the  artist,  'I  did  not 
think  there  was  another  man  in  the  empire,  out 
of  1  drummer^s  unifonn,  who  could  have  sus- 
sed that  vigorous  male  and  faultless  roll !  A 
&ot  soUer,  Sire,  has  been  made  in  six  weeks. 
Cood^  became  a  general  in  six  months,  and  in 
^  revolutionary  war,  we  made  commanders  as 
V^d^  as  we  baked  a  batch  of  biscuits.     In  a 
^^1  there  have  been  heaven-bom  soldiers,  and 
^^6a4)em  generals;  and  to  make  an  Emperor, 
^'^  has  only  to  be  bom  in  the  purple,  as  a 
^^■^  is  hatched  in  a  hen's  egg ;  but  who  ever 
^  ^  heaven-bora  drummer?' 
^  1  ou  are  right  Less^,'  replied  the  Emperor, 

^  ^Mh  know  that  no  man  on  earth  could  learn 
^^H  with  that  perfection  under  a  twelvemonth 
^JBsiduous  practice."     And  then  his  Majesty 
^  iq>  a  musket,  and  went  rapidly  through  the 
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"  *  Bravo,  Sire  1'  said  Lesseps ;  *  if  fortune  I 
placed  you  in  the  ranks  like  me,  you  might  b 
chosen  your  career  between  drill-sergeant 
drum-major.  You  have  the  advantage  of  mc 
inches :  but  then,  I  can  not  only  play  the  dn 
but  reproduce  the  very  action  of  it  on  the  c 
vass  afterwards.' 

At  this  the  Emperor  laughed  gdbd-1 
mouredly. 

" '  But,'  he  said,  after  minute)^  examin 
the  picture,  '  I  see  a  fault,  a  glaring  fault.' 

"  *  I  am  aware,'  replied  the  painter,  '  that  tl 
column  in  the  distance  is  too  much  softei 
down.  I  have  passed  the  blaireau  over  it  1 
often ;  it  does  not  stand  out  in  sufficiently  b 
relief     I  was  going  to  pumice  it  out." 

"  *  Not  that,'  said  the  Emperor,  *  but  do  j 
see  the  dead  trooper  in  the  for^round?-^ 
number  of  his  regiment  is  marked  on  evi 
button,  with  the  accuracy  which  renders  yc 
pictures  so  valuable ; — but  there  should  be  oi 
nine  buttons.' 

''  <  Pardon  me.  Sire,'  replied  hesaep^  ^  b 
there  is  the  lay  figure  with  the  very  uoifiNr 
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Upon  it,  as  it  is  worn  now  in  that  regiment ;  and 
'^  ias  not  been  changed  since  then." 

"'Oh,  I  am  never  wrong  in  these  matters/ 
said  his  Majesty ;  *  the  cut  and  colour  of  the 
^^t  was  the  same  then  as  now ;  but  the  number 
^f  buttons  has  changed  since  the  reign  of  my 
ftther,  and  the  chako  is  worn  an  inch  and  three- 
eighths  higher/ " 

Here  the  senator  interrupted  Horace  with 
Ae  remark, — "  Did  you  not  think  of  his  illus- 
trious ancestor,  Peter  the  Great  ? — of  the  com- 
prehensive mind  grasping  the  gigantic  whole, 
*nd  descending,  like  the  all-seeing  eye  of  Pro- 
^dence,  into  the  minutest  details  ?" 

**  I  was  struck,"  replied  Horace,  "  with  the 

colossal  figure,    the   majestic   port,   the   mag- 

^^^oent  type  of  the  soldier,  with  the  minuteness 

^f  his  knowledge  of  the  duty  of  the  sergeant 

^*^^  the  drummer,  and  with  the  playful  good 

^^^^'JKHir  with  which  the  absolute  sovereign  of 

^^^^  millions  bore  with  the  artist's  coarseness." 

*  And  you  were  saying,"  observed  the  hostess, 

^^t  you  had  a  conversation  with   the  Em- 

"^OL.  I.  P 
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''  His  Imperial  Majesty  was  pleased  to  notice 
me;  he  knew,  on  hearing  my  name,  exactly 
how  long  I  had  been  in  St.  Petersburg ;  he  ex- 
amined  with  me  the  pictures ;  we  conversed  on 
his  gallery  of  the  Hermitage ;  he  desired  that  I 
should  see  his  palaces  of  Zarskoezelo,  and  of 
Peterhoff; — ^and  then  his  Majesty  left  me,  in 
admiration  of  his  affiibility,  if  not  of  his  artistic 
judgment." 

"How  very  charming!"  said  Madame  Ru- 
diger ;  "  how  like  the  Emperor !" 

"  I  am  sure,"  continued  Horace,  "  that  with 
such  urbanity  he  must  be  as  popular  as  his 
father  Paul  was  odious.  "  Is  he  better  liked 
than  his  brother  Alexander  ?" 

But  the  listeners  all  looked  as  blank  as  if  a 
shell  had  fallen,  and  was  about  to  burst  amongst 
them. 

"  Sir,"  said  the  senator  Danskoi,  at  length, 
"  you  are  new  to  St.  Petersburg,  or  you  would 
know  that  these  are  subjects  on  which  we  do 
not  dwelL  We  venerated  oiu*  beloved  Emperor 
Paul ;  we  were  fuU  of  love  and  loyalty  towards 
Alexander;   but  our  humble   worship  of  our 
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present  gracious  sovereign  is  a  theme  too  sacred 
for  discussion." 

''It  is  a  subject/'  said  Madame  de  Baval, 
"on  whidi  delicacy  alone  would  prevent  our 
dwelling,  considering  that  we  are  all  the  objects 
of  his  bounty." 

**  All !"  repeated,  with  an  accent  of  deep  feel- 
^&r>   a  grey-headed  old  gentleman,  with  a  care- 
worn countenance,  who  had  been  hitherto  only 
^  listener ;  ''  all !  the  expression  of  our  gratitude 
Wovild  lead  to  an  importunity  of  praise." 

•*  All !"  chimed  in  the  soft  voice  of  Madame 
^biasoff,  like  a  &ir  devotee's  making  a  response 
*^    a  Catholic  litany. 

'^  Besides,  who  are  we,"  said  the  old  man, 
■^X^lmbly,  "  that  we  should  venture  to  praise  ?" 

''Is  not  the  praise  of  subjects  the  noblest 
^^eed  of  prmces  ?"  asked  Horace. 

''To  praise,    almost   implies   the   right    to 

de,"  said  the  senator,  "  and,  thank  heaven, 

^:w  duty  teaches  us,  that  our  gracious  sovereign 

^  Qot  amenable  either  to  oiur  praise  or  censiu*e." 

"WeD,"  thought  Horace,  "I  had  better  be 

dent     I  was  considered  an  outrageous  royalist 

p  2 
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in  France ; — here,  I  shall  pass,  it  seems,  for 
republican.  The  Emperor  is  a  fiank,  goo 
natured,  and  good-hearted  fellow  enough;  I 
cannot  help  the  sycophancy  of  these  people,  wl 
will  regard  him  as  man  ought  only  to  regard  h 
Maker." 

"  You  will  not  forget  us  at  PeterhoflF  to-mc 
row,"   said  Madame  ObrasoflF,   as  she  rose 
depart. 

"  Come,"  said  Annji,  in  the  purest  Englis 
and  in  a  voice  that  seemed  so  ingenuously  co 
scious  of  persuading,  by  this  monosyllable 
half-entreaty,  half-command,  that  Horace  yield( 
at  once,  still  doubting  whether  it  had  be 
prompted  by  the  most  finished  coquetry,  or  tl 
most  innocent  simplicity. 


END    OF   VOL.    I. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


When  Count  Horace  stepped  out  on  to  the 
quay,  though  not  an  hour  past  midnight,  he 
stood  in  the  broad  light  of  day.  There  is  some- 
thing very  strange  to  the  unaccustomed  eye  in 
its  bright  yet  frigid  glare,  when  all  the  noises 
of  the  bustling  busy  day  are  hushed  in  silence 
and  in  sleep,  leaving  the  stillness  of  the  deepest 
night  amidst  the  daylight.  There  is  something 
still  more  strange  in  the  lifeless  and  deserted 
streets,  which  make  a  living  city  appear  a  city  of 
the  dead.  The  very  rattling  of  a  distant  car  is 
startling,  and  no  less  so  the  few  occasional  notes 
of  an  awakened  bird  which  sink  agwi  into  silence, 

VOL.    IL  B 
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for  it  will  be  readily  understood  that  where 
the  night  lasts  only  an  hour,  the  birds  cannot 
watch  and  sing  till  its  shadows  close,  nor  b^in 
their  song  with  the  first  blush  of  morning. 

Amidst  other  carriages,  the  Count's  droshky 
was  waiting  for  him  at  the  door.  It  would  be 
superfluous  to  describe  a  vehicle  so  well  known 
as  the  national  droshky ;  a  sort  of  narrow 
(^ushion-covered  bench,  supported  on  four  wheels 
and  springs,  on  one  end  of  which  the  rider  sits 
astride,  his  back  supported  by  a  slight  elevation 
and  his  feet  resting  on  a  sort  of  step  on  each 
side  of  the  vehicle,  protected  from  the  mud  by  a 
semi-circular  splashing  board  of  leather;  the 
coachman,  with  his  back  to  his  master,  driving 
from  the  opposite  extremity.  It  would  be 
almost  superfluous  to  describe  the  old  national 
droshky,  if  the  caprice  of  fashion  were  not 
fast  rendering  it  obsolete  and  consigning 
it  to  the  stands  where  the  Isvostckicka  ply 
for  hire.  It  is  giving  way  to  a  car- 
shaped  vehicle,  in  the  construction  of  which  pio- 
turesqueness  has  been  sacrificed  to  convenience^ 
and  which  might  pass,  in  London  streets, 
for  one  of  the  numerous  hybrids,  which  coach- 
builders  with  less  taste  than  fancy  are  daily 
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caffing  into  existence   to  be  drawn  by  ponies 
"under  duty  fflze." 

But  the  Prince's  was  still  the  old  national 

droshky,  looking  half  horse,  half  vehicle,  driven 

by  a  coachman  with  a  bushy  beard  as  black  as 

M  dressed  in  an  ample  caftan  of  the  palest 

%-blue,  trimmed  with  silver,  and  fastened  with 

2  sash  of  deep  lilac  silk,  interwoven  with  a  silver 

H  and  with  the  low  crowned  beaver  hat,  which, 

^  summer,  supersedes  the  quadrangular  winter 

^P  of  velvet. 

^0    sleek   and  glossy-coated  horses  were 

^^^essed  to  it :  the  one,  a  heavy  black  trotter 

^  the  Orloff  breed,  in  the  shafts,  which  were 

^t  apart  by  the  famous  bow  of  birch  wood,  to 

^*^ich  the  bearing  rein  is  fastened ;  the  oth^r 

*iglit  well-bred    hack,   of  the   same  colour, 

^th  very  long  tail  and  mane,  from  the  stud  of 

^^^'Urakin.     He  was  attached  "  pristascha/'  or 

^^  the  near  side,  with  traces  to  a  bar,  his  neck 

^^^^^pped  down  as  low  as  it  would  bend. 

The  Count  was  no  sooner  seated  than,  on  the 
^ven  signal  "  stupai  !  drive  on,"  his  coachman 
started,  holding  a  rein  in  each  hand,  and  bearing 
on  the  snaffle  with  which  alone  the  Russian 
Goadunen   drive.     The  Orloff  trotter  dashed 

B  2 
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along  at  a  trot  of  inconceivable  speed ;  the  pris 
tascha,  with  its  neck  cruelly  borne  down  and  it 
long  mane  almost  trailing  the  groimd,  gallopinj 
with  all  its  speed  to  keep  up  with  it.  Thougl 
all  the  marvellous  stories  of  the  speed  and  en 
durance  of  Russian  horses  on  the  road  have  beei 
an  imposition  on  ignorance,  it  must  be  admitte< 
that  there  are  no  street  vehicles  in  the  wori( 
which  go  or  can  go  at  the  speed  of  sledge  o 
droshky,  drawn  by  an  Orloff  trotter,  whose  pao 
is  wonderful  for  a  short  distance. 

"  Praveya  I  praveya  /"  shouted  the  coach 
man  as  a  warning  when  a  solitary  talega  o 
cart,  laden  with  vegetables,  came  across  then 
and  away  dashed  the  horses ;  at  every  comer 
police  watchman  leaning  on  his  axe  peeping  ou 
from  his  tricolor  striped  watch-box,  in  hope 
that  the  rattling  pace  which  disturbed  th 
decorum  of  the  streets,  was  that  of  runawa; 
horses,  in  which  case,  if  he  could  secure  then 
the  horses  are  confiscated,  the  coachman  flogged 
and  made  a  soldier,  and  himself  munificenfl 
rewarded  by  the  police-major  of  his  quarter- 
perhaps  even  with  an  eighty  kopek  piece,  equi 
valent  to  nearly  eight-pence. 

But  as  he  turned  the  comer  of  the  Wlnte 
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Wac^  lie  came  up  with  another  droshky,  drawn 

fy  two  little  dun-coloured  horses  of  Kazan,  wiry 

aodshaggy-maned,  and  almost  camel-like  in  their 

fiograoefiil  angularity  of  outline.     The  poet  and 

tbejoimg  lieutenant  Alexius  were  just  alighting 

ut)m  the  vehicle.     The  former  made  a  sign  to 

(^ount  Horace  to  stop,  who  thereupon  called  out 

^  Us  coachman  to  that  effect ;  for  he  had  seen 

enough  this  evening  to  understand  that   the 

Avoured  child  of  the  Muses  was  in  other  re- 

?>ects  a  privil^ed  individual 

*'So !"  said  the  poet,  *^  do  we  meet  again  so 
*^oii?     Come  with  us;    we   are    going    to 
'"^^ider  about  the  islands,  and  to  breakfast  at  the 
^^^^  on  the  Kresto&ky  island." 

"  I  was  going  to  bed,"  replied  Horace ;  "  but 

^^«  beauty  of  the  early  daylight  wooes  me — ^the 

^^oii^t  of  a  refreshing  ramble  tempts  me,  and 

^^^  prospect  of  such  company  renders  your  pro- 

^>ofiition  irresistible." 

"  That  is  right — ^rest  if  you  will  with  the 
^edining  sun;  but  it  is  hardly  in  the  rosy  arms 
of  morning  that  you  should  seek  repose.  This  is 
the  long  day  of  Nature — she  sleeps  the  other 
half  the  year.  So  now  we  will  watch  her  wide 
awake,  whilat  man  is  sleepmg — ^her  whose  sleep 
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man's  busy  hum  disturbs  so  often,  when,  during 
her  long  night  of  winter,  she  seems  just  roused 
by  his  restless  importunity,  to  open  her  drowsy 
eyes  for  a  few  hours.*' 

"  I  am  told,"  said  Horace,  "  that  your  winter 
is  full  of  grandeur,  and  I  see  that  your  sununer 
IS  full  of  beauty : — you  must  find  inspiration  in 
both." 

"  We  need  not  seek  inspiration  in  our  sdemn 
winter,  when  our  pine  forests  fit)wn  m  dark 
relief  on  the  shroud  of  snow,  when  the  Heavens 
seem  to  borrow  their  light  from  the  earth  as  the 
inky  sky  refracts  its  cold  whiteness ;  or  where 
it  overspreads  our  treeless  steppes  so  bound- 
less, so  monotonous,  so  drear,  as  to  image 
more  vividly  than  even  your  boasted  ever- 
changing  ocean,  time,  space,  and  eternity.  We 
need  not  seek  it  in  our  summer,  which  you  see 
indeed  with  all  its  graces ;  but  still  without  the 
charm  which  five  months'  sullen  winter  give  it 
in  our  Russian  eyes.  There  are  other  deeper, 
more  soul-stirring  sources,  fit)m  which  we  might 
drink  it  in  incessantly.  I  mean  the  only  £ertile 
source  of  true  poetic  inspiration,  a  bruised 
and  wounded  spirit,  whether  in  nations  or  in 
individuals;    that   which  in  the  lays   of  Fe- 
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trareh  and  the  poesy  of  Byron  charms  so  ma- 
gKsDy;  that  which  gave  its  touching  sweetness 
to  the  Psahnist's  verse,  and,  breathii^  through 
the  plaintive  wail  of  captive  Israel,  strikes  a  re- 
sponsive fibre  in  every  heart  that  feels  and  suffers 
"^^  who  is  th^e  that  feek,  who  does  not 


"But  is  it,"  said  Horace,  "  quite  true,  that 

^^''^^  is  the  only  or  indeed  the  deepest  source 

^poetic  inspiration?      What   do  you  say  to 

"^er,  and  to  Dante,  and  to  Milton,  and  to 

^t^espeare?" 

**  These,"  returned  the  poet,  "  are  not  poets, 

^t  &moas  dramatists.     They  terrify,  astonish, 

*^bt,  and  please   according   to   thdr   mighty 

^^  whose  object  is  to  shake  or  soothe,  or  by 

*^«raic  emulation  rouse  the    human  heart    to 

Action;    but  not  detaching  it   from  things  of 

^very  day  to  raise  it  in  indefinite  aspirations,  but 

liot  to  probe  its  inmost  depth  and  wring  its 

utmost  sensibilities  with  its   searching  pathos. 

Hiis  is  a  mission  left  to  music  and  to  poetry." 

"  At  least,"  returned  Horace,  '*  I  hope  that 
ycm  find  no  such  in^iration  nationally,  as  a 
Muscovite,  a  leaf  as  it  were  of  the  only  inde- 
pendent   branch    of  the    Sclavonic    tree,    one 
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thriving  and  triumphant  in  its  vigour  and 
shadowing  races.     I  trust  that  the  suoo 
author,  his  sovereign's  and  his  country's  ] 
has  found  none  as  a  man." 

"None  as  a  man,"  repeated  the  poet 
donically,  and  looking  over  the  parapet  o 
bridge  of  boats  mto  the  river,  he  lapsed  i 
moody  silence. 

"  At  least  do  not  think,"  said  the  Lieut 
Alexius, "  that  oin*  friend  has  sung  to  an  un| 
fill  country.  The  laurel  and  the  myrtle 
wreathed  his  brows  alike,  and  I  for  one 
hardly  conceive  what  can  be  wanting  to  th< 
city  of  the  happy  lover  and  of  the  appre< 
genius,  whose  lays  like  those  of  Orpheus, 
even  charmed  the  sternness  of  authority 
leaving  him  tongue-fi^e,  where  all  around 
are  tongue-tied." 

"  And  is  not  this  forbearance  humiliati 
observed  the  poet  bitterly,  "  when  we  coi 
how  the  human  arbiter  of  our  fate  regan 
*  I  will  have,'  he  says,  ^  caged  animiik  ii 
menagerie  of  Peterhoff ;  I  will  have  sfjedmi 
the  wolf,  the  lynx,  and  the  bear,  although 
a  price  upon  the  heads  of  their  wild,  free 
thren;  I  will  let  them  howl  and  gnash 


THE   WHITE   SLAVE.  9 

teeth  harmlessly  through  their  prison  bars.  I 
vwSl  keep  an  untamed  poet,  only  one,  the  cen-* 
sorship  shall  restrain  and  cramp  his  pen,  as  the 
g;ratings  do  the  animals,  and  then  scorning  the 
dangers  of  an  individual's  tongue,  he  may  talk 
fireely.  What,  when  I  have  Circassian  guards, 
I  should  allow  them  to  wear  their  characteristic 
shirts  of  mail  and  yataghans ;  and  when  I  have  a 
poet  he  should  not  be  in  character  ?  No,  let  him 
talk  freely,  if  he  dares  say  much  who  will  dare 
listen  to  much,  and  who  will  not  admire  the 
magnanimity  of  the  lion,  who  does  not  crush 
the  pismire  ?  So  let  the  poet  talk,  though  I 
win  have  but  one/  Oh,  gentlemen  !  the  prison  of 
the  great  Torquato  was  preferable  to  thiscontemp- 
tuous  and  false  forbearance,  which,  drawing  fit)m 
the  wing  of  thought  the  pinion  feathers  which 
should  have  borne  it  far  and  wide,  says  to  the 
maimed  bird,  *  Go !  now  crawl  and  flutter  in  the 
dust !'  Torquato  Tasso's  dimgeon  bars  shewed  to 
theworld  that  he  was  dreaded;  and, whilst  his  body 
withered  in  his  chains,  his  spirit  soared  abroad 
and  fi-ee : — ^but  can  you  not  conceive  a  converse 
fate  more  terrible  ?  The  body  and  the  tongue 
left  in  contemptuous  Hberty,  whilst  the  spirit 
pines  without  the  hope  of  ever  finding  outlet. 

B  3 


to  feel,  when  full  of  burning  thoughts  and  { 
ing  words,  and  daring,  that  might  brave 
martyrdom  of  persecution  for  one  draugl 
immortality,  to  feel  that  one  cannot  give  t 
the  birth  of  publicity,  even  if  contented 
they  should  recoil  and  crush  their  author, 
there  the  censor  sits  inexorable  as  fate, 
strangles  them  in  child-birth.^ 

"  It  must  be  difficult,"  thought  Horace  f 
**  for  any  government  to  please  these  poetast 

"  But  you,"  observed  Alexius,  '*  have  hi 
least  your  share  of  glorious  persecution." 

"  That,"  replied  the  poet,  "  was  formerly 
fore  I  was  a  chosen  specimen  of  my  dass. 
very  wolf  now  fed  in  the  menagerie  would 
been  knocked  on  the  head  and  skinned,  ^ 
not  required  to  complete  a  collection.  But  L 
change  the  theme.  Like  the  plague-stricken 
am  not  afraid  of  takinor  the  nlasrue.  I  mav 
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wrecks  of  nations  roam ;  mountains,  and  mighty 

nvere,  aod  regions  where  the  white  bear  gnaws 

we  frojgQ  flesh  of  the  antediluvian  mammoth, 

*"  ^Oobedded  in  its  everlasting  ice." 

*      "I  helieve,"  interrupted  Horace,  "  that  your 

^**<y,  if  it  does  not  chronicle  a  very  distant 

P^o^  still  records  those  inspiring  glories  on 

^^h  nations  love  to  dwell      Your  freedom 

^^^Uered  from  the  ruthless  Tartar,  the  won- 

^^  changes  under  your  great  Reformer,  of 

'^*^ch  this  capital  around  us — raised  like  Alad- 

^'^  palace — is  itself  a  monument :  and  then 

tk 

^^^  great  events  must  be  full  of  episodes, 
*^^'^gnant  with  matter  for  the  dramatist  and 
Poet- 

**  You  talk,"  replied  the  bard,  "  of  the  great 
^^^nte  of  our  history,  and  of  the  monuments 
^Mdi  mark  them.  What  were  the  glories  of 
Assuerus,  Semiramis,  or  Sesostris,  to  the  slaves 
^ho  fought  and  fell  to  achieve  their  victories  ? 
What  are  the  massive  Pyramids,  but  landmarks 
Miich  perpetuate  the  slavery  of  those  who 
reared  their  giant  piles  ?  As  for  dramatic  epi- 
sodes and  tragic  matter,  we  have  had,  we  have 
them  now.  Why  should  we  dive  into  the  pas' 
to  seek  them  ?  Unless  we  hold,  with  the  jdassi 


that  the  prosaic  and  the  common  place  are 
to  their  art.  None  think,  they  say,  beneatl 
dignity  of  toga  or  of  corslet  or  remote  cost 
of  Caesar  wanting  a  pocket-handkerchie 
heroes  of  the  iron  age  whose  only  shirts 
shirts  of  mail,  or  of  the  stem  Elizabeth 
amorous  Mary,  breaking  their  morning 
with  rounds  of  beef  and  beakers  full  of  p 
ale. 

"  But  then  your  audience  expected  from  a 
in  such  solenm  stately  guise  tragic  deeds 
sonorous  speeches,  which,  when  forthcoi 
only  wearied  them,  although  they  would  hav 
thered  with  breathless  interest  round  the  h 
from  which  a  bricklayer's  labourer  had  1 
with  his  hod.  In  real  life  the  tragic  sb 
and  strikes,  just  from  its  contrast  with 
common-place  which  people  avoid. 
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tered,  as,  stained  with  blood  and  wine,  he  greases 
the  aq)ectant  steel  with  a  candle-end,  stolen  as  he 
boasts  fix)m  his  wine  shop ;  and,  when  passing  his 
red  fingers  through  the  lady's  hair,  he  says  with 
brutal  pleasantry,  ^  Think,  citizen,  that  they  are 
'^oses/  The  victim  shrieks,  and  all  whom  wine 
oj'ioiig  oppression  have  not  brutalized  feel  their 
'AhhI  curdle. 

**  But  when  the  weary  guillotine  has  played 

^  tuany  weeks,  that  the  children  have  become 

^^tistomed  to  see  the  gutters  run  with  blood, 

^^h,  from  being  an  incessant  theme,  becomes 

^tiunon-place.     Then  timid,  aged  gentlewomen 

^Vio  were  wont  to  fadnt  and  call  for  smelling 

^^Its,    mount    the    scaflFold    with    \mfeltering 

^*cp,  and  not  unfrequently  turn  round  before 

^liey  die  to  utter  their  last  witticism.     The  har- 

^wing  contrast  of  the  common  place  and  the 

^erible,  we  have   more  strongly  in  the    most 

I'eoent  dramas,  and  these  are  working  out  where- 

ever  there  are  men,  in  all  society ;  and  not  the 

less  in  ours  because  the  despot  and  the  favourite, 

and  the  lord-slave   and  his  bondsman,  hustle 

each  other.  Believe  me,  strange  plots  are  weaving 

and  eventful  tragedies  proceeding  hourly  before 

our  eyes.      In  plain  prosaic  life,  we  gaze  uncon- 
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sciously  upon  the  scenes,  we  mingle  with  the 
actors  of  living,  actual,  and  terrific  dramas." 

*^  At  least,"  said  Horace  smiling,  "  they  an 
hourly  passing  before  poetic  eyes,  which  easily  fil 
up  the  meagre  and  unyielding  outline  of  events.' 

"  You  think  so,"  replied  the  poet,  "  you  shal 
judge ;  our  acquaintance — I  am  almost  disposec 
to  say  our  friendship — dates  only  from  a  few  brie 
hours,  yet  let  us  just  recapitulate  what  scenes 
what  characters,  with  the  events  they  botl 
recall,  have  been  thrown  before  us  as  plot  anc 
matter  for  a  drama  if  cunningly  interwoven  h) 
the  playwright's  art. 

"  One  hour  ago,  for  instance,  we  stood  to- 
gether in  the  drawing-room  of  Madame  di 
Baval's  mansion.  You  were  talking  boldly,  sc 
boldly  that  none  would  have  dared  listen  to  yoi 
except  perhaps  myself,  who  have  the  dwarfs  oi 
jester's  privilege,  had  your  conversation  not  beei 
sanctioned  by  the  presence  and  the  willing  eai 
of  beauty,  m  the  person  of  Madame  Rudiger.** 

"  And  does  the  presence  of  beauty  then  con- 
fer freedom  of  speech  ?" 

"  Not  always,  or  directly ;  but  Madame  Bu' 
diger  is  the  favourite  of  Coimt  Benkendor^  thi 
grand  master  of  the  secret  police.    Let  me  see — 


THE  WHITE   SLAVE.  15 

conversing   with  you    was    your 
'^^^^fess,  and  then  a   member  of  the  Imperial 
^^^^  a  youthful  mother  with  two  charming 
^^^hters,  and  then  a  very  venerable  grey  old 
^^,  fervent  and  warm  in  his  devotion  to  his 
^^^ereign.   They  are  no  doubt  all  good  and  com- 
^ou^place  people,  from  whose  faces  even  Shakes- 
P^^r«  could  hardly  have  distilled  one  scene  or  one 
^^^oquy;   but,   if  quiet,  they  are  loyal,  very 
*oya],  all  people  who   have  favours  for  which 
^  be  gratefuL     Yoiur  hostess,  to  begin  with,  was 
^  Russian  heiress ;  she  married  when  your  revo- 
*^tion  scattered  your  great  names   abroad,  an 
^oaignuat,  really  a  barber  or  a  barber's  boy,  but 
^Ho  assumed  the  title  of  Coimt  de  Baval  Mont- 
^^crency.     The  restoration  came  and  brought 
^^th  its  changes  a  real  Montmorency  to  Saint 
^^^tersburg.     The  first  baron  of  Christendom 
^v^g  angered  to  see  the  name  and  arms  of  his 
'^mily  borne  by  an  impostor,  and  he  complained 
loudly  and  bitterly.     But  in  this  dilemma,  auto- 
Kntic  power — secured  in  its  good-will  through 
^me  influential  channel, — came  to  the  assistance 
of  the  heiress  and  her  husband.     It  is  the  privi- 
lege of  all  sovereigns  to  make  nobles ;  but  if  they 
happ^i  to  be  despotic,  they  can  in  addition  both 
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unmake  and   make  them,  without  consultin^-i 

either  a  ministry  or  the  public  opinion. 

fiting  by  this  privilege,  which  allowed  him 

give  any  name,  or  arms,  or  title,  an  emperor  con — ^ 

ferred  upon  the  husband  precisely  those  which  h^^  — ^^ 

had  assumed.     Now,  there  are  not  wanting  me 

who  venture  to  assert  that,  though  a 

Tsar  might  have  a  right  to  give  to  any  indivi-       - 

dual  any  name  or  coat  of  arms  resulting  from  any 

possible  combination  of  the  alphabet  or  of  the 

signs  of  heraldry,  still  it  was  necessary  to 

those  already  chosen  and  rendered  illustrious  by  ~ 

the  deeds  of  a  long  Une,  who  had  borne  them 

gallantly  through  ages :  but  this  only  serves  to 

shew  you  that  there  are  creatures  to  be  found,  who 

would  make  reservations  even  in  the  power  of 

our    autocrats.      She   thus  became  a    Baval- 

Montn^orency,  made  by  an  emperor  instead  of 

by  a  king. 

'*  If  we  now  turn  to  the  sentimental  mother, 
she  has  been  called  into  the  circle  of  court  inti- 
macy in  the  very  commencement  of  the  present 
reign,  or  rather  I  should  say  within  the  circle  of 
Imperial  notice  and  favour. 

"  That  grave  old  man  received  from  the  Em- 
peror a  munificent  donation  to  comfort  him  in 
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d  domestic  calamity, — ^the  sum  of  fifty  thousand 
A>ubles! 

**  The  senator,  Demetrius  or  Dimitri-Danskoi 
Was  once  admitted  when  he  asked  it,  straight  to 
liis  sovereign's  presence,  in  an  hour  of  bustle 
and  of  confusion ;  he  then  received,  or  he  was 
promised,  some  of  those  orders  and  crosses 
^hidi  mark  his  worth  and  services.  There  we 
liave  four  individuals  who  should  all  feel  deep 
devotion  and  imceasing  gratitude  towards  their 
gracious  monarch." 

"  And  in  truth,  they  do  seem  to  fed  it,"  ob- 
served Horace. 

"They  do,"  said  the  poet,  "  undoubtedly  they 
do ;  but  let  us  proceed.  We  left  Madame  de 
Baval's  an  hour  ago,  and  then  where  did  we  go  ? 
Let  me  see — we  were  leaning  over  the  parajpet 
of  the  second  bridge;  the  dear  broad  Neva 
flowed  rapidly  beneath  us,  and  behind  us,  and 
before  us,  reflecting  in  its  waters  the  Winter 
Pklace,  with  its  many  windows,  and  reflecting  too 
the  light  that  glares  redly  in  the  fece  of  day, 
fix)m  the  comer  windows  of  the  second  story 
fix)ntmg  the  Admiralty  and  the  river.  There 
sleeps,  or  perchance  watches,  the  mighty  master. 
We  crossed  the  bridge,  we  turned  the  fortress, 
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the  fortress  in  which  the  Russian  EmpermB  li** 
interred,  in  which  their  gold  is  coined, 
where  in  dungeons  below  the  water-mark  lingeK.^ 
at  this  moment  many  prisoners,  state-prisoners^-^ 
no  doubt  great  criminals. 

"We  are  now  standing  on  the  green  turfc: 
of  the  glacis.  It  is  not  long  ago — on  the  26thtfr 
of  July  1826 — upon  this  very  spot  which  weasr 
are  treading,  rose  five  taQ  gallows  trees,  andfl 
from  the  ceUs  of  those  very  dungeons  I  saw  five  ^ 
young  men  led  out  to  die." 

"  To  die !"  said  Horace,  "  of  what  had  they 
been  guilty  ?" 

"  Of  worse  than  infidelity  towards  the  Em- 
peror, which  our  catechism  calls  the  wwst  of 
sins  and  the  most  horrible  of  crimes — ^fbr  it 
was  of  actual  rebellion.  You  have  heard  no 
doubt  of  the  secret  societies,  which  for  years 
were  labouring  to  overturn  our  paternal  form  of 
government ;  you  have  heard  no  doubt  of  the 
revolt  of  tiie  1 2th  of  December,  when,  on  the 
accession  of  the  Emperor  to  the  throne,  some  of 
the  regiments  of  the  guard,  instigated  by  the 
conspirators,  refused  to  take  the  oath  of  alle- 
giance and  {nx)claimed  the  Constitution  and  his 
brother  Constantine,  who  had  abdicated  in  his 


THB  WHITE   SLAVE.  19 

^^our.    You  have  heard  perhaps  that  the  Em- 

/^^^r  remained  many  hours  in  his  palace,  letting 

^^  insurrection  spread,  before  he  had  made  up 

^^   mind   to  act,  and  that  fortunately  Prince 

^^fgius  Troubetskoi,  the  dictator,  chosen  by  the 

^^Uspffators,  together  with  their  other  leaders, 

^'Ko  had  sworn  to  *  strike  home'  like  Greek  or 

**oxnan  tyrant-slayers,  all  vanished  in  the  hour 

^*  action  and  of  danger,  leaving  then*  followers 

^^thout  guidance — young  and  fiery  officers,  per- 

^^^rming  prodigies  of  valour,  and  leading  up  the 

^^Idiers  whom  their  conduct  and  enthusiasm  had 

^^ctrified,  to  wait  the  livelong  day  for  craven 

^liiefe,  who  never  came,  or  who  were  in  their 

**rror  then  betraying  them.      You  may  have 

Heard  how,  once  the  Emperor's  tardy  resolution 

^aken,  stem  and  unyielding,  he  refused  all  com- 

X^romise. 

"  You  have  heard  no  doubt  how  the  revolted 
troops  waiting  for  orders  were  drawn  up  on  the 
Isaak's  place,  with  their  backs  to  the  Senate,  on 
the  other  side  of  Peter's  statue ;  how  Milorado- 
vitch,  the  &vourite  general  of  the  army,  came 
up  to  harangue  the  rebels,  and  how  the  Lieu- 
tenant Kahovski  shot  him  down.  Milorado- 
Titch  was  a  fine  old  soldier,  a  hundred  battles 
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had  left  his  body  scarless,  but  had  so  cove 
his  breast  with  stars,  and  orders,  and 
that  the  fatal  bullet  could  not  reach  him  with^ 
out  piercing  some  of  them.   He  was  the  military 
governor  of  the  city ;  but  so  much  had  he  fiwr— 
gotten  in  his  foreign  wars  our  Russian  customs^ 
that  he  neglected  all  the  perquisites  and  oppor-- 
tunities  of  such  a  temptmg  office,  and,  strange 
to  say,  took  nothing  but  his  pay  I— hij  pay,  a 
mere  per-centage  on  his  perquisites ;  and,  as  he 
gambled,  he  has  often  come  home  and  asked  for 
dinner.     *  There  is  no  dinner,'  said  his  solitary 
servant.     *  Then  give  me  coffee.*     *  There  is 
no  coffee.*     *  Then  let  me  have  a  pipe,*  and  he 
smoked  his  pipe  and  lay  down  on  his  couch,  h^ 
the  military    governor    of  St.  Petersburg,  fbr 
want  of  money !     We  had  read  these  things  in 
Roman  history  of  Fabricius  and  Cincinnatus,  - 
but  we  ranked  them  vdth  the  tales  of  oeotaun, 
until  we  saw  an  honest  military  governor. 

**  It  was  a  pity  that,  having  once,  periiaps 
imwittingly,  deceived  the  soldiers  in  a  prior 
mutiny,  he  came  again  upon  a  mission  of  £sJse- 
hood ;  but  at  all  events  he  fell. 

"And  then  the  fray  commenced.  Tie 
fidthful  troops  long  refused  to  fire  upon  their 
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brethren,  and  the  revolters  still  retained  their 
line ;  but  Benkendorf  had  secured  the  artillery ; 
and  when  the  Emperor  had  retired  behind  the 
Admiralty,  out  of  range  of  the  arms  of  the  insur- 
gents, in  case  they  should  retaliate,  then  his 
artillery  b^an  to  play,  and  then  at  length  the 
fire  of  musketry  oonunenced  in  earnest.  Close 
and  murderous  rattled  the  case-shot  and  the 
grape,  and  the  musket  balls  came  pattering  like 
hail,  or  struck  into  human  bodies  with  the 
sound  of  rain  drops  on  water.  The  rebels 
were  mowed  down,  dispersed,  and  scattered — 
they  fled  along  the  English  Quay,  and  down  the 
Galemoi  Oulitza ;  but  the  Emperor's  wrath  rose 
as  they  yielded.  *  Go  on,*  he  said,  *  go  on  I 
go  on!  I  have  defiled  their  mothers!'  and, 
although  they  had  thrown  down  their  arms, 
the  grape  still  continued  to  ply  them  until  utter 
darkness  came.  Every  lamp  along  the  quay 
and  every  w^ter-spout  along  the  narrow  lane  of 
the  Galemoi,  was  riddled.  The  whole  night 
long,  they  broke  holes  through  the  ice  of  the 
Neva,  as  they  do  when  the  Emperor  blesses 
its  waters,  and  they  cast  the  bodies  of  twelve 
hundred  of  the  rebels  through  into  the  cur- 
rent   of  the   river.      Of  the  fidthful  soldiers 
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there  were  only  several,  because  the  insurgents 
had  rather  refused  to  obey  than  ever  resisted. 

"  Some  even  entertained  the  sacrilegioui^ 
thought  that  the  Emperor,  being  no  usurper, 
ought  to  have  pardoned  the  fidelity  of  men,  who 
thought  to  uphold  the  cause  of  the  Intimate 
sovereign  his  brother,  from  whom  he  held  his 
own  legitimate  right.  But  they  were  not  for- 
given, and  then  commenced  the  investigation 
and  the  trial  of  the  wilful  rebels,  and  in  July 
the  execution  of  their  sentence.  Seven  months 
had  thus  elapsed  you  see  between  the  outbreak 
and  their  final  punishment.  I  need  not  teD 
you  that  nearly  every  noble  family  of  the  Em- 
pire was  more  or  less  compromised  in  some  of 
its  members.  So  there  were  punishments  pub- 
lic and  private :  thirty  were  publidy  doomed  to 
Siberia  for  life,  and  five  were  doomed  to 
die.  Of  course,  they  were  the  most  guilty,  but 
assuredly  they  were  not  the  most  cowardly  or 
ignoble  of  the  conspirators.  They  had  all  been 
friends  of  mine,  though,  as  loyalty  commands, 
I  have  since  disowned  them,  and  rooted  out 
finom  my  bosom  the  sympathy  and  the  respect 
which  sometimes  struggles  with  my  duty. 

"The  first  of  the  condemned  was  Colonel 
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Pestel,  one  of  Plutarch's  heroes ;  the  soldier,  the 
[Mosqiher,  the  jurist,  the  man  of  science,  the 
philanthropist— Pestd,  who  had  planned  the 
association,  which,  as  he  deemed,  was  to  regene- 
rate his  country,  who  guided  its  growth  for  years, 
slnig^  with  all  the  sagacity  of  the  statesman 
"gainst  the  jealousy  of  caste  and  the  narrow 
"^^^^  of  ^tism.  Pure  in  his  intentions,  pru- 
<fent  in  his  measures,  he  bent  alike  the  passions 
rfthe  selfish,  and  restrained  the  rashness  of  the 
cDthosiastic  to  his  purpose. 

"llie   recreations  of  his   Herculean  labour 

^^^  a  giant's  task,  the  compilation  of  a  code  of 

^*^^8sian  hws,  more  elaborate  and  complete  than 

^  the  salaried  Russian  jimsconsults  had  during 

^^e  whole  century  framed  or  put  together. 

"  It  happened  that  the  jealousy  of  those  who 
^^>ught  only  their  individual  interest  in  the  pro- 
jected movement,  had  elected,  to  preside  over 
the  association  in  the  north,  another  leader  in  his 
^tead,  the  Prince  Sergius  Troubetskoi,  the  Bru- 
tus of  private  theatricals,  the  ignominious  brag- 
gart who  threw  away  his  shield. 

''Pestel  was  ccmsequently  absent  from  St. 
Petersburg  when  the  Emperor  .Alexander  died, 
and  he  was  ill  besides ;  but,  had  he  been  in  the 
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capital,  hearty  and  hale,  there  are  those  v^^^ 
think  that,  at  this  hour,  Russia  might  ^ 
the  great  federal  Sclavonic  Union,  and  Pe^"*^ 
the  Russian  Washington. 

"  He  was  ill,  as  I  have  said  when  taken,  a^^^ 
when  taken  he  knew  at  once  his  doom ;  his  ocv-^. 
care  appeared  to  be  that  they  would  save 
handle  tenderly  his  famous  Russian  Code. 

"The  second   was  the   Sub-lieutenant 
toujef-Roumin :  do  not  confound  him  with  tl^^ 
brothers  Bestoujef  who  behaved  so  gallantly  i^* 
the  revolt  in  St.  Petersbiu^.     Though  he  to^ 
was  taken,  sword  in  hand,  his  proper  weapoKS- 
was  the  pen.     Fiery,  enthusiastic,  enei^tic,  and 
gifted  with  the  fatal  gift  of  poesy,  if  he  had 
written  birthday  odes  or  laudatory  stanzas  to  » 
courtier's  leman,  he  might  have  turned  it  to  the 
sole  accoimt  that  our  Russian  atmosphere  allows. 
The  pen  is  a  mighty  instrument,  when  it  speeds 
the  sword  and  makes  the  sword  winged ;  but 
with  us  it  is  stiU  useless  and  ignoble,  as  the 
uncut  feather  in  the  goose's  pinion. 

''But  Bestoujeff-Roumin  had  been  drawn 
into  the  full  vortex  of  crime — the  crime  of  those 
who  wished  not  alone  to  subvert  our  paternal 
government,  not  only  to  pull  down  our  rulers 


THE   WHITE   SLAVE.  25 

to  the  level  of  humanity,  but  to  raise  up  to  it 
our  very  serfe.  Yes,  Sir  I  will  you  believe,  there 
were  enthusiasts  who  did  not  turn  their  cattle 
loose  into  the  woods  and  steppes,  and  yet  pro- 
posed to  unyoke  their  serk  and  make  them 
free  men.  What  but  the  halter  or  the  mine 
could  correct  such  men,  when  we  consider  that 
th^  themselves  were  slave  possessors,  and  that 
with  the  possession  of  their  slaves  they  forfeited 
their  revenues,  because  with  us  the  soil  is  va- 
lueless without  the  peasants  on  it,  as  the  title- 
deeds  would  be  of  property  overwhelmed  by  an 
invasion  of  the  ocean. 

'^  So  fitr  and  so  hopelessly  had  Roumin  be- 
come perverted,  that  he  even  wrote  his  political 
catechism  of  impious  celebrity;  I  mean  poli- 
tically impious.  He  had  no  excuse  to  plead  of 
ignorance  of  his  duty,  for  it  was  framed  ques- 
tion for  question,  answer  for  answer,  in  awful 
parody,  of  the  last  most  stringent  book  of 
religious  instruction  for  youth,  since  everywhere 
adopted  through  the  empire.  You  shall  hear 
it,  for  although  when  I  was  young,  we  had  not 
obedience  inculcated  by  so  beautiful  a  theory,  I 
am  too  loyal  a  Muscovite  not  to  have  learned 
by  heart  what  every  Muscovite  and  Polish  child 

VOL.   II.  c 
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is  taught  when  it  comes  lisping  firom  its  mother'^ 
breast. 

"  ^  What/  says  the  Imperial  Catechiam,  ^ ; 
the  duties  religion  teaches  us  towards  the  Em- 
peror as  his  humble  subjects  ?  Peter  the  Great? 
forbade  that  his  pepple  should  style  themsdves^ 
his  slaves. 

"  '  We  owe  him,'  replies  the  answer,  *  devo* 
tion/ — obedience,  fidelity,  taxes,  service^  love  and 
prayers,  all  comprised  in  the  words  fidelity  and 
devotion. 

Q. — ^***In  what  should  this  devotion  con- 
sist  ?' 

A. — "*In  the  mort  absolute  respect,  in 
words,  in  motions,  conduct,  thought,  and  ac- 
tions.' 

Q. — "  *  What  obedience  do  we  owe  the  Em- 
peror?' 

A. — " '  Entire,  passive,  and  in  eveiy  respect 
unlimited  obedience.' 

Q. — "  *  In  what  .consists  the  fiddity  we  owe 
the  Emperor  ?' 

A. — "*In  the  ^gorous  execution,  without 
examination  of  aU  his  orders,  and  in  the  act  of 
doing  all  that  he  exacts  without  a  murmur.' 

Q. — "  *  How  are  want  of  respect  and  infide- 


THB  WHITE   SLAVS.  27 

Ety  towards  the  Emperor  to  be  considered  in  a 
rel^;ious  pomt  of  view  V 

A. — '' '  As  the  most  detestahk  sin  and  the 
most  horriUe  crime/ 

Q.— "' What  books  prescribe  these  duties  ?" 

A.—"  *  The  Hdjr  Scriptures,  particularly  the 
psalms,  the  gospels,  and  the  epsdes/ 

Q. — "  *  What  examples  confirm  these?' 

A.— « *  That  of  Jesus  Christ  himself,  who 
lived  and  died  the  subject  of  the  Emperor  of 
Rome,  and  submitted  himself  respectfully  to  the 
sentence  which  condenmed  hinL*^ " 

"  What !"  exclaimed  Horace,  "is  such  a  cate- 
diism  taught  to  your  Russian  children?  You 
have  sur^  substituted  the  name  of  the  Emperor 
fcr  that  of  God?" 

"  So  Bestoujeff  Roumin  thought,"  re{£ed  the 
poet ;  "  and  there  are  those  who,  bla8{^eming 
Uke  -him,  call  the  Imperial  catechism  blasphe- 
mous. I  will  not  rank  you  amongst  Uiem,  nor 
will  I  repeat  the  catechism  Roumin  substituted 
foir  it ;  suffice  it  to  say  that  he  attempted  to 
prove  in  it  fi'om  Holy  Writ  the  equality  of  all 
mankind  in  their  Creator's  eyes,  and  to  argue 
tiiat  even  Christ,  the  God-man  and  the  first  of 
men,  assumed  no  temporal  authority ;  in  sh(»t 

c  2 
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Roumin  read  it  to  the  revolted  regiment 
soldiers  simply  asked  for  an  increase  of  pay 
when  the  fight  went  against  tiiem,  th^  ga^ 
the  author  with  his  eloquent  catechism  ao 
sword. 

^'  Hie  third  was  Colonel  Sergius  Mou 
Apostol :  he  was  the  right  arm  and  the 
mander  of  the  Southern  Association,  of  ^ 
Roumin  was  the  tongue.  He  was  orer 
as  he  was  marching  on  Kiew,  the  old  capi 
the  Russian  Grand  Dukes,  by  an  overwhel 
force;  he  attacked  them  gallantly,  his  In 
fell  by  his  side ;  and  he  was  given  up  b; 
treachery  of  his  disheartened  soldiers  with 
toujef-Roumin. 

''  The  foiuth  was  the  Lieutenant  Kahc 
he  was  taken  in  St.  Petersburg.  Althou^ 
rank  was  not  high  amongst  the  oonspirato 

^i.  u: i. 1  r ui.  1^  1.1 li.  - 


THE  WHITE   SLAVE*  29 

**  The  fifth  was  a  sub-lieutenant ;  a  youthful 
liusband,  wealthy,  enthusiastic,  and  ardent.    His 
xnansion  was  the  place  of  rendezvous  for  the 
conspirators  of  the  capitd.     There,  on  the  night 
-preceding  the  fatal  t)utbreak,  they  held  their  last 
<]ecisive  conclave  under  the  presidency  of  the 
Prince  whom  they  had  named  Dictator.    Hiere 
speedies  were  made,  in  which  the  magniloquent 
conimoD-jdaces  of  dedaimers,  derived  soul-stirring 
interest  and  significance  fi^m  the  proxijpity  of 
the  events  that  were  to  test  the  words  of  every 
speaker.     There  many  hearts  beat  high  with 
aspindions  of  the  morrow,  assembled  as  they 
were,  not  like  the  midnight  assassins,  who  with 
the  acquiescence  of  his  sons,  went  to  strangle 
Paul,  to  rid  themselves  of  personal  proscriptk>n 
and  to  remove  their  own  immediate  tyrant ;  but 
in  the  glorious  hope  that  the  next  dedming  sun 
would  see  a  mighty  nation  called  into  that  exis- 
tence, which  it  feels  so  joyously  when  firom  a 
thing,   an  object  of  possession,  it  becomes  a 
bemg. 

**  None  were  more  enthusiastic  than  the  youth- 
ful husband,  when  they  parted  to  meet  the  fol- 
lowing evening  as  the  triumphant  liberators  of 
their  coimtry,  or,  as  they  swore  after  the  Spartan 
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King,  to  sup  with  Charon.  They  all  did  me^^ 
again,  here  where  we  are  standing,  seven  montbP^ 
afterwards,  beneath  the  five  tall  gallows-trees. 

''  But  the  youthful  husband  had  a  wife,  wh^:^ 
loved  him  passionately,    a  wife  neglected  toe 
because  she  had  a  rival.     Her  hope  of  winning 
back,  by  long  untiring  patience  and  unv^earyki^ 
tenderness  his  lost  affection,  was  interrupted  bjr 
her  terrors  at  the  dangerous  career  he  was  pur- 
suing;   with  the  quick  ear  and  ready  wit  of 
woman's  anxious  bve,  she  divined  the  object  oF 
the  stealthy  solemn  condave,  and  contrived  to 
oveiiiear  the  plans  of  the  conspirators.     Whea 
they  were  gone,  she  threw  herself  at  her  hus* 
band's  feet,  she  implored  him  not  to  j(Hii  the 
dangerous  enterprise,  she  wearied  him  with  her 
forebodings  and  her  tears,  till,  kissing  them  away, 
he  reminded  her  how  his  honour  and  his  safety 
were  hopelessly  compromised,  and  finally  rejected 
all  her  agonising  supplications.      If  anything 
then  could  have  added  to  the  anguish  of  lost* 
love,  it  must  have  been  the  thought  that  its 
absence  fix>m  his  heart  rendered  her  doquence 
powerless  to  persuade  in  an  emergency  so  crueL 
There  was  more  heart  than  head  about  that 
gentle  creature,  or  she  might  have  known  that 
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her  bosom's  lord,  even  pausing  there,  hod  sinned 
already  beyond  all  ftMrgiveness  and  all  hope.  He 
had  sinned  in  word>  in  tiiought,  and  intention, 
against  Imperial  Majesty,  and  tiiough  the  intent 
of  good  shall  not  be  taken  into  account,  but 
go  to  pave  the  infernal  r^ons,  and  Hiough  the 
intent  of  evil  shall  not  be  noted  down  by  the 
recording  angel  when  a  virtuous  resolution  con- 
quers  it — ^what  are  we  but  the  dust  before  the 
footstool  of  our  Tsars,  that  we  should  dare  ex^- 
peet  their  mercy  on  repentant  traitors  ?  Besides, 
we  are  in  Russia,  not  in  Heaven  ;  bitt  this  she 
did  not  think  of;  she  fancied  she  could  save  him 
if  she  could  dissuade ;  but  to  dissuade,  h^  art, 
her  arguments,  h^  prayers^  her  tears,  had 
failed. 

**  At  length,  her  part  was  taken — ^after  a  long 
and  agonising  conflict  between  the  good  and 
evil,  the  littleness  and  the  heroism  of  a  woman's 
nature,  between  her  pride,  and  love,  and  jealousy, 
the  angel  in  her  disposition  triumphed — the 
injur^  wife  sought  out  the  mistress. 

"  Day  dawned  gloomily  on  the  morning  rf  the 
1 2th,  to  dose  after  a  few  brief  hours  on  scenes 
of  bloodshed ;  the  hour  was  come,  the  hour  for 
whidi  the  husband  had  longed  so  ardently.  The 
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younger  and  more  generous  of  the  conspirators, 
having  borne  down  all  resistance  by  their  per- 
sonal prowess,  performed  successfully  the  perfe 
allotted  to  them  in  the  bloody  drama,  and  brought 
up  their  soldiers  to  the  place  of  rendezvous. 

''  But  then  the  boastful  and  cowardly  Dictator, 
the  Prince  Troubetskoi,  and  their  other  leaders 
were  missing:  they  were  either  crouching  in 
comers  in  their  abject  terror,  or  denoundng  their 
companions. 

''  And  then  associated  with  their  infamy  was 
the  youthful  husband,  he  too  was  missing. 
After  the  wife  had  failed,  the  mistress  had  pre- 
vailed. Her  arms  around  his  knees  were  chains 
which  he  had  not  the  courage  to  break,  and 
when  the  thunders  or  the  crash  of  musketry 
and  cannon  rang  through  the  fiosty  air,  or 
boomed  amid  the  palaces  of  St.  Isaac's  place 
announcing  that  the  fate  of  sixty  millions 
was  deciding,  he  rose,  as  often  convulsively  to 
sink  again,  still  captive  to  her  passionate  in- 
treaties.  Perhaps  he  remembered  then  that  a 
Mark  Anthony  had  thus  lost  a  world  before 
him. 

'*  Although  he  took  no  active  part  in  the 
revolti  he    had  offended  beyond   remission  a 
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master,  stern,  implacable,  and  unforgiving ;  and 
seren  months  afterwards  he  was  one  of  those 
led  out  to  die. 

^  During  these  weary  months,  which  passed 
between  tiie  outbreak  and  the  execution  of  the 
omq[ueror's  justice,  he  personally  saw,  examined, 
threatened,  all  the  prisoners  and  many  of  the 
witnesses.  He  saw  their  wives  and  parents, 
relatives  mid  intimates,  not  to  listen  to  their 
appeals  to  mercy,  but  to  cross-question  and  in- 
terrelate thiem.  It  is  said  that  few  could  en- 
dure unmoved  tiie  majestic  flash  of  his  Impmal 
eye,  t^ble  with  the  consciousness  of  power. 

''The  Dictator,  Prince  Troubetskoi,  clasped 
his  knees,  and  begged  for  life  in  agonising  ac- 


"'Live,'  said  the  judge,  'and  he  lives  on, 
having  once  prayed  for  life,  to  pray  often  and 
often  for  the  relief  of  death.' 

"  The  calm  and  philosophic  Pestd  was  fre- 
quently confronted  with  the  Emperor ;  nothing 
could  shake  his  iron  soul,  or  bend  it  or  heat  it 
to  intemperate  invective. 

"'Had  you  no  remorse  when  conspiring 
against  my  brother  and  myself?' 

"  *  Less,'  replied  the  conspirator, '  than  your 

c  3 
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brother  and  yourself,  when  awaiting  the  result 
of  Uie  conspiracy  against  your  father.* 

"His  answers  to  the  many  interrogations, 
were  apostrophes  to  his  sovereign  to  take  warn- 
ing by  the  dangers  he  had  escaped,  and  to  avmd 
the  conduct  of  his  predecessors.  They  were  at- 
tempts to  shew  him  that  his  empire  was  an 
Augean  stable,  and  arguments  to  induce  him  to 
examine  and  adopt  his  code  of  Russian  juris- 
prudence, aj^opriating  it  like  the  spofl  of  a 
vanquished  enemy. 

"  Pestel  knew  well  that  good  intentions  count 
for  nothing,  and  he  was  anxious  to  leave  scHne 
legacy  to  his  country,  thus  certain  that  his  life 
had  not  been  wasted. 

**  These  were  the  five  great  criminals,  on  whom 
the  Emperor's  justice  was  dealt,  one  summer 
morning  on  this  very  sod.  A  hedge  of  soldiers^ 
or  rather  an  army,  kept  back  the  (Towd,  amoi^st 
which,  foremost  appeared  the  relativeB,  the 
friends,  and  the  acquaintance,  whose  names  had 
flitted  through  the  evidence  on  the  lengthy  triik 
of  the  men  condemned,  and  who  now  came 
forth  to  disavow  entirdy  by  their  presence  a 
participation,  which  the  government  found  too 
universal  to  punish. 
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"  First  there  were  led  out  from  the  fortress 

sate,  thirty  of  the  conspirators  condemned  for 

Kfe  to  Siberia,  with  the  Dictator  foremost.  Their 

fiwords    \fete  lNX)ken,    their    orders  and   their 

paillettes,  and  their  insignia,  thrown  upon  a 

-jxle  and  burnt,  their  cnvil  deat^  decreed ;  their 

heads  were    shaven,  their  limbs  were  ironed, 

and  their  doom  was  read,  tiot  only  to  living 

death,   but  to  the  living  burial  of  a  Siberian 

mine. 

'*  All  this  was  at  the  gallows'  foot^  and  here 
aU  the  conspirators  met  again,  for  next  were  led 
out  the  five  destmed  for  execution,  dressed  in 
long  grey  doaks  and  hoods,  at  first  covering 
theb  fiices,  like  those  of  the  victims  in  the 
Spanish  auto-da-ffe. 

"  Their  feces,  particularly  Pestel's,  were  wan, 
pallid,  and  meagre,  for  it  is  sidd  that  even  tor- 
tiure  had  not  been  ^ared  them,  fiut  one  and 
all  of  the  doomed  five  shewed,  by  the  firmness  of 
their  step  and  the  enthusiastic  sp»*kle  of  their 
eye^  not  only  that  they  saw  in  death  a  refiige 
fit>m  the  Imperial  mercy,  but  the  proud  con- 
sdousness  they  entertained,  that  they,  out  of  the 
millions  of  Muscovites  who  had  perished  by 
femine,  by  floods  and  fields  on  deserts,  or  on 
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seas,  or  beneath  the  executioner's  knife  or  hsb, 
to  do  the  bidding  or  to  glut  the  vengeance  of 
tyrants,  or  of  tyrants'  myrmidons,  that  they  were 
the  first  five  who  had  died  for  their  country. 

'^  If  they  spoke,  it  must  have  been  like  Marino 
Faliero  to  time  and  to  eternity,  for  the  rolling 
drum  rendered  all  speech  inaudible,  and  they 
were  launched  into  the  air. 

''  But  even  in  this  solemn  moment,  the  vulgar 
and  the  common-place  are  inextricablyinterwoven 
with  the  tragic.  The  executioner,  whose  busi- 
ness it  was  to  find  the  ropes,  an  adept  at  the 
merciless  knout,  but  not  in  the  art  of  hanging, 
misjudged  the  strength  required  to  sustain  a 
human  body,  and  purchased  old  instead  of  new, 
spending  the  difference  in  a  dram.  As  the 
drop  fell,  a  thrill  of  horror  spread  through 
all  the  crowd :  three  of  the  cords  broke — and 
from  their  high  gibbets,  bursting  through  the 
flooring  of  the  scaffold  by  their  inert  wdght, 
down  fell  three  of  the  victims. 

"The  drum  had  ceased  rolling;  those  who 
presided  at  the  execution  had  thought  that  all 
was  over,  or  that  the  strangulating  rope  would 
have  hushed  all  speech  and  indiscretion.  But  the 
undaunted  Pestel  exclaimed  aloud : 
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"  *  Wretched  country,  in  which  they  know  not 
erven  how  to  hang  a  man  !' 

"  He  added  something  more,  but  the  dead 
silence  of  the  crowd  was  broken  by  an  itinerant 
"V^^nder  of  cold  tea,  who  took  advantage  of  it  to 
"V^end  his  wares,  and  the  last  words  of  the  dyii^ 
pMLtriot  and  legislator  were  lost  in  the  cry  of, 
"  *  Tea,  tea,  tea,  excellent  tea  !* 
"  They  died,  and  with  them  died  the  hopes 
of  all  who  dreamed  of  the  regeneration  of  their 
country." 

Here  the  poet  looked  around  him,  and  then 
^  stooped  down  and  kissed  the  sod  hurriedly. 
"  Come,  come,  come !"  said  the  Lieutenant 
Alexius,  who  looked  as  pale  and  agitated  as  if 
they  were  all  then  conspiring. 

"  It  is  a  terrible  story,"  said  Coimt  Horace. 
"  It  is  not  done,"  replied  the  poet.  "  The 
Emperor  after  the  execution,  caused  the  best 
part  of  Pestel's  code  to  be  adopted  in  the  com- 
pilation  of  laws,  which  is  intended  to  immorta- 
lize his  reign,  and  which  may  do  so  whenever 
a  reign  shall  come  in  which  the  laws  are  fol- 
lowed as  well  as  established.  But,  as  he  had 
refused  the  prayer  of  Pestel's  father,  who  begged 
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in  vain  the  life  of  his  heroic  son,  he  made  him 
a  donation  of  fifty  thousand  roubles/' 

"  What  a  gratuitous  piece  of  brutality  !"  ex- 
claimed  Horace. 

"  Old  Pestel  did  not  think  so.  He  accepted 
them,  and  was  grateful ;  he  is  grateful  now,  at 
least  he  told  you  so  two  hours  ago." 

«  Told  me  l"  said  Horace. 

"  Told  you,"  repeated  the  narrator,  "  that  old 
gentleman  who  spoke  'so  warmly  in  his  sove* 
reign's  praise  was  Pestel,  the  Russian  hero's 
father.  You  were  imlucky  too  in  talking  of 
Rohan's  conspiracy  to  the  mother-*in-law  of  lui . 
arch-conspirator,  the  mother  of  the  Dictator's 
wife," 

"  What,  Madame  de  Baval  !'• 

"  Precisely,"  returned  the  poet,  "  Madame  de 
Baval.  She  is  very  loyal  now,  but  she  is  said 
not  always  to  have  been  so;  perhaps  some 
might  consider  the  method  taken  to  convert  her 
to  her  present  sentiments,  a  rude  one  and  '  in^ 
applicable  to  a  noblewoman,  or  to  a  female  so 
far  past  life's  golden  meridian.  She  was  sent 
for  one  day  to  the  ofl[ioe  of  the  secret  poHoe, 
where  the  grand  master,  Count   Benkendorf, 
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^le  same  who  brought  up  the  artillery  so  op* 
'portunely  on  the  12th  of  December;  a  very 
gentlemanlike  and  urbane  old  man,  caused  a 
dose  of  corporeal  castigation  to  be  inflicted  in 
"pivate  on  the  lady,  which  has  since  rendered 
lier  both  discreet  and  loyal.     The  Count  has  not 
l)een  always  so  ungallant,  for  he  notoriously  fa^ 
vours  Madame  Rudiger,  her  guest  last  night. 
Her  husband  has  been  sent  abroad  on  a  diplo- 
matic mission." 

"  Surely,"  said  Horace,  "  you  are  giving  the 
rein  to  your  poetic  imagination,  and  trying  the 
extent  of  my  credulity." 

"  Only  with  bitter  truths,"  replied  the  poet, 
"  and  I  shall  have  to  try  it  farther.  There  was 
a  nephew  amongst  the  conspirators,  a  nephew 
who  had  been  often  caressed  and  was  still  dearly 
loved  by  a  fond  unde,  at  least  the  nephew. 
Prince  Alexander  Odoievrid  thought  so.  He 
was  one  of  the  conspirators  who  had  escaped  the 
massacre  and  the  pursuit,  and,  in  the  keen  frost 
of  a  winter's  night,  he  lay  concealed  between  the 
boats,  which  serve  as  arches  to  the  floating 
bridge;  he  lay  for  hours  trying  to  warm  his 
frozen  limbs  by  burying  them  in  the  cold  un- 
comforting  snow;  at  least  he  deemed  it  so,  for 
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he  had  not  yet  tried  the  frigidity  of  an  uncle's 
bosom.  He  saw  the  ice  broken  and  the  dead, 
load  after  load,  thrust  through  the  holes  and 
consigned  to  the  living  stream  beneath  it. 

''  At  length,  horror  and  cold  rendered  his  post 
no  longer  tenable,  he  braved  the  danger  of  dis- 
covery, and  gained  his  imde's  mansion — ^he  was 
saved ;  he  found  him  and  he  craved  an  hour's 
repose,  and  warmth,  and  funds  wherewith  to 
fly. 

"  But  the  unde  was  sorely  tempted :  on  the 
one  hand  he  saw  a  pressing  danger,  on  the 
other  an  opportunity  of  proving  his  loyalty  ;  no 
doubt  he  thought  upon  the  sacrifice  of  Abraham. 

" '  But  come,'  he  said  at  length,  *  fly  with  me, 
there  is  not  an  instant  to  lose,'  and  away  he 
drove  with  his  shivering  nephew,  not  to  a  place 
of  concealment,  but  to  the  Winter  Palace. 

"  The  victim  had  no  longer  power  to  fly  or 
to  resist ;  and  the  fond  imde  led  him  straight 
into  the  Emperor's  presence,  for  the  Emperor 
saw  every  one  connected  with  the  conspiracy. 

*'  The  Prince  Alexander  now  curses  his  imde 
from  the  profoundest  depth  of  a  Siberian  mine, 
and  the  unde,  sporting  the  badges  of  distinction 
with  which  his  sovereign  has  honoured  him,  talks 
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of  his  loyalty  and  his  devotion,  as  his  antece- 
dents authorize  him  in  talking,  and  as  you  heard 
him  talk  this  evening,  for  he  is  the  senator 
Demetrius  or  Dimitri-Danskoi." 

"  Wretch !"  said  Horace,  "  but  tell  me  what 
became  of  the  poor  wife  of  the  conspirator  who 
was  hanged." 

"The  wealthy  sub-lieutenant's  mistress,"  re- 
turned the  poet,  answering  beside  the  question, 
'*  denied  all  knowledge  of  and  all  participation  in 
his  crime,  and  the  criminal  himself  strenuously 
bore  out  her  assertions  to  the  last.  But  the 
day  his  condemnation  was  pronounced,  she  was 
invited  to  join  the  Imperial  circle.  The  master's 
eye  fell  on  her  with  a  searching  scrutiny ;  but 
the  lady  was  not  pale,  she  was  well  rouged,  and 
laughed  with  a  merry  laugh,  as  dear  as  the 
tinkling  of  a  silver  bell  at  an  Imperial  pim.  The 
master  was  satisfied." 

"  Good  heavens !"  said  Horace,  "  but  the 
wife?" 

"  The  wife  laughed  too  on  the  day  of  her 
husband's  execution;  after  the  Imperial  justice 
had  refused  her  prayers,  she  burst  into  a  long 
hysteric  frightful  fit  of  laughter.  She  was  then, 
she  has  since  remained — a  maniac !" 
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"  A  maniac  '/*  repeated  Horace,  "  and  did  the 
senses  of  the  wretched  mistress  survive  her  hor* 
rible  hypocrisy  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,"  replied  the  poet,  "  but  you 
should  judge  that  best,  or  at  least  you  will  be 
able  to  judge  it  well  to-morrow,  for  she  is  the 
sentimental  mother  with  the  two  fair  daughters, 
with  whom  I  heard  you  promise  to  dine  to- 
morrow at  Peterhoff." 
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CHAPTER  11. 

The  Prince  Isaakoff  was  reclining  as  usual  on 
his  sofiai,  with  the  long  Russian  pipe  in  his 
mouthy  when  Horace  joined  him.  In  front  of 
him  was  standing  the  venerable  and  imposing 
figure  of  a  tall  and  statdy  individual^  long  past 
the  prime  of  life,  with  features  full  of  gravity^ 
indicative  of  florid  health,  and  indeed  a  little 
replete  in  their  robustness.  But  his  dense 
beard,  descending  to  his  middle,  was  of  silver 
grey,  and  his  thick  hair,  of  the  same  cdour, 
flowed  downwards  over  his  shoulders  still  lower. 
He  wore  a  cap  of  black  velvet  .on  his  head,  and 
was  habited  in  a  long  robe  of  dark  doth,  with 
very  vdde  sleeves,  and  marked  on  the  breast, 
like  the  tunic  of  a  crusader,  with  a  long  white 
cross.  His  aspect  was  patriarchally  majestic  ; 
and,  when  he  spoke,  his  voice  sounded  sono- 
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rously  dear,  like  the  bass  notes  of  a  cathedral 
organ. 

"  My  dear  fellow !"  said  the  Prince  earnestly, 
'^  what  a  terrible  wild  Englishman  you  have 
brought  with  you  as  groom !" 

"  What  my  Bob  Bridle,  the  quietest  and  most 
steady  servant  breathing  ?" 

"  Well,  he  may  be  quiet  enough  for  Elngland; 
but  if  he  goes  on  so,  I  can  only  teU  you  that 
you  will  find  him  rather  expensive  here." 

^^  He  is  a  devil !  my  high  and  well  bom  mas- 
ter," chimed  in  the  steward  Dietridi. 

**  But  what  has  he  been  doing?"  inquired 
the  Count. 

"  Only  been  guilty  of  assault,  rebellion,  and 
sacril^,  which  I  think  is  pretty  well  by  twelve 
o'clock  in  the  day." 

Hie  Count  looked  dubiously  in  the  Prince's 
face,  but  he  was  evidently  serious,  and  so  he 
exclaimed,  ^^  It  is  impossible.  What  do  you 
mean?" 

*^  Only  that  you  must  make  up  your  mind, 
either  to  abandon  him  to  his  fate,  or  to  give  am- 
ple and  immediate  pecuniary  satisfeiction." 

'^  Give  him  up,  the  tidiest  groom  and  the 
boldest  rider  in  Christendom  ?  Oh,  no,  he  must 
be  got  out  of  the  scrape  at  any  cost.  But  what 
in  the  name  of  good  fortune  has  he  done  f 
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**  Why,  in  the  first  place,  he  has  beaten  your 
coachman,  which  don't  signify,  because  he  is 
my  slave ;  but  then  he  has  used  the  oil  of  the 
sacred  lamp  for  ignoble  purposes ;  he  has 
smashed  the  image  of  a  saint,  and  pulled  one 
of  our  Greek  priests,  the  Father  Bazilius,  whom 
you  see,  by  the  beard ;  and,  to  crown  the  whole 
business,  he  has  assaulted  and  shut  up  a  police 
officer  and  soldier.'' 

"  I  can't  believe  it,"  said  Horace.  "  I  should 
like  to  hear  his  own  story.  Let  us  have  him 
up." 

"  He  is  waiting  outside : — call  him,  Dietrich." 

The  redoubted  Bob  Bridle  walked  very  quietly  . 
in.  He  was  dad  in  his  red  and  white  striped 
cotton  jacket,  his  leathers  were  spotless,  his 
neckkerchief  delicately  white,  and  his  top  boots 
mirror-like.  No  words  could  have  thrown  such 
doubt  on  the  veracity  of  the  accusations 
which  charged  him  with  desperate  and  outra- 
geous conduct,  as  did  his  formal,  cool  and  self- 
possessed  demeanour.  As  he  would  himself 
have  expressed  it,  "  he  had  not  turned  a  hair." 
Bob  Bridle  pulled  his  forelock  respectfully  to  his 
master,  and  scraping  his  right  foot  along  the 
ground,  gave  a  scarcely  perceptible  kick  back- 
wards, which  was  intended  to  add  to  the  graces^ 
of  his  salutation^ 
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The  Count  addressed  him,  for  Bob  Bridle 
never  spoke  till  he  was  spoken  to. 

''What  is  the  matter?"  said  the  Count, 
speaking  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  "  What 
have  you  got  to  say  to  me  ?" 

"  This  here.  Sir,"  answered  Bob,  "  fust, 
Lucifer  took  his  bran  mash  last  night,  and  next 
I  took  your  note  to  the  embassy,  as  (brtcted, 
and  was  told  that  my  Lady,  the  AmbassadreK,  ia 
going  on  as  well  as  can  be  expected.** 

«  So  far,  so  good,"  replied  Horace. "  But  hsve 
you  nothing  of  more  importance  to  say ;  do  you 
know  any  thing  of  this  man?"  pointkig  to  the 
priest. 

''  Not  much,"  said  Bob,  shaking  his  head, 
''  and  still  less  to  his  credit" 

''  Well  now,  what  has  happened  hd;ween 
you?" 

**  A  row,"  said  Bob, ''  I  am  free  to  consfeas ; 
but  I  was  a-going  to  tell  you,  Sir,  aU  about  it  in 
regular  row-tation." 

*'  Pray,  let  us  hear  your  story,  for  hen  are 
terrible  compkdnts  against  you." 

''  It  aint  a  short  un,"  said  Bob,  ''  if  I  must 
'splainitafl." 

"  Never  mind,"  replied  his  master,  ^  oatvnAi 
it  aU,  take  time  to  it,  and  tell  it  your  own  way." 

"  Then,  Sir,"  said  the  groom,  **  you've  gwi» 
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the  duu]g6  of  the  Rooshian  horses  to  the  Roo- 
shian  ooachmaBy  as  understands  'em,  but  youVe 
give  ine  the  diarge  of  the  oats  and  hay  for  the 
whole  stable,  which  was  as  wise  a  thmg  as  any 
g«»tleman  ever  did." 

^Aer  this  excHrdium^  Bob  paused  for  a  mo- 
°^t»  and  then  went  on. 

"  Now,  Sir,  I  must  tell  you,  that  when  first 

^  ^^Qtm  to  this  here  city,  an  English  groom 

^^^^  up  to  the  stable-door,  uncommon  friendly 

^^  though  I  never  see  him  before.     Now  be- 

^^en  you  and  I,  and  the  post,  Sir,  he  smelled 

^^  strong  of  spirits,  and  looked  as  dirty  as  a 

^^^oduan  Ufe-guardsman  in  them  dung-coloured 

"^^i-gowns  they  wears,  when  not  buckramed  up, 

^4  which  I  suppose  they  calls  great-coats.     ^  I 

^  out  of  place,'  says  he.     '  But  &at  is  no  rear 

^U,'  says  I,  *  why  them  buttons  of  yours  need 

^  so,'  for  he  had  got  two  brass  veskit  buttons 

^cwed  on  to  one  gaiter,  and  the  t'other  fieistened 

%  a  bit  of  string  in  the  top  hole,  which  looked 

Scandalous.     *  Well,'  says  he, '  a  man  looses  his 

spirits  when  he  looses  his  'ployment.'     *  I  wish 

he'd  lose  the  smell  on  'em,'  says  I, '  and  he'd  be 

like  to  get  it  all  the  sooner.'     But  as  he  was  an 

Englidiman,  Sir,  in  this  here  strange  country, 

and  knowed  all  its  ways,  as  well  as  a  horse 

knows  his  staUe,  I've  come  somehow  to  know 
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him,  though  he  is  neither  quite  so  tidy  nor  so 
'spectable  as  I  could  wish.  Now  the  day  you 
bought  them  Rooshian  horses,  and  engaged  the 
Rooshian  coachman,  Billy—" 

"  Vasili,"  suggested  Horace. 

"  It  does  mean,  William,"  observed  the  Prince 
with  a  smile. 

''  Ay,"  said  Bob,  "  I  knowed  the  English, 
for  it  must  be  Billy,  to  say  nothing  of  the  beard 
as  fits  the  naine.  *Well  Sir,  Jade  WhatV 
his-name,'  says  to  me,  *  you  are  surely  not  a 
going  to  sit  down  with  a  mugic  ?  It  won't  do 
here.  An  Englishman  can  no  more  demean 
himself  by  sitting  down  with  them  Rooshians, 
than  he  would  with  pigs.'  But  I  didn't  attend 
to  him,  for  when  first  I  see  the  natives,  thinks  I 
to  myself  they  have  as  many  good  pints  as  any 
foreigners  I  ever  come  across.  They  seem  fond 
of  their  horses,  they  drives  'em  with  a  snaffle, 
and  they  takes  their  comfortable  tea,  or  goes 
into  the  cellar  to  drink  Londcm  porter,  which  is 
all  more  creditable  than  the  macaroni  of  the 
Italians,  or  the  red  vinegar  of  the  Frenchmen. 
And  then,  as  for  their  not  being  civilised,  I  never 
see  more  civility  anywhere,  fw  two  piemen  in 
the  streets,  or  two  of  your  worships  (Iswost- 
chicks)  as  they  calls  the  Rooshian  jarv^s,  bows 
to  each  other,  like  dancing  mastero,  when  th^ 
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meets.  So  I  didn't  take  Jack's  advice,  pardy 
because  pride  is  sinful,  and  partly  because  I 
didn't  know  the  Rooshians  was  so  unpleasant. 
Says  Jack,  '  If  you  sits  down  with  him,  I  must 
cut  your  company ;'  says  I,  ^  you  may  cut  your 
stidc,  for  I'm  Christian  enough  to  know  that 
Billy  iB  a  creature  bf  flesh  and  blood  like  our- 
selves, and  a  man  is  a  man  after  all ;'  and  so  he  is, 
Sir ;  but  some  on  'em  is  rather  dirty  and  un- 
common dishonest,  and  that  there  Rooshian 
Billy  is  just  one  of  that  sort. 

*•  Now,  Sir,  by  having  lived  in  a  foreign  em- 
bassy, be  speaks  a  little  French,  and  so  do  I ; 
so  I  made  myself  companionable  with  him,  and 
gave  him  the  run  of  everything,  except  the  corn- 
bin.  The  first  thing  I  see  very  queer  about 
him,  was  one  day  when  I  catched  him  cribbing 
some  lard  and  lampblack  and  brown  sugar,  I 
had  mixed  up  in  a  tin  to  blacken  Lucifer's  hoofs 
with.  I  catched  him.  Sir,  with  a  pot  of  baked 
buckwheat  grits,  as  they  calls  *  kassia,'  before 
him,  actually  putting  the  stuff  to  his  porridge 
and  eating  it  1  '  You  nasty  devil,'  says  I,  '  that 
was  meant  to  grease  my  horses'  hoofi,  not  your 
inside ;  here's  butter  if  you  want  it ;'  and  after 
that  he  did  use  the  butter,  but  he  took  the  grease 
too. 

^  Now,  as  nigh  as  I  could  make  him  out, 
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Billy  takes  it  into  his  head  that  the  stable  is 
haunted  by  what  he  calls  a  Domovoi,  a  sort  of 
Robin  Goodfellow  or  Brownie,  which  eate  up  tiie 
com  and  turns  the  horses'  coats;  and  yerterday 
he  calls  me  into  his  stable,  to  show  me  the  tails 
of  his  horses,  which  the  DomoToi  had  plaited 
together  in  the  night,  but  which  in  my  q)iiiion 
had  got  entangled  by  their  whisking  *em  about 
Now  Billy  declares  that  sometimes,  the  Domovoi 
takes  a  dislike  to  black  horses,  and  sometimes 
to  roan,  and  sometimes  to  grey,  and  that  nothing 
would  go  right  till  he  went  and  fetdbed  the 
Pope  to  drive  him  out  with  holy  water*  So  I 
told  him  by  all  means  to  do  so,  because  I  hap- 
pened to  know  that  the  Pope  was  at  Rcxne  in 
Italy,  where.  I  see  him  with  my  own  eyes.  But 
what  do  ye  think,  Sir,  last  night  in  he  brings 
this  gentleman  with  the  knob  stick,  (pointing  to 
Father  Basil)  saying  he  was  the  Pope,  which 
I  knowed  of  course  to  be  a  flam,  the  Pope 
(though  a  papist)  being  a  different  character 
altogether,  and  a  great  deal  more  respectable. 
Well,  in  he  goes  to  Billy's  stable,  and,  after  he 
had  mountebanked  enough,  he  says  he  has 
driven  the  Domovoi  out  and  that  he  will  never 
return  again,  which  I  expect  was  the  only  true 
part  of  the  story.  For,  though  I  am  rising  five 
and  thirty,  1  nev^  see  any  spirits,  excepting  them 
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as  peo|de  keep  in  bottles.  Then,  Sir,  he  wants 
to  go  into  Lucifo-'s  box,  but  I  said  no,  no ;  no 
tricks  upon  travellers  there ;  the  Domovoi  won't 
plait  his  tail  or  meddle  with  him,  I  know,  any 
mcHie  than  any  other  foreigner  that  ev^  I  saw« 
And  when  he  found  it  wouldn't  do,  he  asks  for 
<Mie  of  them  bhie  five  rouble  notes  for  his  trou- 
ble; Billy  declaring  that  it  was  customary. '  Well,' 
says  I, '  111  ask  my  master  to-morrow;  and  if  he 
sees  proper  to  encourage  your  tomfoolery,  you 
shall  have  it,  so  come  i^ain  and  see.  '  Then' 
says  Billy,  '  will  you  give  him  some  brandy  and 
he  win  give  you  his  Messing.'  '  Here's  the 
brandy,'  said  I,  for  the  bottle  was  on  the  top  of 
my  chest  of  drawers,  and  I  couldn't  do  less ;  '  but 
he  may  keep  the  blessing  for  them  as  wants  it.' 
So  down  he  sat  and  made  hisself  jolly,  and  out 
he  pulls  a  pack  of  cards  and  wants  to  play  with 
us." 

"  What,  that  venerable-looking  priest,"  said 
Horace,  looking  incredulously  from  Bob  Bridle 
to  the  Prince  Isaakoff,  who  merely  shrugged  vap 
his  shoulders,  as  much  as  to  intimate  that  the 
story  was  highly  probable. 

''  Yes,"  said  Bob,  "  that  v^  same  old  sinner 
there ;  and  very  duly  cards  they  was.  Now,  as 
the  best  game  but  one,  I  know  on,  is  put^  and 
the  best  of  aD,  which  I've  been  given  to  these 
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many  years  is,  not  to  play  at  all,  I  dedined  his 
ofFer,  so  that  when  the  brandy  was  drunk,  he 
grew  very  cosey  and  affectionate,  and  wanted 
more.  Says  I,  *  When  you  come  to-morrow.' 
Then,  Sir,  he  asked  me  for  my  name,  *  Bob,* 
says  I.  ^  And  your  father's  name  ?'  said  he. 
*  Bob,*  agam  says  I.  Which  when  Billy  had 
explamed  it  to  him,  he  calls  me  Bob,  Bobovitch, 
upon  the  spot,  which  was  neither  dvil  of  him  to 
do,  nor  gratifying  to  my  feelings  to  hear. 
'  ^'  Now  this.  Sir,  was  the  state  of  the  case  last 
night.  But  this  morning,  Billy  walks  in  with 
another  Rooshian ;  he  had  asked  me  the  day 
before,  as  I  understood  him,  whether  he  should 
bring  any  one  to  take  away  the  litter,  and  I  told 
him,  by  all  means.  Now,  Billy's  friend  had  got 
a  sack  with  him,  which  I  thought  a  queer  way  of 
clearing  a  stable-yard.  You  must  know,  that  it 
was  the  day  on  which  I  give  him  the  three  days* 
com  for  his  horses,  which,  I  will  say,  he  takes 
some  care  on,  which  is  a  redeeming  pint  in  his 
character,  though  he  does  make*m  as  &t  as  if 
they  was  meant  for  Leadenhall  market.  But 
presently  Rooshian  Billy  puts  his  horses'  com  into 
his  friend's  sack,  and  his  friend  shakes  hands 
with  me,  and  puUs  out  a  bottle  of  wodky,  m- 
deavouring  to  explain  the  thing  they  wanted  to 
set  afoot. 
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"  Now,  as  soon  as  I  was  sure  of  what  they  was 
up  to,  I  do  confess  that  I  gave  them  a  dip  or  two 
a  piece,  and  when  they  made  off  without  waiting 
for  their  change,  I  shied  the  firiend's  brandy 
bottle  after  him. 

"  Well,  Sir,  when  they  was  off,  I  began  to 
dean  the  bits  and  stirrup  irons,  when  what  do  I 
find,  but  that  all  the  oil  in  the  harness  room  is 
gone.  Oh,  oh  1  says  I,  that  oil  is  gone  after  the 
contents  of  my  grease-pot,  to  smoothen  the  in- 
side of  that  Rooshian  Billy's  in-tess-tines.  But 
111  be  even  with  him ;  and,  just  at  that  ininite,  I 
happen  to  see  a  little  lamp  a-hanging  before  a 
pictur,  which  he  is  so  uncommon  fond  on  that 
I  suppose  it  his  father's,  who,  howsoever  was 
not  l^  any  means  so  andsome  as  the  frame 
they've  put  him  in.  Now,  thinks  I,  though  he 
may  be  so  very  fond  of  the  old  gentleman  that 
he  likes  to  look  at  him  by  candle-light,  he  should 
have  drank  his  own  oil  before  he  took  mine.  So 
down  I  hooks  the  lamp,  and  begins  deaning 
away  with  the  oil  that  was  inside  of  it." 

Here  Bob  paused  for  an  instant  to  take  breath 
and  then  resumed, 

.  ''  In  the  course  of  half  an  hour.  Sir,  back 
comes  Billy.  He  first  tries  to  persuade  me 
that  he  had  only  been  arjesting ;  but  when  he 
saw  that  I  wouldn't  believe  him,  out  he  takes  a 
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litde  pictur,  the  size  of  a  Jack-in-arboz,  and, 
having  spit  upon  the  glass  and  wiped  it  with  his 
sleeve,  he  kneels  down  before  it,  as  I've  crimen 
seen  him  do  before,  and  seems  to  take  it  to 
witness,  calling  it  Bogy  (Boje),  which  considering 
its  ugliness  isn't  by  no  means  a  bad  name. 

"  When  that  wouldn't  do,  he  lays  flat  down, 
and,  imploring  that  I  wouldn't  tell  you,  b^ins 
kissing  my  feet  and  slobbering  them  all  over, 
as  if  taking  the  polish  off  a  man's  boots  was 
the  way  to  come  over  him ;  and  then,  Sir»  last 
of  all  he  has  the  impudence  to  offer  me  a  silver 
rouble  to  hold  my  tongue.  So  I  thought  it 
right  to  kick  him  out ;  but  presently  he  raises  a 
terrible  outcry,  and  declares  that  his  Bogy  is 
broken,  which  was  a  fact,  and  at  the  same  time 
he  twigs  his  lamp.  You  would  have  thought,  l^ 
the  uproar  he  made,  that  his  Bogy  was  as  beau- 
tiful as  paint,  and  that  he  was  the  most  iiyured 
individual  about  his  oil  as  ever  walked  upon  two 
legs.  So  I  packs  the  coachman,  and  the  lamp, 
and  the  broken  Bogy  all  out  together. 

"  Next,  Sir,  who  should  walk  in  but  that  gen- 
tleman as  calls  himself  the  Pope,  aggrawatin  me 
in  the  first  place,  by  calling  me  Bob  Bobovitch 
again ;  he  throws  his  arms  around  my  neck, 
and,  smelling  as  he  did  of  salt  herrings,  brandy, 
and  onions,  he  kisses  me  as  if  1  was  a  young 
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lady.  So  says  I,  *  You  old  goat  f'  and  taking  him 
by  the  beard  I  dragged  him  out  after  them. 

"  Then,  Sir,  they  all  come  round  the  door 
gabbling  like  so  many  turk^-cocks,  and  even 
Mr.  Dietrich  there  comes  up  to  me,  and  join- 
ing his  hands  togeth^,  says,  *  Mine  Got,  mine 
Got'  So  says  I,  *  no,  you  haven't  got  yours 
yet.  But  youll  have  it  in  the  twinkling  of  a 
bed-post,  if  you  don't  look  sharp.'  For  you 
see,  Sir,  I  was  very  much  aggrawated.  But  I 
wish  to  let  you  know  exactly  everything  that 
passed.  Now  this  one  might  have  thought  wa$ 
enough  for  one  day's  plague,  to  a  quiet,  peaceable 
man,  who  only  wants  to  do  his  duty  honestly. 
But  they  was  up  to  another  game  with  me,  for 
presently  I  see  one  of  them  police  fellows,  with 
a  sword  and  cocked  hat,  which  they  calls  nasty- 
rats  (Nadziratels)  and  another  soger  with  him. 
So  thinks  I,  I  can't  wake  toy  master  at  this 
hour,  and  they  are  getting  too  many  for  me,  so 
1  was  under  the  necessity  of  shutting  up  the 
nasty-rat  and  his  man,  till  such  time  as  I  thought 
you'd  be  up ;  and  this  is  the  whole  story.  Sir,  in 
every  pint  from  beginning  to  end." 

"  Well,"  said  the  Count,  "  you  have  behaved 
like  a  man  from  beginning  to  end,  though  you 
have  been  playing  terribly  at    cross-purposes. 
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But  how  the  devil  did  you  manage  those  poGoe 
fellows?" 

"  Why,  Sir,  as  I  have  heared  Paddy  oftm 
laughed  at  for  doing,  by  surrounding  them,  with 
the  help  of  Lucifer.  When  I  sees  'em  a  coming 
I  pops  quietly  into  his  loose-box.  The  nasty- 
rat  beckoned  to  me  to  come  out,  and  I  beckoned 
to  him  to  come  in,  so,  seeing  the  horse  licking 
my  hand  in  an  amiable  manner,  in  he  comes  at 
last  with  his  man.  But  no  sooner  did  iAidfer 
see  'em,  than  he  bristles  up  and  flies  at  'em.  Now 
you  know.  Sir,  that  in  his  box  there  are  a  couple 
of  iron  basket-racks  on  each  side  of  it,  so  as 
Lucifer  had  got  between  them  and  the  door,  up 
they  dimbs  into  'em  like  lamp-lighters,  the  nasty- 
rat  into  one,  and  his  follower  into  the  other." 

"Ha!ha!hal"  shouted  the  Count,  "and 
what  became  of  them  ?" 

"  Why,  there  they  are.  Sir,  now,  and  there  th^ 
have  been  these  two  hours,  like  two  rogues  in 
the  pillory,  for  Lucifer  won't  let  'em  come  down, 
111  warrant.  He  has  torn  off  both  the  nasty- 
rats  uniform  coat-tails,  as  was  hanging  over  the 
rack;  he  has  worried  his  cocked-hat  like  a  yoimg 
puppy-d(^,  though  he  has  abstained  fix)m  doing 
the  same  by  his  man,  seeing  that  he  turned  his 
back  to  the  wall." 
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"  Wen,"  said  the  Prince,  « these  English  are 
the  queerest  people  in  the  world.  So  far  it 
appears  that  they  have  all  fortunately  imbibed 
the  notion,  that  you  are  attached  to  your 
legation,  which  will  wonderfully  facilitate  all 
arrangements  with  them,  because  they  know  that 
if  they  were  to  push  yoiur  servant  too  hard  he 
would  eventually  find  effectual  protection.  A 
hundred  roubles  to  the  father,  and  a  hundred 
roubles  to  the  Naziratel,  and  a  new  image  for 
VasQi,  will  I  think  repair  the  damage ;  you  had 
better  leave  it  entirely  to  Dietrich." 

When  the  whole  matter  was  explained  to 
Bob,  he  expressed  great  contrition  for  the  diffi- 
culties into  which  he  had  unintentionally  drawn 
his  master ;  but  when  he  was  assured  that  the 
priest,  in  calling  him  Bob  Bobovitch,  or  Bob  the 
son  of  Bob,  was  only  using  a  courteous  custom 
by  which  Russians  distinguish  every  individual 
fi^m  the  serf  to  the  Emperor,  he  remained 
incredulous  or  dissatisfied. 

"Let  well  alone,"  he  said;  "people  never 
meddle  with  the  name  of  Bob  in  England,  and 
surely  they  could  not  mend  it  in  Rooshia.  As 
for  whose  son  he  was,  that  was  no  business  of 
nobody's." 

Dietrich  first  tried  his  powers  of  persuasion 
upon  Father  Basil     He  began  by  offering  him 
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ten  roubles  in  full  compensation  for  aS  the 
indignities  the  church  had  suffered  both  in  his 
person  and  out  of  it ;  and  father  Basil,  aftor 
protesting  his  particular  respect  for  Prince 
Isaakoffand  Count  Horace,  and  his  duistian 
forgiveness  of  Bob,  declared  that  he  should  con- 
sider himself  as  a  guilty  creature  towaitis  his 
holy  mother  in  accepting  less  than  five  hundred 
for  such  a  complicated  case  of  sacril^. 

"  Why,"  said  Dietrich,  "  in  our  villages  the 
priest  only  taxes  a  moderate  theft  at  two  dozen 
eggs,  and  an  open  blasphemy  at  a  couple  (^ 
chickens  or  a  full  grown  goose/' 

"  Ay,"  replied  the  j&ither  shrewdly,  "  but 
there  you  get  a  fathom  of  firewood  for  half  a 
paper  rouble,  and  here  you  pay  eight  for  it  if  you 
buy  it  fi-om  the  wood  barge." 

At  length,  Dietrich  rose  to  fi%  roubles,  and 
Father  Basilius  descended  to  two  hundred ; 
at  this  stage  Dietrich  thought  fit,  for  certain 
private  reasons  of  his  own,  to  remove  the 
progress  of  the  negotiation  from  the  hearing  of 
his  master,  and  the  affair  was  at  length  hi^pily 
arranged,  with  the  stipulation  on  the  side  of  the 
injured  party  of  the  addition  of  a  couple  of 
bottles  of  rum.  Dietrich  then  proceeded  with 
the  aid  of  Bob  to  release  the  Naziratel  and  his 
man,  and  to  con^romise  matters  with  him. 
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"  But  I  hope,"  said  the  Count,  as  soon  as  he 
could  recover  a  serious  countenance,  and  before 
Bob  went,  "I  hope  you  will  remember  that 
we  are  in  a  strange  country,  and  endeavour  in 
future  to  respect  its  laws  and  regulations,  and 
the  prejudices  and  superstitions  of  its  people, 
however  ridiculous  either  may  be." 

"  I  win,"  sidd  Bob,  very  solemnly,  for  he  was 
touched  by  the  manner  in  which  his  master  had 
paid  the  heavy  tax  imposed  upon  him  by  his 
servant's  mishaps,  without  a  murmur  or  allusion. 
''  My  mind  is  made  up ;  111  keep  my  bands  in 
my  pockets  as  long  I'm  in  this  here  Rooshian 
coimtry,  and  111  handle  every  thing  I  don't 
understand  9s  gingerly  as  if  they  was  pots  of 
balsam  flowers  three  parts  blown." 

But  Bob's  temper  was  sorely  tried  when, 
crossing  the  yard,  the  Pope,  who  had  pocketed 
eighty  roubles,  and  who  had  got  a  couple  of 
bottles  of  rum  under  his  arm,  and  a  pint  of  the 
same  liquid  in  his  inward  man,  patted  him 
fisufniliarly  upon  the  back,  and  gave  Bob  his 
jovial  benediction  in  spite  of  his  teeth. 
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CHAPTER  IIL 

Blanche  and  her  husband  were  s^ain  upon 
the  road.  After  a  few  versts  the  country-houses 
or  datchas  on  either  side  indicated  their  near 
approach  to  the  city. 

The  idea  which  the  wealthy  Russians  entertain 
of  the  pleasures  of  country  life  is  very  peculiar 
and  utterly  distinct  from  that  of  all  other 
European  nations,  particularly  of  the  English. 

The  gregarious  instinct  appears  in  this  par- 
ticular as  strongly  developed  amongst  the 
higher  orders  as  it  does  amongst  the  peasantry, 
when,  dreading  isolated  farms  and  cottages, 
which  are  almost  unknown,  they  crowd  into 
villages  and  hamlets — ^when  they  oongr^ate  in 
atels  or  associations;  and  when,  shaven  and 
drilled,  and  led  to  the  field  of  battle,  it  n(l&kes 
them  so  formidable  an  in&ntry,  because  even 
discomfitxu'e  or  terror  only  causes  them  to 
huddle  up  together  like  a  flock  of  sheep  instead 
of  flying. 

So,  retirement  in  the  summ^  to  their  own 
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estates  is  always  a  matter  of  business,  of  policy, 
or  of  economy,  with  the  proprietors  of  them ;  but 
the  residence  of  their  choice  is  in  these  datchas, 
half  villas  and  half  cottages  in  the  environs  of 
large  cities,  of  which  the  great  attractions  seem 
to  be  that  they  are  crowded  dose  to  each  other, 
and  are  often  more  overlooked  than  the  winter 
residences  which  they  have  quitted  in  the  towns. 

Blanche  observed  that  they  were  built  in 
every  variety  of  style,  from  the  classic,  with  its 
Doric  or  Corinthian  pillars,  to  the  Saxon,  or 
the  Gothic.  In  magnitude  and  in  &nciful 
absurdity  of  construction  they  resembled  the 
cockney  villas  of  a  few  years  back ;  and  the 
gay  parties,  sitting  at  their  tea  or  their  dessert, 
with  open  windows  and  within  a  few  yards  of 
the  dusty  road,  strikingly  resembled  the  scene 
witnessed  on  a  fine  Saturday  summer  evening, 
in  the  fanciful  buildings  which  line  the  way  to 
the  great  metropolis  of  England. 

But,  in  the  first  place,  there  was  this  diffe- 
rence, that  nearly  all  these  Russian  cottages  and 
villas,  and  temples,  were  built  of  logs  covered 
with  a  facade  of  painted  planks,  which  gave 
them  a  scene-like  and  lumber-room  appearance ; 
and,  in  the  next,  that  the  people  who  were  inhal- 
ing the  fi^hness  of  the  evening  and  the  dust  of 
the  highway,  were  not  citizens  confined  to  a  oer- 
tam  distance  from  the  counter,  but  the  owners  of 
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them,  as  more  than  once  has  happened  to  the 
young  merchants'  derks  at  the  dose  of  a  holi- 
day's ride. 

The  great  beam  rose  and  fell  again;  they 
were  admitted.  A  tall  gaunt  sergeant  of  the 
picket,  sallow  and  sternly  stiff,  demanded  the 
names  and  passports  of  the  travellers.  Every 
one  passing  the  gates  of  St.  Petersburg,  inwards 
or  outwards,  in  any  vehicle,  must  give  his  name. 
If  indeed  he  be  neither  a  traveller  nor  in  imiform, 
by  humbly  saying  that  he  is  only  a  merchant 
going  to  his  datcha,  the  grivnik  or  groat,  the 
smallest  silver  coin,  judidously  off^ed  to  the 
sergeant  will  exempt  him  from  ikxe  formality  of 
stepping  out  in  the  mud  or  rain  to  inscribe  his 
name  in  the  guard-house ;  but  with  the  traveller 
or  the  unfortunate  in  uniform  this  cannot  be ; 
he  must  be  inscribed  upon  the  list,  which  is 
forwarded  every  night  to  the  Emperor,  who, 
when  he  is  in  town,  peruses  it  with  minute  and 
puerile  attention. 

Now  the  Emperor,  or  dse  his  brother,  to 
whom  the  military  list  of  departures  and  arrivals 
is  also  forwarded,  may  that  very  morning  have 
met  some  officer  whose  regiment  is  quartered  at 
Peterhoff,  or  Zarsko-Zdo.  or  Oranienbaum; 
and  when  the  reports  are  brought  to  him  at 
night  by  the  military  governor,  the  fancy  may 
take  him  to  see  at  what  hour  he  entered  or  left 
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the  city ;  and,  supposing  his  name  not  to  have 
been  recorded,  an  investigation  would  follow; 
the  officer  on  duty  at  the  gate  would  be  de- 
graded, and  sent  to  the  Caucasus,  and  the 
sergeant  and  sentinel  be  condemned  to  run  the 
gaimtlet. 

No  trifling  bribe  can  tempt  in  the  face  of  so 
imminent  a  danger.  With  a  traveQer,  too, 
there  is  considerable  risk,  because  he  may  always 
possibly  be  a  person  of  mark  and  distinction, 
whose  advent  may  attract  notice  to  the  hisl 
omission  of  his  name  upon  the  list. 

The  sergeant,  therefore,  insisted  that  Mattheus 
should  descend  from  the  vehicle ;  and  as  soon 
as  he  ascertained  that  he  was  neither  a  foreign 
diplomatist  nor  a  military  man,  he  put  on  that 
air  of  malignant  severity  which  all  officials  in 
the  Russian  empire,  from  high  to  low,  assume 
towards  those  over  whom  they  hold  any  tem- 
porary power  of  annoyance;  for  it  is  worthy 
of  remark  that,  if  the  employes  of  several 
other  continental  states,  though  far  irom  equal- 
ling Russia,  are  exceedingly  venal,  still  they 
either  strive  to  extract  the  bribe  by  their  good- 
humoured  civility,  or  at  least  this  civility  is 
always  tendered  in  return  for  the  bribe.  But  in 
Russia  all,  from  high  to  low,  to  whom  the 
smallest  fraction  of  authority  is  delegated  or 
sub-delegated,  go  rather  on  the  principle  ci 
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bullying  all  who  come  within  its  range  by  their 
sternness  and  brutality,  so  that  they  may  pay, 
and  gladly  pay,  as  much  as  possible  to  depre- 
cate this  gloomy  severity. 

But  Mattheus  knew  exactly  how  to  deal  with 
the  sergeant,  who  introduced  him,  and  the  writer 
who  inscribed  his  name ;  and,  having  feed  them 
both,  he  was  dismissed  very  speedily  with  indiffe- 
rent contempt,  instead  of  being  detained  three 
quarters  of  an  hour  with  insult  and  contumely. 

They  drove  on  within  the  limits  of  the  dty, 
but  still  only  among  market-gardens  or  blank 
spaces  of  ground,  boarded  in  by  high  wooden 
palisades,  between  which  buildings,  most  fre- 
qumtly  of  timber,  were  scattered  at  intervals, 
and  then  across  the  canal,  and  down  one  long 
street  till  they  cut  across  the  Nevsky  Prospect, 
and  passed  imder  a  stupendous  archway  sur- 
mounted by  another  group  of  allegorical  figures 
and  harnessed  steeds  of  bronze ;  and  then  they 
emerged  on  the  extreme  end  of  a  vast  quadran- 
gular space,  and  opposite  to  a  prodigious, 
though  imsightly  pile,  the  Winter  Palace,  after- 
wards destined  to  be  binned  down,  and  re- 
built within  a  twelvemonth. 

They  passed  the  Winter  Palace;  which 
as  they  drove  along,  the  quay  seemed  of  in- 
terminable length,  in  consequence  of  its  ad- 
joining the  famous  Hermitage,  with  which  an 
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arched  gallery,  spanning  the  canal  that  runs 
into  the  river,  connects  it. 

They  proceeded  past  the  line  of  private 
palaces  which  succeeded  the  Hermitage,  till  at 
length  the  carriage  stopped  before  a  princely 
edifice.  The  windows,  looking  on  the  Neva, 
were  open,  and  several  figures  reclined  over  the 
balcony,  whilst  the  sounds  of  music  burst  upon 
the  ear.  Droshkies  and  carriages  waiting  in 
the  street  showed  still  more  clearly  that  there 
were  guests  within ;  the  porter,  arrayed  in 
sober  black,  stood  with  the  plate-glass  door  in 
his  hand,  decked  in  the  scarf  of  a  Svriss  beadle, 
whilst  the  gaily  liveried  footmen  behind  him  were 
evidently  in  holiday  array. 

"How  very  strange!"  exclaimed  Mattheus, 
"  that  just  as  his  health  is  declining,  he  should 
have  broken  through  the  solitary  habits  of  so 
many  years ;"  and  then  he  pressed  Blanche's 
hand,  and  said  with  some  agitation,  "I  am 
glad,  dearest,  to  see  you  look  so  beautiful,  for 
in  another  minute  you  will  be  in  the  presence  of 
the  best,  the  noblest,  and  the  most  kind  of  men, 
to  whom  your  marriage  with  me,  I  trust,  will 
be  not  only  a  surprise,  but  a  rapturous  surprise ; 
and  in  whom  you  will  really  find  a  &ther !'' 

"  Here?"  said  Blanche,  with  delighted  aston- 
ishment at  seeing  the  long  perpdezing  mystery  so 
une3q)ectedly  and  pleasingly  cleared  up ;  and  thca 
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there  succeeded  a  little  of  the  anxious  timidity 
which  a  young  wife  maybe  excused  in  feeling  when 
about  to  be  ushered  into  the  presence  of  a 
father-in-law,  whose  good  opinion  may  so  much 
depend  upon  a  first  and  favourable  impression. 

The  porter  stepped  aside  with  an  expression 
of  mingled  deference  and  smprise. 

"  Hail  to  you,  Mattvei  Mattveitch"  (Matthew 
the  son  of  Matthew). 

"  Hail,  brother !"  replied  Mattheus,  to  whom 
the  porter's  name  did  not  immediately  recur ; 
**  but  how  is  Ivan  Georgievitch"  (John  the  son 
of  George). 

"  Ivan  Georgievitch !  Do  you  jest,  father  ? 
His  body  has  been  these  six  weeks  with  the 
worms,  and  his  soul  with  the  angels." 

"  What,  dead !"  shrieked  the  broad-shouldered 
and  herculean  Mattheus,  in  a  voice  expressing 
such  a  poignancy  of  agony,  and  with  such  an 
accent  of  despair,  as  nothing  but  a  blow,  acute 
and  sudden,  terrible  and  overwhelming,  can  wring 
from  the  bosom  of  a  vigorous  man.  "  Dead !'' 
he  repeated,  "  dead !  dead !  dead !" 

Then  raising  his  hands  to  his  head,  as  if 
instinctively  to  compress  the  veins  and  arteries 
which  seemed  ready  to  burst  with  the  dilating 
blood,  he  reeled  and  staggered,  and  fell  down 
into  a  hall-chair,  covering  his  eyes,  and  quite 
forgetful  of  his  young,   affrighted  wife,  who» 
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understanding  nothing  of  the  scene,  remained 
aghast  amongst  the  many-liveried  footmen  in 
the  hall. 

"Ay,  dead;"  said  the  little  dwarf  Archib, 
starting  up  from  the  bench  on  which  he  was 
lying.  "  And  he  was  very  cold ;  but  they  put 
him  in  a  coffin,  a  very  narrow  coffin,  so  narrow 
that  Archib  could  not  creep  in  to  warm  his 
master's  feet." 

"Ah,  Mattvei  Mattveitch!"  said  Dietrich, 
stepping  forward,  "  you  have  come  too  late ;  my 
high  and  well-bom  master  longed  anxiously  for 
you,  in  his  last  hours.  Nay,  truly,  let  our  sorrow 
be  decorous  as  it  is  sincere ;  suspend  your  grief 
awhile ;  come  this  way." 

"  Your  letter  reached  ten  days  ago,  not  him 
for  whom  it  was  intended — ^but  us.  Bless  me ! 
Is  that  yoiff  lady-wife  ?     Come  this  way." 

The  bustling  and  obsequious  Dietrich  led 
Mattheus  and  his  wife,  not  up  the  marble  stair- 
case of  the  Isaakoff  palace,  which  the  reader  has 
doubtless  recognised  already,  but  through  several 
rooms  on  the  ground-floor  into  an  apartment 
that  looked  out  on  the  yard. 

An  elderly  Russian,  bearded  and  habited  in 
a  threadbare  caftan,  and  another  whose  Russian 
physiognomy  could  not  be  mistake  thcvu^ 
shaven  and  dressed  in  black,  were  sitting  heSoxe 
a  tea  service. 
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"  Dead,  my  father  dead !"  repeated  Mattheus, 
whose  thoughts  seemed  all  concentrated  in 
that  one  stunning,  terrible  reflection. 

"  Here  is  Mattvei  Mattveitch,  and  the  fo- 
reign wife  we  were  just  talking  about/'  said 
Dietrich. 

"  Welcome  Mattvei  Mattveitch — a  joy  in  the 
midst  of  our  sorrow/'  said  both  the  Russians 
starting  up,  and  one  after  the  other  embracing 
Mattheus,  who  seemed  still  as  one  entranced. 

''  Ah !  and  is  this  your  strange  wife  ?"  ex- 
claimed the  elder,  whose  manner  had  been 
rendered  tender,  whose  eyes  were  humid,  and 
whose  breath  was  tainted  by  the  contents  of  an 
empty  rum  bottle.  "A  lovely  creature,  a 
dove,  by  the  Lord,  welcome,  my  little  soul !" 

And  a  merchant  slave  of  the  same  stamp  as 
oiff  old  friend  Vasili  Petrovitch,  who  had  vowed 
the  pious  vow  to  St.  Sergius  at  the  post-house 
of  Strelna  that  very  morning,  wiping  the  beard 
about  his  lip,  wet  with  the  contents  of  his  glass, 
on  the  sleeve  of  his  caftan,  caught  hold  of 
Blanche,  and  imprinted  on  her  lips  a  couple  of 
hearty  kisses.  The  odour  of  his  breath,  and  the 
coarse  vulgarity  and  manner  of  the  action, 
inspired  h^  with  a  bewildering  horror  and 
disgust.  As  she  struggled  from  his  arms,  she 
found  herself  in  the  embrace  of  Dimitri,  the 
valet ;  there  was  on  his  fiu^e  the  presumptuous 


70  THE   WHITE    SLAVE, 

leer  of  the  slave  and  varlet,  who  has  engrafted 
on  his  low  vulgarity  the  vices  and  the  inso- 
lence of  his  superiors. 

In  vain  Blanche  looked,  and  called  for 
Mattheus :  she  did  not  see  him ;  where  was  he? 
Not  rushing  forward  to  avenge  the  disgusting 
impertinence  from  which  his  beloved  wife  was 
suffering,  in  his  own  palace  or  at  least  in  die 
halls  of  his  ancestors,  as  she  imagined.  No,  his 
arms  were  clasped  aroimd  her  knees,  and, 
frightful  to  behold,  he  was  prostrate  before  her, 
like  the  Chenovnik's  slave  she  had  seen  that 
morning,  and  with  a  frantic  despair  he  dashed 
his  forehead  against  the  boards  at  her  feet 

''  Oh,  Blanche,  Blanche,  Blanche !  the  ter- 
rible punishment  of  my  crime  has  overtaken 
me ;  there  is  no  hope,  no  remission  for  me !  My 
father,  my  more  than  father,  who  could  have* 
saved  everything,  is  dead." 

"  Never  fear,"  said  Blanche,  whose  eye  was 
sparkling,  and  on  whose  brow  the  blood  was 
proudly  mantling.  ''  Rise  up,  adored  of  my 
soul  I  rise,  do  not  let  any  man  say  that  he  has 
seen  my  Mattheus  in  that  position,  even  at  his 
Blanche's  feet.  If  a  terrible  misfortune  has 
overtaken  us,  I  feel  the  spirit  of  my  race  rise 
within  me  to  face  it.  I  am  a  heroine  now, 
Mattheus;  lift  up  thy  noble  brow,  look  at 
me,  I  am  ready  to  ascend  proudly  with  tiiee 
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the  steps  of  the  scaffold,  or  to  face  the  dungeon, 
or  the  torture,  or  the  mine.  If  even  thou  wot 
guilty — a  thousand  times,  guilty — thy  guilt  is 
mine ;  as  Adam  shared  the  guilt  of  Eve,  so  we 
are  man  and  wife,  and  thine  is  mine  1" 

^*  Oh,  Blanche,  my  injured  Blanche !  its  con- 
sequences are  on  thy  head  already.  I  am  the 
fiend,  who  have  drawn  an  angel  down  into  the 
infernal  gulph !"  and  again  he  dashed  his  fore- 
head against  the  ground ;  "  oh,  there  is  no 
crime  like  mine  1" 

<<  Come,"  exclaimed  Blanche,  with  a  wild  ex- 
altation, asshe  vainly  endeavoured  to  raise  him  up, 
''  for  better  or  worse  I  took  thee  and  thou  me. 
Come,  in  my  breast  there  is  a  spirit  to  cheer 
thee  through  every  fitte ;  come,  dear  Mattheus, 
there  is  a  refuge  on  my  bosom  for  any  guilt,  so 
it  be  thine." 

At  these  words,  Mattheus,  rose  up.  "  What  I" 
he  said,  in  a  low,  distinct,  and  bitter  tone, 
which  sounded  imearthly  by  its  contrast,  "  what! 
make  the  breast  of  Blanche  Mortimer  a 
sanctuary  for  the  Slave  ?" 

"  The  slave !"  shrieked  the  wife,  and  then 
she  sank  down  on  the  floor;  and  it  was  the 
frantic  husband's  turn  to  raise  her  up. 

There  is  something  inconceivably  terrible  in 
that  peculiar  crisis  of  grief,  when  an  enthusiastic 
mind   has   resolutdy   bent  itself  to   foce  the 
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worst,  and  something  worse  even  than  the  worst 
that  its  daring  fancy  had  pictured  has  over- 
taken it.  Death,  and  suffering,  and  separation, 
and  pain,  all  had  flashed  across  her  brain  in 
their  most  sombre  colours.  She  had  conjured  up 
in  her  imagination,  as  she  thought,  all  that  was 
most  fearful,  and  she  had  resolved  to  face  it 
with  the  imwearying  devotion  of  the  wife  and 
the  firmness  of  the  heroine ;  but  when — ^think- 
ing she  had  contemplated  everything,  —  this 
sudden  and  astoimding  ignominy  was  added  to 
the  horrible,  then  like  a  bow,  which  has  been 
distended  to  the  utmost,  and  whose  fibres 
snap  when  it  receives  a  slight  but  sudden  bend 
beyond  its  furthest  distension,  the  spring,  and 
force,  and  energy  of  her  resolution  were  at  once, 
and  utterly  and  hopelessly  destroyed. 

"  Mattvei  Mattveitch,"  shouted  Dietrich  and 
his  two  fellow-slaves,  "  look  up,  here  comes  the 
Lord." 

Let  us  ascend  one  instant  to  the  drawing- 
room  of  Prince  Isaakoff.  There  lingered  over 
their  coffee  about  a  dozen  of  the  guests  who  had 
dined  with  him.  The  Prince  was  on  the  point 
of  excusing  himself  to  drive  to  the  Yelagin 
Gardens,  wh^i  Jakof  was  announced,  and 
entered  boisterously. 

^'  So,  you  never  told  us  of  the  beauty 
you    were  importing,  by  all  that  is  encbaiit* 
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^'^j  the  most  charming  creature  in  St.  Peters- 

^  What  do  you  mean  ?"  said  the  Prince. 

''Only  that  I  have  seen  her.     Gentlemen, 

^^^  should  daim  the  right  of  hospitality :  there 

^^  just  arrived  a  travelling  carriage,  from  which, 

^^^der  the  private  escort  of  one  of  our  host's 

^^^nfidential  slaves,  has  just  descended  into  his 

W^all  a  fair  foreigner,   not  only   beautiful,   but 

^istractingly  beautiful.'' 

**  Oh,  he  was  going  to  meet  her  then." 
"Come,  I  propose,"  said   Jakof  "that  we 
toss  up  whether  he  shall  present  the  lady  to 
Ills  chosen  friends,  or  whether  we  let  him  off  at 
once  to  enjoy  her  company  alone." 

"Your  offer  is  very  liberal,"  replied  the 
Prince ;  "  but  I  assure  you,  that  my  good  for- 
tune is  unexpected."  He-  addressed  a  question 
to  one  of  his  servants  in  a  whisper. 

"  You  know,"  said  Jakof,  "  you  cannot  keep 
your  light  under  a  bushel  in  such  a  place  as 
St.  Petersburg." 

"  One  may  try,"  returned  the  Prince ;  "  but 
who  do  you  think  she  is,  gentlemen?  The  foreign 
wife  of  one  of  those  slaves  whom  my  late 
fiither  in  his  philanthropic  mania  educated  and 
maintained  abroad  like  noblemen,  whilst  I,  his 
unfortunate  son,  was  obliged  to  resort  to  every 
VOL.   n.  £ 
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imaginaUe  expedient  to  keep  the  biiliflb  from 
whe  door.  I  am  charmed,  truly,  to  hear  ao 
favourable  an  account  of  her  beauty." 

"  111  bet  you  all  I  ¥wn  of  you  last  night,'' 
said  Jakof,  ^  that  she  is  either  an  Italian,  or  a 
Spaniard,  or  a  Swede,  or  an  Englishwoman." 

"  An  Englishwoman  I  who  ev&r  heard  of  an 
Englishwoman  marrying  a  slaye  1" 

*'  Come,  gentlemen,"  said  the  Prince,  '*  I  am 
off  to  the  Yelagin,  so  good  night  to  those  who 
will  not  stay  for  supper ;  but  I  wiH  peep  as  I  go 
at  my  feir  vassal" 

''  And  I  have  a  double  daim  to  Mow/'  said 
Jakof,  ''firstly  as  having  mads  the  discovery, 
and  secondly  because  we  ride  together." 

''  Let  us  all  see  her,"  said  one  of  the  guests. 

"  Gentlemen,"  replied  the  Prince, "  you  fargei 
my  duties  as  her  husband's  projHietor ;  and  then 
if  she  be  not  worth  seeing,  why  shoidd  I  shew 
her  to  you  ?  If  she  be,  I  should  fed  sony  to 
scare  her  by  the  sight  of  so  many  strang»& 
Come,  Jakof, — ^if  I  give  him,  g^itkmen,  an 
invidious  preference,  he  has  a  daim  which  you 
have  not  in  his  personal  appearance,  for  it  is 
impossible  to  dread  that  he  will  win  from  me 
the  smiles  or  approbation  of  the  beautiful 
foreigner — if  beautiful  she  be." 

''  Don't  say  the  smiles,"  observed  Lesseps, ''  if 
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she  can  look  at  Jakof  without  roars  of  laughter 
she  must  be  the  Goddess  of  Gravity,  and  she 
must  wait  till  she  sees  him  next  winter,  with  two 
little  gauze  bags  covering  his  ears ;  that's  all." 

Jakof  had  retorted  on  the  Prince,  not  by 
a  word,  but  ^y  a  little  movement,  which,  imper- 
ceptible to  the  rest,  had  stung  him  to  the  quick ; 
but  having  taken  his  leave,  he  snatched  his  hat 
and  strode  out  whip  in  hand,  Jakof  following  at 
his  heels. 

"  In  Dietrich's  room,  do  you  say  ?"  asked 
die  Prince  of  the  groom  of  the  chambers.  "  Fall 
back,  we  will  go  out  that  way  into  the  yard  to 
seek  our  horses." 

And  thus  it  was  that  the  Prince  Isaakoff  and 
his  companicm  came  to  intrude  on  the  (xivacy  of 
the  steward's  apartment. 

When  Blanche  raised  her  head,  when  the  eyes 
of  Mattheus  turned  upcm  the  Prince  Isaakoff, 
and  when  his  glance  met  tibeirs,  they  all  three 
remained  for  an  instant  transfixed — for  he 
reoc^nized  them,  and  they  recognized  in  him  the 
Ivan  Ivanovitdi  of  the  Opera  House !  It  was 
just,  too,  as  Jako^  who  came  stumbling  afUr 
him,  fearful  that  the  sarcasm  conveyed  by  his 
gesture  should  pass  unnoticed,  exclaimed :  ''  You 
talk  of  personal  appearance  ;  you,  the  man  with 
the  flattened  nose  !  ha,  ha !  ha,  ha !" 

E  2 
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The  vivid  recollection  of  the  indignity  which 
he  had  sustained,  and  the  ineffaceable  maik  which 
stamped  for  ever  the  humiliation  of  that  hour, 
were  thus  brought  forcibly  before  the  master  on 
his  first  meeting  with  the  slave. 

Nothing  in  the  whole  course  of  that  eventful 
life,  into  which  he  had  crowded,  and  in  which,  he 
had  wearied  and  exhausted  so  many  sensaticMis, 
had  ever  taken  so  strong  a  hold  of  the  Prince 
Ivan  Isaakoff's  mind,  as  that  long  unsatisfied 
revenge  thus  placed  so  suddenly  within  his  reach. 
And  now  he  felt  like  one  who  has  gone  to  sleep 
a  beggar,  to  dream  of  inexhaustible  wealth,  or 
to  rouse  to  the  waking  dream  of  life  in  its 
possession.  He  was  embarrassed  where  to  begin 
with  his  enjoyment.  His  dead  and  lead-like 
eyes  spoke  nothing,  because  no  passion  could 
light  up  their  opacity ;  and  yet  in  his  whole 
deportment  there  was  that  immistakeable  air  of 
withering  superiority  and  of  imperious  triumph, 
that  Blanche,  quickened  in  her  perception  of 
horrors, — ^as  she  looked  upon  him  and  then 
upon  Mattheus,  whose  head  sunk  despond- 
ingly  upon  his  breast,  as  his  fittalism  came 
to  prostrate  the  last  energies  of  his  heart  and 
brain — ^knew  instinctively  that  the  Prince  Ivan 
Isaakoff  was  the  awful  slave-master — ^the  arbito* 
of  her  husband's  fete. 
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"We  have  met   before,"    said    the   Prince, 

"tmically,  to  Mattheus,  "  come  hither  !     Do  you 

^^Qnoaiber  this  ?"  and  he  raised  his  hand  to  his 

*H)se.    "  Thus,  mark  for  mark !"  and  with  all 

*be  power  of  his  arm  he  cut  him  across  the  face 

^th  his  horsewhip. 

Then  Blanche  felt  nervously  disposed  to  close 
*ler  eyes,  for  she  doubted  not  to  see  her  slave- 
l^usbiuid,  with  all  the  despair  of  Spartacus,  seize 
the  puny  Prince  in  his  muscular  arms,  and 
^h  his  skull  to  pieces  against  the  wall ;  although 
her  colour  came  and  went,  she  would  probably 
have  found  relief  in  some  fearful  catastrophe, 
which  might  have  put  an  end  to  the  hopeless, 
igDominious  horror  of  her  fate. 

But  though  the  blow  left  a  deep  red  scar, 
which  was  rapidly  changing  into  dolphin  hues,  , 
across  those  features  which  her  enthusiastic  fancy 
had  often  compared  fb  the  mythologic  deities, 
Mattheus  only  bowed  his  head,  and  letting  it  sink 
submissively  upon  his  bosom,  folded  his  arms, 
and  stood  in  ignoble  deprecation  of  his  tyrant's 
wrath. 

"  Fear  nothing,  Madam,"  said  the  Prince  to 
Blanche,  '^  I  do  but  chastise  the  insolence  of  my 
dave.'' 

Blanche's  blood  boiled.  Oh,  how  she  longed 
that  the  cool  Neva  had   flowed   before    that 
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window  1  and,  panting  and  bewildered,  the  only 
expression  into  which  her  features  were  visibly 
moulded,  was  that  of  an  intensity  of  deqpair 
and  of  disgust. 

^'  You  will  remember.  Madam,  that  nothing 
but  your  presence  saves  him  from  further 
castigation;  and  that  any  mitigation  of  the 
punishment  due  to  his  insolence  can  only  be 
obtained  through  your  intercession  for  him." 

''  For  him !"  said  Blanche,  pointing  to  her 
husband  with  ineffable  scorn.  And  then  the 
wretched  Mattheus  indeed  felt  the  iron  entering 
into  his  soul;  the  cup  of  his  misery y  full 
before,  ran  over  now. 

Was  it  the  supernatural  endurance  of  one 
determined  to  make  every  human  reparation 
possible,  or  was  he  awed  into  less  than  man 
by  the  instinctive  terrors  which  become,  by  dint 
of  transmission  through  so  many  generations,  the 
debasing  heritage  of  a  line  of  slaves,  when  in  the 
presence  of  their  tyrants  ?  Something  of  both 
the  heroism  of  the  martyr's  winning  patience 
and  the  bondsman's  servile  and  desponding  fear 
had  been  mingled  in  him,  to  make  him  jday  a 
part  so  gentle  in  a  scene  so  harrowing. 

"  Madam,"  said  the  Prince,  "  those  eyes  recall 
to  me  that  I  have  sunned  myself  before  in  their 
glances ;  you  remember,  perhaps,  a  certain  pas- 
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^  respecting  a  rose-bud  ;  by  the  by,  let  this 

lH)uquet  pay  you  back  a  debt  so  sweet ;  as  for 

^  worthless  slave,  this  pilfering  merchant,  and 

^  thfeving  steward,  I  cannot  leave  you  in  their 

^mpany.    You   will    send  that  fellow  to  .the 

^les  and  give  his  lady  apartments ;  do  you 

W  me,  Dietrich." 

"  Hear  me  /"  said  Blanche,  "  if  there  be  one 
^f  your  accursed  race  more  contemptible  than 
Another,  I  know  not  whether  it  is  the  brutal 
Pilaster  or  the  crouching  serf.  But  I  am  Blanche 
Afortimer»  I,  at  least  will  fly  far  from  the  con* 
tamination  and  pollution  into  which  my  un- 
practised inexperience  has  led  me."  Here  she 
threw  down,  and  trampled  on  his  nos^ay. 
*'  Make  way,  let  me  pass,  I  charge  you.  I  am 
not  your  slave !"  , 

"  Nay,  there  my  indignant  beauty,"  said  the 
IVince,  seizing  her  hand,  "  you  are  in  error ;  by 
the  Russian  law,  if  a  free  woman  marries  my 
dsve,  she  too  becomes  a  slave,  and  you  are 
mine." 

"  I !"  said  Blanche  Mortimer,  "  good  God  I" 
and  she  sank  upon  the  chair. 

"  Bravo,"  said  Jakof,  "  she  is  very  charming, 
but  I  knew  directly  I  saw  her,  that  she  was  an 
actress ;  ask  her  to  kt  us  see  her  foot." 


80  THE  WHITE   SLAVE. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Gentle  reader,  did  you  ever  see  a  fawn  in  an 
old  parky  mirroring  itself  in  the  glassy  water, 
which  reflects  alike  its  graceful  form,  and  the 
steady  gaze  of  its  full,  soft  hazel  eyes  ? 

Or  have  you  ever  watched  as  I  have  in  an 
Alpine  solitude,  a  young  chamois]  which  has 
never  yet  been  scared  by  the  sight  of  a  human 
form,  standing  on  the  brink  of  a  blue  mountain 
pool,  and  turning  the  liquid  light  of  its  orbs  to 
mark  its  own  image  in  the  cold  chaste  wave, 
whose  basin  is  the  unthawed  ice  ?  If  you  have, 
you  can  the  better  imagine  Nadeshta  by  the 
river's  side,  on  a  placid  summer  evening, 
thoughtfully  scattering  rose  leaves  on  the  shifting 
bosom  of  the  stream,  and  harmonising  so  inde- 
scribably with  the  scene  by  the  youth,  and  grace, 
and  beauty,  and  timidity,  which  her  figure  and 
her  attitude  conveyed. 
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In  their  wild,  happy  freedom,  there  is  a  rest- 
^  fearfukiess  which  speaks  in  all  the  motions 
<>f  the  gentle  deer  tribe,  who  have  only   their 
^Jgilance,  and  their  winged  feet  for  their  pro- 
^^on,  and  something   of  this  too  is  in  Na- 
^^ta's  glance  and  in  her  air.      As  she  muses 
"^de  those  deep,  solitary  waters,  whose  course, 
5^^ng  above  and  below  where  she  is  sta^^d- 
^^,  seemed  enclosed  by  bower-like  wood  and 
^wd  meadow,   you    might   have  fancied    her 
VJndine ;  but  Undine  with  the  inquietude  of  her 
Earthly  lover  transfused  into  her  own  soft  eyes. 
^  it  love  which  gives  those  eyes  that  restless 
^md  mournful  expression  ?     For  though  it  is  the 
9ge  of  youthful  mirth,  it  is  the  age  too  of  love 
with  her ;  and  love  draws  tears  like  those  which 
M  from  them  on  the   smooth   sheet  of  the 
river^s  surface,  where  their  cirding  ripples  disturb 
the  dimples  of  the  eddy,  amongst  which  the  scat- 
tered fi'agments  of  the  rose  are  floating  leaf  by 
ka£ 

Oh!  no— Nadeshta  has  never  yet  felt  any 
love,  but  that  for  an  absent  brother — a  brother, 
absent  so  long  that  this  love  is  almost  an  ideal 
abstraction.     But  Nadeshta  is  a  slave. 

It  is  true  that  in  yonder  village,  nay,  along 
that  very  stream,  throughout  the  happy  summer, 
the  merry  song   of  other  slave-girls  resomids 

E  3 
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from  morn  to  night,  awakening  the  birds  with 
early  day,  and  disturbing  them  as  they  sink  to 
rest  at  even-tide.  They  are  bom  so,  and  heed 
no  more  their  sad  condition  than  do  the  butter- 
flies the  killing  and  inevitable  winter,  as  they 
flit  so  gaily  from  flower  to  flower,  along  the 
river's  banks. 

But  Nadeshta,  alas  I  has  drunk  of  the  fatal 
cup  of  knowledge: — the  light  of  education  has 
beamed  in,  to  shew  imto  herself  her  desolate 
condition.  The  art  of  cunning  men,  whidi  re- 
cords immortally  the  stirring  thoughts  of  others, 
together  with  the  thoughts  recorded,  which 
paint,  describe,  instruct  and  move  upon  a  page 
— made  up  from  filthy  rags,  and  charactered  in 
signs  of  grease  and  ashes,  the  true  type  of  those 
elements,  whose  gross  corruption  the  human 
soul  redeems — all  these  had  given  her  glimpses  of 
a  vast  and  mighty  world  beyond,  beautiful,  and 
strange,  and  frdl  of  life.  And  this  &tal  know- 
ledge had  made  it  hers  to  love,  abhor,  and  long 
and  suffer,  whilst  her  pitiless  fate  rooted  her 
ta  the  soil,  like  a  tree  to  which  these  feelings 
might  be  given,  whilst  all  power  of  action  was 
hopelessly  denied. 

"  Go !"  thought  Nadeshta,  as  the  scattered 
rose  leaves  whirled  slowly  round  in  the  eddy  and 
then  fleeted  onwards.  "  Go  !  Float  gently  down 
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tie  Stream !     That  stream  leads  to  a  river,  and 
^  river,  to  a  firee,  illimitable  ocean.     Go !  the 
Jw^eze  that  wafts  you  gently   with  the  current, 
Plough  it  sweeps  over  the  dark  wood,  and  the 
Weltering  marsh,    and   the   dull   monotonous 
^2lage— still  travelling  on,   in  a  few  hours  may 
'^^^  amongst   the  life  and  change  of  stormy 
^ters,  or  revel  amidst  golden  lands,  as  it  sighs 
*^^ugh  trdliced  vines  and  marble  palaces,   and 
^>untained  gardens,  or  it  may  sweep  through 
^U  crowded   streets  of   cities,    where  genius, 
^uty,   virtue,  wit,  and   learning,  stamp  a  hu- 
inan  being's  value,   and  where   the  high  deeds 
and  thoughts,  the  blood  and  the  eloquence,  of 
the  brave,    and  generous,    and    gifted,   whilst 
haIlo¥mig  the  scene,  have  made  all  free,  and 
given   a  hope  to   all  ambition.     The  swallow 
tbat  skims   so   gracefully  the  water's   surface, 
the    birds    that   sing   so  joyously    upon    the 
branches  around  me,   may  all  flit   onward   to 
happier  climes  and  sunnier  skies — ^they  do  not, 
because  they  are  free,  where  Nadeshta  is  a  slave. 
The  very  mist,  that  rises  up  at  even  from  the 
slough  of  the  damp  wood   and  of  the  spongy 
morass,  hurries  in  on  the  sweeping  clouds,  for  the 
breeze  which  leaves  Nadeshta  weeping  here,  will 
help  that  vapour  onwards,  iar,  far  away,  to  de- 
scend where  it  may  list,  in  showers.     All  things 
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inanimate  and  animate  seem  to  have  a  future 
and  a  hope — ^but  I  have  none.  And  yet  the 
nightingale,  since  foolish  thing  it  stays,  finds 
here  a  sojourn  it  loves  as  well  as  the  orange 
groves  of  Spain  or  Italy.  What  matters  it  to 
the  wind,  whether  it  howl  through  a  dark  pine 
forest  with  the  wolves,  or  ripple  the  blue  Medi- 
terranean ?  What  cares  the  vapour  whether  it 
lie  amongst  the  humid  moss  or  sodden  leaves  of 
a  Russian  wood,  or  descend  in  dew  on  the  open- 
ing roses  of  Stamboul  ?  But  I  am  not  indif- 
ferent as  the  bird,  or  the  wind,  or  the  wave,  or 
the  vapour,  for  I  have  peeped  into  the  world 
beyond  the  dull  horizon  which  imprisons  me. 
The  artist's  skill  has  shewn  me  the  imagery  oi 
Greek  and  Roman  ruined  temples — sun-lit  and 
reflected  in  blue  waters ;  and  the  gay  and  statued 
gardens  of  the  Tuileries,  and  the  woodbined  cot- 
tages of  England,  and  seas  where  white  sails,  more 
numerous  than  the  sea-mews,  speck  the  distance 
and  bustling  sea-ports,  and  the  wild  Alps,  and  the 
smiling  plains  of  Lombardy,  and  the  beautiful 
vales  of  Switzerland  with  the  chalets  which  stud 
them,  looking  like  our  own  log  dwellings,  but 
where  all  are  free  and  happy  within.  And  I 
have  read  of  the  high  destiny  of  man,  where 
men  have  been  and  are  heroes  and  sages,  and 
where  it  is  woman's  glorious  mission  to  inspire 
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them;  where,  as  Grecian  wife  or  Roman  mother, 

the  name  of  woman  has  won  an  immortality ; 

where  Chivalry  in  its  romance  has  raised  her  on 

a  pedestal  and  worshipped ;  or,  where  the  bum- 

^  odes  and  tender  madrigals  of  poets  and  of 

*^er8  have  been  poured  out  to  intoxicate  her, 

^^  a  bird's  impassioned  song. 

"  Alas !  why  do  I  know  that  such  things  are  ? 
*Mat  such  scenes  should  invite  and  glow,  and 
^ch  men  people  them,  for  others,  not  for  me  ? 
-Ah,  why  was  I  made  to  know  all  this  ?  Why  ? 
K)h,  cruel  benefactor !  whose  memory  my  reason 
curses  and  my  aiFeddon  holds  so  dear,  why  take 
^adeshta  like  a  cage-bred  bird,  and  shew  her 
the  wild  woods  and  the  free  meadows,  and  the 
gbrious  skies,  and  then  forget  to  untie  the 
string  which  binds  her  fluttering  to  her  cage  for 
ever  J  hopeless  and  alone  ? 

"  Alone ! — alone ! — ^alone ! — For,  oh  !  Matt- 
vei,  my  brother!— the  brother  of  whom  thy  Na- 
deshta  is  so  proud — the  brother  for  whose 
coming  she  hath  longed,  as  the  withering  flowers 
long  for  ram ! — can  I  wish  thee,  now,  to  come 
finom  the  happy  lands  where  thou  art  roam- 
ing free  ?  to  come  within  the  limits,  where  the 
law  fetters  thee  with  chains,  which  have  never 
been  unbound,  which  a  master's  caprice  may 
rivet,  and  in  which  thy  noble  heart  would 
burst! 
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''  Alone  !  alone  and  hopeless !  it  is  Nadeshta'^ 
doom  to  live. 

"  Go !  tears !  the  free-bom  of  the  slave-girrs 
weeping  eyes !  Her  body  is  roistered  with  th& 
lands,  the  serfs,  and  the  cattle  of  her  Lord.  Her 
heart  is  with  Mattvei,  and  her  thoughts  and  soul 
she  will  upraise  to  the  Virgin  Mother  !  So — 
go,  my  tears,  and  float  free  with  the  wild 
wave ! 

"  For  I  know  that  there  are  men  who  ac- 
knowledge no  master  but  their  God,  and,  owning 
their  own  bodies  as  we  do  our  thoughts  and 
souls,  struggle  for  honourable  wealth  and  fame, 
cheered  by  the  smiles  of  those  they  love,  and 
attaining  them  by  the  noble  road  of  good  done 
to  their  fellow-men ;  not  as  with  us,  by  cringing 
to  the  agent's  agent  of  a  Lord,  who  in  his  turn 
trembles  at  his  Tsar's  name,  like  the  grey  hare 
in  the  wood  when  startled  by  the  rustling  leaves. 
I  know  there  are  such  men,  and  n^htly  do  I 
dream  of  them,  ftill  of  high  beauty,  with  open 
noble  brows  and  fearless  eyes,  which  have  never 
learned  to  quail  since  they  were  opened  to  the 
light ;  valiant,  and  chivalrous,  and  feeling,  and 
full  of  all  that  sofl  devoted  tenderness  and  gentfe 
delicacy,  which  must  be  to  love  like  the  gay 
powder  on  the  wings  of  the  bright  butterfly, 
without  which  it  sinks  into  the  dust  and  dies. 

"  I  dream  of  them,  in  some  lilac  walk^  or 
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next  the  fountain  of  a  citron  grove,  upon  their 

bended  knees  as  lovers ;  and  then  the   dream 

^^anishes  and  I  awake  in  my  dull  village.     There 

is  the  sordid  steward  and  his  family,  and  there 

pass  by  my  fellow  slave-girls  singing  thought- 

^^y,  destined  to  become  the  wives  of  coarse  and 

brutal  men,  to  tremble  beneath  the  lash  of  hus- 

^^ds  drunk  with  vodka  on  the  Sunday,  when 

^yoked  from  their  weekly  toil,  and  trembling 

^^  the  Monday  in  their  turn  beneath  the  Oupra- 

"Vitd's  lash — all  coimted  and  regarded  like  the 

Pilaster's  cattle  ;  and  as  without  a  hope,  so  almost 

^thout  a  wish   for  aught,    save  to  eat,    and 

drink,  and  sleep,  and  to  escape  from  blows." 

It  was  many  years  ago  that  Nadeshta,  with 
her  orphan  brother,  wandering  along  that  very 
river  in  search  of  mushrooms,  had  first  attracted 
the  notice  of  Prince  Isaakoff. 

The  Prince  was  of  a  disposition  so  notoriously 
benevolent,  that  when  his  wealth,  and  the  abso- 
hite  power  of  a  Russian  landed  proprietor  over 
his  serfe  is  considered,  it  is  difficult  to  believe 
that  his  forty  thousand  peasants  were  not  as 
happy  as  ever  falls  to  the  lot  of  hxmianity ;  but 
UDhiddly,  boundless  authority  and  imlimited  be- 
nevolence do  not  suffice,  unless  united  to  firm- 
ness and  activity,  to  ensure  the  well-being  of 
feDow-men  committed  to  a  single  individual's 
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charge.  Whikt  his  life  was  spent  in  philanthro- 
pic plans,  his  agents,  who  humoured  his  fancy, 
still  managed  somewhat  to  oppress  his  people, 
because  he  had,  like  the  Emperor  Alexander,  the 
amiable  but  unfortunate  weakness,  of  wishing,  at 
any  cost,  to  see  nothing  around  him  but  happy 
faces. 

Now  it  was  equally  difficult  both  for  the 
Emperor  and  for  the  land-holder  to  bring  smiles 
into  the  faces  of  favourites  and  land-stewards 
whom  they  saw  daily,  excepting  at  the  price  of 
tears,  drawn  from  the  eyes  of  those  remote  from 
their  notice.  But  at  least  all  of  his  ser&  and 
dependents,  who  by  any  chance  came  under  the 
Prince  Isaakoff  s  notice,  were  cared  for  with  the 
solicitude  of  one  whose  large  heart,  redeeming 
his  little  mind,  had  learned  to  seek  its  whole 
happiness  in  the  happiness  of  others. 

He  was  struck  with  the  beauty  of  these  two 
little  slave  children,  whom  he  had  never  seen 
before ;  and  when,  in  a  sudden  shower,  they  took 
refuge  under  his  cloak  and  related  to  him,  with 
artless  simplicity,  their  forlorn  and  orphan 
condition,  he  determined  to  be  to  them  rather 
the  natural  protector  they  had  lost  than  the 
master  whom  his  birth  had  made  him. 

They  were  taken  into  his  house,  and  served 
together  with  his  dwarf  and  his  Newfoundland- 
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dog  to  amuse  his  hoiirs  of  melancholy  leisure. 

T\m  infantine  graces  gradually  won  still  further 

upon  his  affectionSy  and  the  more  readily  from  the 

contrast  between  their  dispositions  and  that  of 

bis  only  son,  a  sickly  youth,  whose  malignant 

temper  might  have  given  any  fether  uneasiness, 

^t  was  a  source  of  ceaseless  imhappiness  to 

^  Ainoe  Isaakoff,  who  seemed  to  have  united 

^  his  own  bosom  the  kindliness  of  two  indi- 

^duab,  and   his  wayward   child — ^unredeemed 

*^J  one  good  quality — to  have  combined  more 

*kan  the  malevolence  of  any  two  ordm^ry  cha- 

The  young  Ivan,  who  was  named  afler  his 
lather,  but  according  to  the  universal  Russian 
custom,  with  his  father's  name  appended  to  his 
own,  which  made  it  Ivan  Ivanovitch,  (or  John 
the  son  of  John,)  was  one  day  lashing  with  his 
tiny  whip  a  little  peasant  whom  he  had  hunted 
into  a  comer,  when  the  boy  Mattvei,  bold  in  the 
PHnoe's  favouritism,  stayed  his  hand.  And  then, 
with  all  his  childish  passions  of  jealousy  and 
hatred  roused,  the  young  heir,  seizing  a  heavy 
hatchet,  had  fractured  Mattvei's  skull. 

From  that  time  the  Prince  became  more  and 
more  estranged  from  his  own  offspring,  and 
looked  on  his  protection  towards  Mattheus  as  a 
duty.     He  had  already  educated  many  of  his 
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setfs,  maintained  them  at  universities,  and' 
brought  them  up  as  doctors,  architects,  or  artists, 
furnishing  them  afterwards  with  a  capital  to 
start  in  Ufe.  He  had,  by  his  protection  and 
assistance,  raised  many  others  to  the  condition  of 
thriving  shopkeepers  or  wealthy  merdiaats. 
But  for  Mattvei  he  determined  to  do  something 
more.  Not  only  was  he  sent  early  to  the  uni« 
versity  of  Dorpat,  where  his  name — ^for  the 
slave  had  no  name  but  his  Cluistian  name  of 
Matthewor  Mattvei — ^was  latinized — accordingto 
the  custom  of  northern  pedantry,  into  MattheuSi 
which  passed  well  enough  for  a  patronymic. 

From  Dorpat  his  aflfectionate  protector  sent 
him  to  travel  abroad ;  for  the  Emperor  Nicholas 
had  hot  yet  issued  the  ukase  which,  imder  pain 
of  confiscation  of  property  and  still  sevarw 
penalties,  forbids  any  Russian  subject,  not  a 
nobleman,  to  remain  more  than  one  year  out  of 
the  empire,  or  the  nobleman  more  than  three — 
that  is  to  say,  in  the  few  instances  in  which 
foreign  passports  are  not  altogether  denied. 

The  instructions  of  Mattheus  were  simpfy 
to  travel,  to  collect  objects  of  art  and  virtu  ftar 
the  Prince,  and  to  cultivate  those  literary  or 
artistic  tastes  which  he  might  fed  inclined  to 
mdulge.  The  allowance  whidi  the  benevo- 
lent Lord  made  to  his  favourite  serf  was  such 
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as  would  have  done  credit  to  the  liberality  of  a 
sovereign ;  and,  when  Mattheus  returned  to  him 
the  siu^lus,  he  laid  it  aside  and  allowed  it  to 
accumulate  into  a  fund  which  would  secure  him 
a  handsome  independence,  and  to  which  his 
g<^erosity  was  constantly  adding. 

But  there  was  one  point  on  which  the  coU" 
duct  of  the  good  slave-master  was  strangely 
contradictory,  for,  whilst  it  was  the  dearest  wish 
of  his  heart  to  secure  the  happiness  of  such  of 
his  slaves  as  had  attracted  his  particular  notice, 
and  whilst  he  was  perfectly  sensible  of  the 
inestimable  value  of  freedom,  which  he  had 
never  dreamed  of  eventually  withholding,  he 
could  never  readily  bring  himself  to  part  with 
the  controul  which  his  position  gave  him  over 
them,  even  after  his  arguments  had  ceased  to 
persuade  himself  that  he  could  exercise  it  as  a 
m^ans  of  salutary  and  restrictive  parental  con- 
trouL  Then,  when  he  had  settled  in  his  own 
mind  the  fitness  of  their  inunediate  enfranchise- 
ment, he  would  put  off  the  necessary  steps  for 
a  month  or  two,  or  reserve  the  gift  for  a  sudden 
and  pleasant  surprise  to  those  on  whom  he 
intended  to  bestow  it. 

Hence  with  Mattheus,  who  knew  the 
feeling  of  his  master,  it  became  a  matter  of 
delicacy  not  to  press  on  his  indulgence,  though 
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he  knew  that  he  could  always  so  far  count  upon 
it  as  to  insure  receiving  whenever  he  should  ask 
ity  his  manumission  at  his  hands. 

Meanwhile  the  Prince  Isaakoff  did  not  neglect 
Nadeshta.  She  was  sent  as  a  relative  of  the 
family  to  a  &shionahle  French  school  at  Moscow, 
where  she  was  instructed  in  every  branch  of 
female  accomplishment,  and  of  course  became 
a  proficient  in  the  French,  the  language  of  every 
Russian  drawing-room. 

.  But  an  absence  of  several  years,  without  dimi- 
nishing the  benevolence  of  the  Prince's  intentions 
towards  her,  had  partially  weaned  his  affection, 
and  enabled  him  to  perceive  her  growth  into 
womanhood,  and  the  injurious  rumours  to  which 
her  residence  with  an  unmarried  protector  might 
give  rise.  He  therefore  established  her  in  the 
family  of  the  resident  land-steward  of  his  estate, 
until  such  time  as  her  brother  should  return  and 
take  her  under  his  own  roof,  whilst  her  manu- 
mission he  had  always  put  off  until  that  of 
Mattheus  should  take  place.  It  thus  happened 
that,  between  grateful  delicacy  on  the  one  side, 
and  procrastination  on  the  other,  death  had 
overtaken  the  Prince  in  the  midst  of  good 
intentions  unfulfilled. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

When  Xerxes,  with  his  hosts  as  numerous  as 
the  sand  of  the  searshore  had  signally  failed  in 
subduing  a  handful  of  freemen,  and  when  one 
name  was  indissolubly  bound  up  in  glorious 
connection  with  this  great  Mure,  the  rankling 
recollection  of  which  the  tyrant  strove  to  dro¥m 
in  the  bubbling  wine-cup — the  monarch,  pur- 
suing in  his  sleep  the  all-absorbing  thought 
of  his  waking  hours,  is  said  to  have  exclaimed, 
''  I  hold  him  !  I  hoM  Themistodes  the 
Athenian!" 

And  so  the  Prince  Ivan  Isaakoff  awoke  fix)m 
a  feverish  dream,  crying  aloud,  as  he  lei^t 
energetically  on  his  feet  fix)m  his  so&»  ''  I 
hold  him!  I  hold  him!" 

Themistocles  did  not  occupy  the  thoughts  of 
the  Persian  King  more  incessantly  than  the 
stranger  of  the  opera-house  had  recurred  to  the 
indignant  recollection  of  the  Prince.     And  the 
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Athenian  was  less  in  the  Persian  monardi's 
power  than  the  slave  Mattheus  in  that  of  his 
malignant  master.  Xerxes,  too,  was  ambitious, 
and  restricted  by  considerations  of  his  king-like 
fame,  whilst  at  best  his  great  supplicant  had 
made  him  arbiter  of  his  present  and  of  his 
future,  for  he  had  no  power  over  his  glorious 
past — that  past  into  whose  memory  everything 
resolves  itself — ^which  the  folly  of  psuedo  pro- 
verb-making sapience  despises,  but  which  true 
wisdom  esteems  as  the  only  certain  and  un- 
changeable good,  which  no  caprice  <^  fortune 
can  alter  or  take  from  us. 

But  the  Prince  Ivan  had  no  ambition  to 
usurp  the  place  of  vengeance  in  his  mmd, 
where  no  considerations  arose  to  restrain  its 
exercise,  whilst  Mattheus,  whose  life  had  hitherto 
been  rather  a  hope  c^  the  future  on  which  he 
was  entering,  than  an  enjoyment  of  any 
present  which  made  a  satisfying  past,  was  thus 
placed  with  his  whole  existence  in  his  power. 
For  every  human  destiny  the  thread  of  whidi  is 
not  untimely  broken,  or  which  does  not  dose 
in  that  barrenness  which  all  men  unconsdousljr 
struggle  to  avoid,  will  be  found  to  conmst  <^  a 
period  of  action  and  of  one  of  passiveness ;  the 
latter  filled  up  by  hope  when  it  precedes,  and 
by  grateful  remembrance  when  it  follows,  tbe  Kfb 
of  fruition.  But  then  the  positive  past  resembles 
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the  golden  fruits  of  autumn ;  there  is  no  keen 

^nnd  whidi   can  now   prevent  that  maturity 

^hich  is  reached ;  but  when  the  early  portion 

of  existeiice  k  spent  in  hopes,  the  cutting  blast 

^^^tqjs  them  all  for  ever  from  the  tree,  and 

^"laen  they  fall  there  is  nothing  to  gamer  up  and 

^^Sisfy  and  fill  the  soul. 

Is  not  this  the  reason  of  that  moral  pheno-. 
^^E^eoon,  whidi  makes  the  wretch  to  whom  life 
been  a  stepmother  still  ding  to  it  with 
energy,  whilst  those  who  have  lived  in 
enjoyment  of  pleasure  or  prosperity,  or 
^^ratified  ambition,  are  seen  to  relinquish  it  with 
^^^omparative  indifference  ? 

Now  Mattheus,  year  after  year,  had  looked  for- 
^wird  to  the  period  of  his  promised  manumission, 
which  he  considered  as  his  real  entrance  into 
life.  He  had  studied,  he  had  treasured  up 
knowledge,  he  had  embued  himself  with  the 
learning,  the  ideas,  and  the  sentiments  of  the  great 
and  good — not  as  things  with  which  the  slave 
had  anything  to  do— but  to  be  used  in  this  new 
life  of  freedom  on  which  he  was  about  to  enter. 
And  this  entrance  it  was  in  the  power  of  the 
IVince  Ivan  utterly  and  for  ever  to  bar ;  thus 
making  the  past  a  blank,  a  chaos  of  blasted 
hopes  and  ruined  asfHrations,  whilst  he  remained 
beside  the  supreme  and  crud  arbiter  of  his 
{Hesent  &te  and  future  destiny. 
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For  many  years  past,  the  Prince  had  felt  a 
feverish  and  intense  desire  for  that  sensation  of 
excitement,  which  he  could  so  rarely  find  to 
stimulate  his  palled  appetite  and  torpid  feelings. 
It  had  come  at  length  in  the  form  of  hatred. 
But  as,  in  those  nervous  diseases,  where  the 
patient  longs  for  change  to  some  definite  seo- 
sation,  though  it  be  even  to  su£Fering— and 
thirst  comes — ^though  thirst  be  diange,  it  is 
only  change  of  pain,  till  the  deep  draught  is 
upraised  to  allay  its  cravings.  The  draught 
was  there.  But,  as  it  had  come  so  unexpec- 
tedly, he  determined  to  waste  no  portion  of 
that  for  which  he  had  longed  so  arden%  by 
his  impatience  or  imprudence;  and,  therefore, 
whilst  he  looked  in  the  cheval  glass  at  his  broken 
nose,  he  bethought  himself  that  both  Mattheus 
and  his  wife,  like  all  other  traveUers,  must  have 
given  their  names  at  the  gate  on  entering  the 
capital,  and  that  they  would  therefore  be  obliged 
to  present  themselves  within  three  days  at  the 
office  of  the  secret  police^  where  all  persons 
newly  arrived  from  abroad,  whether  strangers  or 
Russians,  must  undergo  a  strict  examination. 

He  therefore  judged  it  expedient  to  let  this 
interview  pass  before  he  took  any  step  whidi 
might  render  either  the  slave  or  his  wife  so 
desperate  as  to  appeal  to  the  grand-master  of 
the  high  or  secret  police. 
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Not  that  they  would  have  met  with  any 
eventual  assistance,  although  it  happens  to  be 
the  avowed  object  of  this  institution  to  give 
redress  in  those  cases  which  the  laws  do  not 
profess  to  reach.  But  then  such  a  complaint 
would  afford  this  Russian  Holy-Office  a  delightful 
opportunity  for  nibbling  at  his  property;  for,  if  it 
would  not  prevent  his  ^^  doing  as  he  Hked  with 
his  own,''  yet,  in  consideration  of  his  million  of 
yearly  revenue,  it  would  make  him  pay  hand- 
somely for  this  luxury.  He  therefore  smnmoned 
Dietrich,  who  was  told  to  release  Mattheus  fix)m 
the  stable  in  which  he  was  confined,  and  to 
intimate  to  him  that  his  master's  vengeance 
was  satisfied,  and  that  he  would  be  allowed  to 
negodate  for  his  fi'eedom. 

'^  And,  in  fact,"  added  the  Prince,  ^'  suppose 
that  this  morning  I  were  to  sign  the  fi'eedom  of 
Vasili  Petrovitch — he  offers  me  five  and  twenty 
thousand  roubles,  and,  though  one  mi^t  get 
more  out  of  him — ^you  have  rated  him,  I  see, 
at  forty — the  fellow  is  apoplectic,  he  might 
slip  his  wind,  and  do  me  altogether.  You  can 
hold  that  out  to  Mattheus  as  a  bait  Let  us 
see  who  is  the  next  upon  the  list.  Oh  1  one 
of  my  father's  prot^g^s,  a  bachelor  of  arts  of 
the  University  of  Heiddb^,  brought  up  to  the 
medical  profession,  offers  a  beggarly  ten  Uiousand 

VOL.  n.  F 
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roubles.  It  will  not  do  :  111  keep  him  for  a  house- 
doctor.  And  then  there  is  Rouguenieff,  who 
humbly  offers  seven  thousand  roubles.  The 
rascal  1     Is  that  the  wealthy  fishmonger?^ 

"Oh,  no!  my  high  well-bom  master/'  an- 
swered the  obsequious  Dietrich.  ^^Rouguraaieff 
would  not  offer  so  much  to  be  fi!^ee ;  he  has 
made  money  lately,  but  he  turns  nmnd,  and 
refuses  to  pay  his  debts.'' 

"  Ah,  I  understand  1"  exdaimed  the  Prince ; 
"  since  a  slave  is  not  liable  for  more  than  a  debt 
of  five  shillings,  he  would  prefer  not  to  be  fi^ee 
just  now.  Send  him  to  me  to-morrow,  and  teD 
him  I  toiU  give  him  his  liberty,  unless  he  can 
show  me  a  substantial  argument  to  the  contrary. 
I  dare  say  it  is  provoking  to  thee,  Dietrich ;  but 
thou  seest  I  know  the  exact  value  of  my  flock, 
from  which  to  take  the  fleece,  and  firom  which 
the  milk,  and  firom  which  the  hide  V* 

Dietrich  had  not  obeyed  the  orders  of  his 
master  to  the  letter ;  instead  of  confining 
Mattheus  in  a  stable,  he  shut  him  in  a  room 
formerly  belonging  to  the  stallmeister,  or  director 
of  the  stable,  to  the  late  Prince,  who  of  late  years 
had  left  the  ofiSce  imfiUed  in  his  estaUishment 
For,  in  the  first  place,  Dietrich  had  always 
been  perfectly  aware  of  the  old  Prince's  affection 
for  his  slave,  and  he  never  entertained  a  doubt 
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either  of  his  manumiBsion  whenever  he  should 
return,  or  of  his  being  able  to  obtain,  if  he 
desired  it,  so  entire  an  influence  over  his  weak 
benefactor  as  to  assume  the  entire  management 
of  his  afiairs,  and  to  be  able  to  command  as  a 
freeman  to  any  extent  the  resources  of  his 
inmiense  fortune.  He  had,  therefore,  considered 
it  politic  to  ingratiate  himself  as  much  as 
possible  with  Mattheus  by  offers  of  service  and 
protestations  of  friendship,  which  he  increased 
when  the  conduct  and  letters  of  the  absentee 
showed  that,  with  the  education  of  a  gentleman, 
he  had  imbibed  or  affected  an  indolent  indifie* 
rence  to  his  pecuniaiy  interests. 

"  My  dear  child,"  wrote  the  old  Prince  to 
him  a  week  before  he  died,  ^*  the  child  of  my 
affections,  if  not  of  my  blood.  At  length  I 
must  call  thee  back ;  long,  very  bng,  I  have 
struggled  between  the  desire  of  having  thee  with 
me  and  the  advantage  to  thee  of  thy  foreign  so- 
journ, of  which  I  am  fully  conscious.  But  I  have 
been  now  long  suffering — ^not  that  I  believe  my 
malady  dangerous — and  I  am  growing  an  old 
man ;  my  spirits  are  low,  very  low,  and  I  cannot 
refflst  the  selfish  temptation  of  recalling  my  dear 
son  to  cheer  me  with  his  presence ;  for,  though 
I  have  many  children  whom  I  consider  as  such, 
and  though  I  have  one  who  bears  my  name  and 
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will  occupy  my  station,  and  who  has  my  forgive- 
ness and  good  wishes,  thou  knowest  well,  dear 
Mattheus,  ,that  thou  art  still  the  first-bom  oi 
my  heart.  I  am  still  kindly  tended  by  the  good, 
honest  Dietrich.  I  do  not  think  that  he  under- 
stands affidrs,  but  he  joins  in  all  my  litde  plans 
of  philanthropy,  and  he  loves  me  well,  and  so  he 
does  thee,  my  boy.  He  writes  to  thee  respectfully 
himself,  inclosing  the  letter  from  thy  dear  sister, 
Nadeshta,  who  is  still  with  the  femily  oi 
Dietrich's  brother,  at  the  Bialoi-Darevnia,  and 
from  whence  thou  shalt  fetch  her  as  soon  as 
thou  arrivest." 

Now,  though  it  was  true  that  the  Prince's 
death  and  the  animosity  of  this  present  heir 
against  Mattheus  had  utterly  changed  this  state 
of  things,  yet  Dietrich  had  been  on  such  terms 
with  the  latter  as  rendered  it  difficult  for  him  to 
disavow  all  sympathy  with  his  misfortune.  And 
then  Dietrich  had  been  made  the  confidant  of 
the  marriage  of  Mattheus  with  a  beautiful  and 
wealthy  foreigner ;  and  although  he  knew  that 
the  laige  sum  which  the  late  Prince  had  laid 
aside  as  the  portion  of  his  virtually  adopted 
slave  had  been  quietly  confiscated  by  his  suc- 
cessor, with  many  other  sums  intended  for 
similar  purposes,  still,  in  right  of  his  wife,  he 
^was  possessed   of  other    resources,   ci  whidi 
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Dietrich  might  reasonably  hope  that  his  position 
would  allow  him  to  take  advantage. 

The  frame  and  constitution  of  Mattheus  were 
of  that  enduring  organization  which  nature, 
fitting  the  back  to  the  burthen,  seems  to  have 
bestowed  upon  all  human  races  long  enslaved ; 
*ust  as,  in  the  animal  kingdom,  it  has  protected 
the  camel's  knees  by  callosities  and  the  hide  of 
the  patient  ass  by  insensibility.  But  his  strong 
and  vigorous  body,  though  unimpaired,  showed 
all  the  traces  of  having  struggled  with  a  mind 
intensely  sensitive,  wrought  up  to  madness,  but 
to  which  insensibility  had  not  given  relief,  his 
bodily  strength  having  held  his  mind,  as  it  were^ 
at  the  stake,  to  prevent  its  escape  into  uncon^ 
sdousness  from  the  agony  of  one  single  pang. 

His  eyes  were  red  and  protruding ;  and,  if  his 
hair  had  not  grown  grey  in  that  single  night, 
which  he  had  spent  in  pacing  up  and  down,  his 
features  had  taken  an  expression  of  which  some 
of  the  lines  were  so  indelibly  stamped^  that  they 
could  never  be  effaced  by  any  smiles — ^if  for 
him  the  imcertain  future  had  any  smiles  in 
store. 

When  education  had  thrown  open  to  the 
enthusiastic  mind  of  Mattheus  the  past  history 
and  the  contemporary  position  of  his  fellow- 
men,  he  had  felt,  like  his  sister  Nadeshta,  a  deep 
and  humiliating  sense  of  his  d^radation;  and 
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his  subsequent  years  of  study  and  of  travd,  h 
contemplation  of  antiquity,  his  examinatipn 
the  struggle  of  men  for  freedom  and  enlightei 
ment  through  every  age,  and  his  visits  to  tl 
very  spots  hallowed  as  the  cradles  of  philosopt 
and  liberty  with  their  attendant  arts  and  scienoc 
or,  distinguished  as  the  battle-fields  on  whii 
they  had  struggled  in  their  adolescence,  • 
dignified  by  the  triumphant  reign  of  their  st 
inexperienced  manhood — all  this  had  imbui 
him  with  an  admiration  of  what  was  mo 
extreme  in  the  wildest  and  most  impracticab 
theories  of  those,  whose  noble  error  dream< 
an  impossible  liberty  and  equality.  And,  at  tl 
same  time,  whilst  this  appreciation  taught  hi 
the  double  and  complicated  ignominy  of  fa 
position  as  the  bondsman  of  a  man  who  himsc 
was  not  fi'ee,  it  is  scarcely  to  be  wondered  i 
that  his  hatred  of  all  oppression  grew  inten 
perate  and  intense. 

The  time  arrived  when  Mattheus  identific 
himself  in  feeling  and  in  wishes  only  with  thoi 
who,  by  bold  and  bloody  acts,  had  struck  dxm 
tyrants  in  the  zenith  of  their  power ;  and  it 
dream  of  his  ambition  had  been,  not  for  powe 
or  wealth,  or  &me,  but  only  for  one  sucoeMfi 
hour  of  the  lives  of  Thrasybuhis,  of  Brutus,  c 
of  WiDiapi  Tell;  and  who,  that  in  En^an 
talked  twenty  years  ago  of  Church  and  Kiii| 


THE  WHITE   SLAVE.  103 

and  an  inalterable  Constitution,  knows  in  what 
morbid  thirst  of  vengeanoe  his  energies  might 
have  centered,  if  consciously  placed  in  a  position 
lower  than  that  of  the  negro  slave,  as  Mattheus 
was,  being,  like  every  Russian  serf,  the  slave  of 
an  enslaved  master  ? 

Now  his  acquaintance  with  Blanche  and  the 
love  with  which  she  inspired  him,  whilst  it  left 
his  convictions  imaltered  and  his  predilections 
unenfeebled,  giving  a  new  aim  and  object  to  his 
ambition,  taught  him  to  forget  his  wild  demo- 
cratic longings,  in  the  hope  of  enjoying  indivi- 
dual independence  and  personal  happiness  with 
her. 

If,  on  their  journey  to  St.  Petersburg, 
Mattheus  had  laboured  under  presentiments 
which  happened  to  be  afterwards  unfortunately 
realized,  there  had  been,  notwithstanding  this 
instinctive  misgiving,  no  reasonable  cause  to 
doubt  the  success  of  all  his  plans.  They  had 
been  overturned  by  two  of  those  rare  and  consecu- 
tive accidents,  against  the  occurrence  and  com- 
bination of  which  no  human  foresight  can  ever 
provide,  and  the  complicated  fatality  of  which 
might,  in  almost  any  situation  of  life,  have 
deranged  the  most  cautiously  concerted  project. 
It  required  the  singular  and  successive  iU  fortune 
of  losing  his  generous  patron,  when  six  weeks 
more  of  life  would  have  sufficed  to  crown  his 
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wishes,  and  of  meeting  with  a  masta*  in  the 
very  man  he  had  chastised. 

When,  therefore,  these  strange  mischances  did 
occur,  Mattheus,  notwithstanding  the  vague  pre- 
paration of  his  forebodings,  did  not  the  less  feel 
all  his  energies  prostrated  by  the  unexpected 
death  of  the  old  Prince,  his  benefiekctor,  and  by 
finding  himself  so  utterly  in  the  power  of  a 
man  whom  he  had  mortally  offended. 

So  sudden  and  so  terrible  were  these  suc- 
cessive blows,  that  all  the  pride  of  the  enthusiast, 
all  the  magnificent  resolutions  of  years,  and  all 
the  temper  which  he  thought  his  character  had 
taken  from  his  long  contemplation  and  his 
vivid  sense  of  man's  natural  right  and  the  slave's 
individual  wrongs,  gave  way  together.  Instead  of 
the  edge,  and  elasticity,  and  hardness  of  the  tem- 
pered steel,  which  struggles  against,  or  breaks, 
imyielding  in  the  grasp,  or  wounds  the  hand  that 
tries  to  bend  it ;  before  this  unexpected  fitte  he 
felt  himself  bowed  like  a  springless  bar  of 
softened  imresisting  iron.  And  then  at  the  same 
time  there  flashed  across  his  mind  one  of 
those  terrible  doubts,  which  had  occasionally  and 
at  intervals  assailed  it,  a  doubt  which  more  fire- 
quently  and  more  fatally  crosses  the  mind  of  the 
bondsman  than  he  cares  to  avow  everywhere. 

"  Are  there  not,  perhaps,**  he  thought,  "  cer- 
"tain  races  which  nature  has  doomed  to  servitude, 
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to  which  in  vain  the  noblest  aspirations  may  be 
given,  since  they  are  always  destined  at  the 
deventh  and  decisive  hour  to  find  their  will 
and  courage  fail  ?" 

ThuSy  after  so  many  years'  absence,  during 
which  he  had  learned  to  look  with  loathing  and 
contempt  alike  upon  the  submission  of  the 
serfs  and  the  tyranny  of  their  servile  tyrants, 
when  he  found  himself  suddenly  placed  in  a 
position,  in  which  he  would  formerly  have  laid 
down  so  many  plans  of  desperate  action,  he 
felt  himself  as  much  overawed  and  overwhelmed 
as  the  Cimbrian  slave  when  he  quailed  in  the 
presence  of  M arius. 

From  this  sickening  despondency  he  was 
awakened,  not  by  the  lash  of  the  Prince's  horse- 
whip across  his  cheek,  but  by  the  haughty 
contempt  spoken  at  once  from  eyes  and  lips 
which  he  had  never  heard  or  seen  before 
expressing  aught  but  words  and  looks  of  admi- 
ration, love,  and  tenderness. 

This  indeed  aroused  him  to  the  full  vivacity 
of  his  mental  energy,  as  suddenly  and  agonisingly 
as  the  searing  iron  applied  to  the  torpid  nerves 
awakes  them  from  their  lethargic  stupor ;  and 
in  this  frame  of  mind  he  had  been  confined  by 
Dietrich  in  the  apartment  in  which  he  had  spent 
the  night 

?3 
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His  first  impulse  was  a  harrowipg  r^ret  tha. 
the  past  hour  was  not  again  before  him,  i 
delirious  longing  for  the  next  opportunit} 
which  would  bring  him  face  to  face  again  witl 
the  Prince  Isaakoff.  In  imagination,  he  hac 
seized  the  sickly  tyrant  and  strangled  him  b 
twisting  the  embroidered  cravat  about  his  neck 
he  had  grasped  him  in  his  Herculean  arms,  and 
notwithstanding  the  interference  of  Dietrich  an* 
of  the  foolish  Jakof,  for  he  was  fully  conscious  ( 
his  own  extraordinary  power  of  muscle,  he  woul 
have  thrown  the  crushed  and  bruised  carcase 
whose  ribs  would  have  collapsed  and  broken  t 
in  the  embraces  of  a  bear,  all  lifeless  and  dii 
jointed  at  the  feet  of  Blanche.  Would  she  the 
have  given  him  that  look  of  disdain?  And,  aft 
all,  he  could  only  have  died ;  and  did  he  no 
deliberately  dream  of  living  ? 

But  then  again  he  thought  what  wou 
be  her  fate — ^would  she  not  become  the  proper 
of  some  distant  and  imknown  inheritor  of  Isa 
koffs  fortune  ?  Her  too  he  had  dragged  in 
an  abyss,  from  which  there  was  no  honoural 
escape  but  death ;  it  was  true  that  her  deep  bl 
eyes,  the  eyes  which  seemed  to  him  to  reflc 
the  hues  of  Heaven,  he  had  seen  enthusiastica] 
kindle,  when  she  had  heard  or  read  of  love 
dying  together;  and  he  could  fancy  how,  if  i 
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^  snatched  down  one  of  the  Asiatic  scimetars 
^^i*  jatagans,  which  lined  the  walls  and  stabbed 
'^^  to  the  heart,  instead  of  that  withering  look 
^f  contempt,  her  face   would  have  worn    the 
^^ression  of  the  dying  daughter  of  Virginius, 
^^ere  the   marble  struggles    with  death    and 
^^th  affectionate  pride,  as  the  father  holds  up 
^^^  reeking  knife  to  Heaven,  which  he  has  just 
PlUnged  into  his  daughter's  bosom.     For  that 
^^«  act — ^however  degradingly,  a  master's  heel 
^^^ight  before  have  trampled  him  in  the  dust  — 
^*Vat  one  act  would  have  raised  him  from  infamy 
^^^  the  sublimity  of  heroism ;  and  that  act  he 
^^^^a8  now  in  his  exaltation  eager  to  accomplish, 
^^ut,  alas  !  how  keenly  he  felt  that,  just  as  it  is 
'^ot  merely  the  brilliancy  of  the  thought  or  the 
Xanguage  in  which  the  idea  is  arrayed,  which 
^X)nstitutes  eloquence,  without  the  k-propos  of 
its  delivery,  so  the  want  of  k-propos  in  reso- 
lution and  in  action  had  changed  the  only  good 
which   fortune   had  left    him — her    love    and 
admiration — into  loathing  and  contempt,  whilst, 
alike  for  both,  in  either  case,  there  was  nothing 
— but  to  die ! 

And  then  he  gnashed  his  teeth  to  think  that, 

by  the  irresolution  of  that  hour,  he  had  perhaps 

lost  even  the  power   of  saving   her  by  death 

from  a  fate  too  horrible  to  think  on. 

The  past,  however,  was  irretrievable ;  and,  as 
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he  looked  towards  the  future,  he  was  determined, 
at  the  first  opportunity  which  should  bring  him 
into  the  presence  of  his  tyrant,  be  it  in  an  hour,  or 
in  a  day,  or  in  a  week,  to  take  a  terrible  revenge 
for  the  indignities  he  had  suffered — ^fbr  the  life 
whose  happiness  was  blasted — and  to  perish, 
dealing  death  and  terror  round  him. 

Then  Blanche  could  only  pity,  or  at  worst 
hate,  but  not  despise  him:  the  fury  of  the 
overloaded  camel,  the  venom  of  the  trampled 
reptile,  are  full  of  terror ;  and  the  lowliest  slave, 
when  desperation  guides  his  reeking  knife,  rises 
at  once  from  the  contemptible  to  the  fearful, 
even  in  his  master's  estimation. 

It  is  true  that,  by  a  common  effect  of  long 
and  utter  servitude  upon  a  race  not  naturally 
excitable,  even  when  the  prospects  which  life  held 
forth  were  so  intolerable  that  he  dreamed  no 
longer  of  living,  still  the  irresistible  awe  which 
he  felt  of  the  oppression,  to  which  he  and  his 
fathers  had  been  bom,  would  have  caused  him 
rather  to  steal  out  of  life,  rather  to  have  ter- 
minated his  existence  in  some  obscure  and 
sulky  comer,  with  all  the  hatred  of  his  despair 
fierce  in  the  last  palpitations  of  his  heart,  than 
to  break  openly  and  boldly  away  from  life  and 
its  unendurable  bonds,  involving,  like  the  dying 
Sampson,  his  enemies  in  a  common  ruin. 
But  then  the  remembrance  of  the  contemp- 
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^  I 

:2t  g        tuous  look  and  words  of  Blanche,  lashed  on  his 

'isolation,    like  the    scorpion   scourge  of  the 

ai'cnging  Furies,  into  that   degree    of  terrible 

^tf ,  which  betrays  itself  not  by  heat  and  fury, 

^t  by  its  cool  and  stony  immobility,  like  the 

^va,  which,  boiling  and  molten,  may  waste  or 

®^tter  itself  abroad  or  change  its  course ;  but 

^^hich,  once  cold  and  hardened,  retains  eternally 

''^  bent  and  form. 

In  this  humour,  hour  passed  after  hour  and 

^^^Ud  Mattheus.  His  arms  were  proudly  crossed 

^Pon  his  breast,  his  head  was  raised  in  a  loftier 

attitude,  as  he  paced  up  and  down  the  solitary 

^PHitment,  of  which  Dietrich  had  taken  the  key, 

^^ci  it  was  evident  that,  as  his  thoughts  recurred 

^^    the  examples  of  antiquity  which  he  was  about 

^^   follow,  he  had  risen  in  his  self-estimation,  like 

slave,   who  had  cast  aside   the  habit  of  his 

^"^Ivitude,   to  drape    himself   in   the  tunic   or 

^^e    toga   of    a    stem   republican   of   ancient 

*vome. 

But,  as  he  paced  up  and  down  the  place  of  his 

^^nfinement,   his   eye,    (which   had   rested  for 

^he  hundredth  time  on  a  little  picture,  the  deep, 

^t,  gaudy  frame  of  which  glittered  in  the  light 

%3([   the    lamp   suspended  before   it,)  ^ddenly 

conveyed  to  the  mind  the  meaning  of  the  object 

towards  which   his  glance  had  been  so  often 

mecfaanically  directed. 
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It  was  an  image  of  the  Virgin  and  her  Gk* 
bom  child,  set  forth,  not  by  the  genius  of  a. 
by  a  Raphael,  a  Guido,  or  a  Carlo  Dolce,  but 
the     hideously    orthodox    portraiture    of    t) 
barbarous  artists   of  a  barbaric  people.      Tl 
faces  soiled    by  time  and  encased  by  tawdi 
splendour,  were  in   themselves  grotesque ;  hv 
in  the  mind,  or,  perhaps  it  should  be  said,  i 
the  heart  of  Mattheus,  the   sight  awakened 
long  dormant   train  of  ideas  and  feelings, 
was  before  a  similar  image  that  he  last  remen 
bered    kneeling    with    his    mother  —  a  gw 
pious  peasant  woman — ^with  his   infant   sist 
Nadeshta  in  her  arms  !     And  thus  it  recall 
that  beloved   sister,  who   so  many  years    h 
been  looking    forward    to   their  meeting,   ai 
who  had  regarded   him  as  her  living   hope 
being  extricated  from  a  position  like  his  ow 
in    which  he   alone    could    console    her,    ai 
whom    he    must  now  leave   unprotected, 
recalled    his    thoughts    from  the  stem   Pagi 
virtues   to   the  duties   of  love,  as  a  beautif 
image  of  that   most  imiversal    abstraction 
all    selfish   feeling — ^the    love    of  the  moth 
for  her  child !      It  recalled   the    sublime  ai 
distinctive  doctrines   of    Christianity,   with  i 
utter  self-sacrifice;  and  thus  by   d^rees    tl 
absorbing  ideas  of  his   outraged  dignity  as 
man,  and  of  the  gratification  of  his  reveng 
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which  appeared  so  noble  beside  the  submission 
of  the  crouching  slave,  in  its  turn  gave  place 
in  his  mind  to  a  sense  of  the  sublimity  of 
self^lenial  and  of  suffering  for  those  we  love. 

llien  first,  really  forgetting  self,  he  began  to 

turn  over  in  his  mind  whether  any  possible  plan, 

whether  the  endurance  of  any  possible  degree 

^  human  d^radation  or  suffering,  could  save 

^^ct   whom    he    had  drawn    into    this    fearful 

^tuation    from    the    fate    that    awaited   her; 

^^d,  when  he  had  turned  it  over  in  his  mind, 

^    tope  and  light  broke  in  upon  him,  and  he 

^"'^solved — to  live  ! 

Hi»  first  duty,  his  first  and  fondest  wish, 

^'^^    to    save    the   generous,    confiding,    and 

.^^thusiastic  wife,  who  had  been   so  fearless  of 

^^^^ting  her  fate  to  poverty  or  misfortune,  but 

"Vrho  had  found  misfortune  and  ignominy. 

Having  still  the  resource  of  Blanche's 
fortune,  he  was  not  without  hope  that,  by  a 
sacrifice  of  a  portion  of  it,  he  might  stiD 
be  able  to  contrive  her  escape  fi^m  the 
country.  And  to  accomplish  this  he  determined 
to  submit  to  any  himiiliation,  suffering,  or 
contumely,  which  the  wrath  or  malice  of  the 
Prinoe  Isaakoff  might  heap  upon  him.  He 
resolved  to  endure  it,  whether  or  not  his 
injured  wife  should  appreciate  the  depth  of  his 
eaqnatoiy  sacrifice.      For,  perhaps,  she  might 
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only  look  upon  it,  afler  all,  as  resulting  froS=^ 
the  pitiful  spirit  of  the  hereditary  bonds^ 
man ! 

The  dread  of  this  interpretation  was  perhaps 
the  bitterest  part  of  his  anticipated  trial ;  forfl 
it  seemed  to  him  then  that  there  was  nothings 
which  he  should  not  find  strength  to  undergo,  ^ 
did  he  but  know  that  Blanche  was  aware  of^ 
all  he  was  now  suffering  to  repair  the  uniur 
tentional  injury  which  he  had  done  her. 

Now  the  projects  he  had  formed,  and  which 
he  resolved  to  modify  according  to  circum- 
stances, required  indispensably  two  things :  in 
the  first  place,  that  he  should  contrive  to  see 
Blanche  speedily,  and  persuade  her,  as  the  only 
means  of  enabling  him  to  carry  out  his  views 
of  saving  her,  to  affect  a  serious  illness. 
When,  therefore,  Dietrich,  with  many  expressions 
of  condolence  and  of  sympathy,  came  to  relieve 
him  fi*om  his  durance,  and  to  assure  him  both 
that  the  Prince's  wrath  was  appeased,  and  that 
by  his  (Dietrich's)  management,  the  manumis- 
sion of  his  fiiend  would  probably  be  obtained 
for  a  reasonable  price,  although  Mattheus  was 
not  deceived  as  to  the  intentions  of  his  master 
regarding  him,  at  all  events  he  saw  in  his 
present  leniency  the  means  of  taking  the  first 
steps  towards  fulfilling  his  designs.  As  to 
his  wife,  Dietrich  assured  him  that  ihefe  was 
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no  objection  to  his  seeing  her  forthwith,  and 
that  she  had  been  so  well  taken  care  of  that, 
even  at  that  moment,  the  house-doctor  was 
with  her,  and  in  fact,  by  a  singular  Vitality, 
the  illness  which  Mattheus  intended  to  per- 
suade Iftr  to  feign,  had  overtaken  her,  and 
it  was  of  a  very  serious  nature.  When  he 
rejoined  her,  she  was,  as  she  had  been  for 
many  hours,   delirious. 

After  spending  uninterruptedly  two  hours 
by  her  side,  during  which,  in  her  incoherent 
ravings,  she  gave  no  signs  of  recognition,  he 
was  at  last  reminded  by  Dietrich  that  he  was 
expected  by  the  Prince  that  morning  to  present 
himself  at  the  office  of  the  secret  police, 
taking  with  him  a  doctor's  certificate  of  his 
wife's  inability  to  attend. 

Now  the  first  steps  of  Mattheus  were  not 
to  the  office  of  the  police,  but  up  the  crowded 
Nevsky  Prospect,  the  principal  street  of  the 
metropolis,  along  which  he  continued  for  a 
couple  of  miles,  until,  reaching  the  part  where 
its  glories  and  magnificence  begin  to  &de, 
and  the  brilliant  aspect  of  the  European  capital 
to  merge  into 'the  Oriental  city,  he  stopped 
before  the  vast  bazaar  called  the  Gostinoi  Dvor. 

The  Gostinoi  Dvor  is  a  large  square  building, 
presenting    the  external  aspect,  of   a  double 
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covered  gallery,  one  story  surmounting  the 
other,  and  showing,  through  its  long  range  of 
small  arches,  a  row  of  cells  on  each  floor. 
These  cells  are  the  shops  and  warehouses  of 
some  thousands  of  bearded  shop-keepers,  who 
have  not  their  dwellings  but  merely  their 
places  of  business  here.  Some  are  now  glass- 
windowed,  and  have  assumed  the  appearance 
of  other  European  shops ;  but  most  of  them 
are  still  quite  open,  and  have  nothing  to  secure 
them  from  the  inclemency  of  the  air  but  the 
heavy  iron  plated  doors  and  shutters,  which  are 
barred  up  at  night,  when  the  tenants  of  these 
cells  retire. 

Mattheus  passed  onward,  pressing  through 
the  motley  crowd,  which,  circulating  beneath 
the  piazza,  relieved  by  its  bustle  the  gloomy, 
massive,  and  prison-like  appearance  of  the 
building;  and,  resisting  all  the  seductions  of 
the  itinerant  venders  of  cold  tea,  caviar,  and 
pickled  lampreys,  established  under  the  pro- 
tection of  the  arches  of  the  ground-floor,  and 
the  solicitations  of  the  shopkeepers  or  their 
assistants,  as  pressing  as  those  of  the  old  dothes- 
men,  who  about  certain  lanes  and  alleys  of 
London,  formerly  seized  the  passenger  by  the 
skirt  of  his  coat,  as  if  they  could  secure  his 
custom  by  impeding  the  progress  of  his  person^ 
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at  length  he  paused  before  the  shop  or  store 
of  VasiK  Petrovitch.  It  was  an  open  shop, 
and  lengths  of  cloth  and  stuffs,  hanging  from 
the  ceiling,  indicated  that  it  was  dedicated  to 
the  trade  in  drapery.  Within  it  was  a  red-haired 
youth,  with  a  slight  nascent  beard,  his  hair 
parted  in  the  middle,  and  dad  in  a  caftan, 
which,  being  lined  with  the  inferior  reddish 
refuse  of  the  fox-skin,  was  left  open,  displaying 
a  very  coarse  and  dirty  shirt,  under  a  greasy 
sky-blue  satin  stock,  bespiinkled  with  rose- 
buds, and  ornamented  with  a  mosaic  gold 
pin;  the  two  last  mentioned  articles  being  an 
ingraftment  of  foreign  el^ance  on  his  Muscovite 
costume. 

At  his  feet  was  a  samovar,  the  national 
bright  brass  tea  urn,  with  its  central  chimney 
and  little  charcoal  furnace  beneath  it,  to  ignite 
which  it  is  placed  in  the  draught  of  the  open  air. 

The  attention  of  the  youth  seemed  divided 
between  watching  the  progress  of  the  urn  and 
the  progress  of  a  repast  in  the  inner  shop,  at 
which  seven  or  eight  men  were  seated,  all  the 
while  not  forgetting  at  intervals  to  reconunend 
in  a  loud  voice  to  the  passengers  the  wares 
which  he  was  placed  there  to  watch,  until 
relieved  and  allowed  to  take  his  turn  at  the 
banquet  table. 
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When     Mattheus,    marking     the    numbeTi 
decidedly  paused  before  the  door,  the  shopmarJ^l 
making  a  low  bow  and  placing  the  suppose^^^^L 
customer  between  himsdf  and  the  shop,  so  ihal<^^ 
he  could  hardly  escape  imtil  he  had  time  to  try 
all  his  powers  of  persuasion  upon  him,  exclaimed 
in  the  most  insinuating  tones,  **  Hail  to  you,  my 
Lord,  what  is  your  pleasure  ?'* 

"Tell  me,  brother,"  replied  Mattheus,  "is 
Vasili  Petrovitch  within?" 

"  That  is  he,"  said  the  lad  pointing  to  one  of 
the  group  at  the  table,  and  Mattheus  at  once 
entered  the  shop. 

Here,  with  five  other  bearded  men,  YbsSH 
Petrovitch  had  patriarchally  taken  his  seat. 
One  wore  a  new  sheepskin  coat  looking  like  a 
robe  of  the  inside  of  a  soiled  white  kid  ^ve, 
and  another  a  garment  of  the  same  kind 
which  had  grown  black  and  greasy  with  time» 
and  which,  perhaps,  as  well  as  his  under- 
clothing, had  never  been  removed  excepting 
when  he  took  his  weekly  bath,  since  ei^teen 
months  ago,  when  he  first  donned  it  in  its 
virgin  purity  of  hue.  The  others,  like  Vasili 
Petrovitch,  were  dad  in  daric  green  doth 
caftans,  which  were  naturally  cooler  than  the 
fur-lined  garments,  and  shewed  to  the  prac- 
tised eye  of  Mattheus   a  distinction  of  rank. 
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being  assumed  by  the  peasant;  whereas  the 
trader,  or  even  the  traders'  assistant,  may  be 
considered  to  have  entered  the  burgher  class. 

The  strong  smell  of  cabbage  indicated  that, 
as  usual,  in  the  form  of  soup,  or  of  pirogi, 
(pies,)  it  had  formed  the  staple  article  of  their 
repast;  but,  at  that  moment,  having  disposed 
of  the  coarse  elements  which  were  intended  to 
satisfy  the  grosser  cravings  of  appetite,  they 
were  discussing  that  portion  of  their  meal, 
which,  evidently,  by  the  intense  relish  with  which 
th^  swallowed  it,  was  gratifying  to  the  Epicurean 
tastes  of  their  nature. 

The  master  and  his  men,  each  armed  with  a 
wooden  spoon,  were  supping  up  a  dark  liquid 
from  a  wooden  bowl,  alternately  with  these 
instruments  and  by  dipping  in  it  a  crust  of  bread. 
A  foreigner  would  have  thought  it  to  be  treacle, 
or  some  kind  of  posset ;  but  Mattheus  at  once 
knew  it  to  be  the  refuse  or  undarified  hemp- 
seed  oil,  of  the  strong  taste  of  which  the 
rancid  smell  emitted  by  it  gave  evidence.  The 
master  dipped  in  his  spoon  gravely,  and  his 
messmates  waited  deferentially  till  he  had  done 
so;  and  then  amongst  themselves  there  seemed 
to  ensile  a  scramble  as  to  who  should  first  plunge 
in  his  spoon,  or  soak  up  with  his  bread  the  largest 
quantity  of  the  rapidly  diminishing  dainty. 
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With  a  last  hasty  gulp,  on  hearing  himm^^ 
named,  Vasili  Petrovitch  started  up,  and  wiitm  ^ 
servile  bow  surveyed  the  new  comer,  and  findixBfi 
that  he  did  not  know  him  he  exdaimed : 

"  8to  vam  ugodne — what  is  your  pleasu:*"'^ 
my  Lord  ?" 

"  What,  Vasili  Petrovitch,  do  yon  not 
her  me?   Do  you   not  recall  Mattvei   Mat^" 
veitch?" 

"  Mattvei  Mattveitch  !  whom  I  have  dano^ 
upon  my  kne^?  Mattvei  Mattveitch  who  aniv^^^ 
last  night  ?   Hail  and  welcome,  and  thank 
my  son,  that  I  once  more  embrace  you.** 

And  Vasili  Petrovitch,  whose  moustaches  an 
beard  were  reeking  with  the  oil,  embraced 
by  throwing  his  arms    around  his  nedc 
kissing  him  upon  the  cheeks,  and  lipa^  and  eyefl^^^ 
And  then  he  wiped  fix)m  them  all  the 
which  they  had  not  discharged  on   the   ne 
comer's  &ce,  partly  with  his  fingers  and  partl]^ 
upon  his  sleeve,  and  invited  him  to  sit  down  to 
his  meal. 

The  habits  of  the  drawing-room  for  twenty 
years,  and  of  ten  years  of  travel,  had  bo  fiur 
civilised  the  stomach  of  the  educated  slave  that 
he  unhesitatingly  declined  this  invitation,  and, 
the  repast  bemg  at  length  oonduded,  Vasili 
Petrovitch  dismissed  his  shopmen  and  aervanti 
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bm  the  inner^room,  and  b^an  loudly  to  condole 
widi  hk  guest  on  his  disgrace,  with  which  he 
W18  already  acquainted. 

*  Ah !  Mattvei  Mattveitch  I  so  much  for  foreign 
leanmig  and  foreign  ways.  Thou  wert  brought 
^p,  Mattvei,  to  enter  upon  manhood  with  a 
^siuled  coat  like  a  real  blagorodie  (nobleman,) 
l^csidesl  know  not  what  fine  learning  and  a 
^wi  chin  I  Ah  f  Mattvei  Mattveitch  !  what 
'^  it  advanced  thee  ?  For  truly  it  seemeth  to 
^^  that  the  wisdom  departeth  with  the  beard. 

'*I  have  tiiriven,  and  our  forefathers  have 

**^H?en,  and  my  gossips  thrive,  with  our  old 

*^\]8oovite   maxims  and  our  long    Muscovite 

^^^^rds ;  but  this  will  not  suit  the  young.  In  this 

^^ty  Dvor  there  are  scores  of  merchants'  sons 

^^  youthful  merchants  who  ape  the  foreigners 

^^   their    dress    and  language,  and   do    they 

)^tt»per?    No :  one  by  one  they  are  bankrupts, 

^nd  so  it  has  been  with  thee,  my  poor  Mattvei 

Xfattveitch.  But  teQ  me — our  old  Lord,  who  is 

in  Heaven,  loved  thee  as  dearly  as  a  son,  and  the 

^ixty  thousand  silver  roubles  whidi  he  destined 

thee  might  as  wdl  be  in  the  hands  of  a  tribunal 

of  juBtioe  for  any  chance  thou  ever  hast  of 

getting  that ;  but  surely  he  has  laid  by  elsewhere 

many  and  many  a  roimd  sum  where    Ivan 

Ivinovitdi  cannot  get  at  it."    And  old  Vasili, 

who  ever  since  the  allusion  he  had  made  unto 
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beards  was  still  complacently  stroking  down  his 
own,  peered  cunningly  into  the  fiioe  of  his 
guest. 

"  No  alas !"  said  Mattheus,  **  he  was  so  Eke 
a  father  to  me,  Vasili  Petrovitch,  that  I  trusted 
eveiything  to  him." 

"Ay,"  said  Vasili,  "just  so.  There  is  the 
folly  of  youth  departing  from  the  wisdom  of  its 
fore&thers.  If  thou  hast  wheaten  rusks  and 
salmon  pies,  and  thou  wishest  to  continue  to 
have  wheaten  rusks  and  salmon  pies  to  eat» 
then  before  thy  Lard  thou  shalt  eat  black  bread 
and  salt  as  long  as  thou  art  his  serf,  and  when 
thou  hast  purchased  thyself  free  of  his  servitude 
then  eveiy  rusk  and  every  pie  of  which  thou 
wishest  not  the  Emperor's  chenovniks  to  devour 
the  half,  thou  shalt  still  eat  between  four  friendly 
waUs.  To  be  sure  our  late  master — ^may  hk 
soul  repose  in  peace ! — was  the  kindest  and  the 
best  of  Lords.  *  Vasili  Petrovitch,  Vasili 
Petrovitch,'  he  was  wont  to  say, '  why  hidest 
thou  thy  wealth  from  me,  the  wealth  which 
I  should  be  so  pleased  to  bear  of,  and  from 
which  thou  knowest  that  I  would  not  take  the 
value  of  one  kopek?'  But  still  I  always  answered 
him :  *  My  fiither,  I  am  poor,  my  good  Lord,  men 
belie  me.  I  trade  largely,  but  I  am  very  poor.' 
Trust  to  the  goodness  of  thy  patron  saint,  and 
to  the  security  of  th&  hiding-plaoe  where  the 
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money  is  hidden — ^but  not  to  God  or  man,  or 
to  the  Emperor.  God  is  too  high,  and  the 
Emperor  is  too  &r  off,  and  man  is  too  change- 
able and  too  mortal  This  old  wisdom  of  our 
unlettered  fathers  I  have  followed,  thou  hast 
not;  now  mark  the  sequel  All  the  kind 
wishes  of  the  earthly  patron  on  which  thou 
hast  relied — his  good  intentions  and  his  love — 
they  are  in  Heaven  with  him,  and  thou,  my  poor 
Mattvei,  art  left  here.  But  I — ^I  have  done  very 
differently.  I  cannot  read,  'tis  true ;  but,  by 
seeming  poor,  and  by  wearing  my  patched 
caftan,  and  by  depending  not  even  on  the  best 
of  masters,  I  have  managed  to  obtain  my 
freedom  and  secure  my  fortune,  for  to-morrow  I 
shall  be  free,  Mattvei  Mattveitch  !  fr«e !  free  ! 
freer 

"  Indeed  !"  said  Mattheus,  "  is  it  sure  ?" 
"Ay,  free  as  the  birds  of  the  air,  and  so 
sure  that — you  see  this  little  packet ;  well,  in  it 
are  five  hundred  roubles  done  up  to  give  the 
Quartalne,  (police  chief  of  the  quarter,)  for,  of 
course,  when  one  is  free  and  has  wandered  from 
the  shelter  of  a  rich  master's  wmg,  the  police 
iexpect  more  for  their  protection." 

"Ah,"  said  Mattheus  bitterly,  "I  see;  if  he 
were  not  reasonably  propitiated  he  would  heap 
an  sorts  of  annoyances  on  thee ;  send  for  thee 
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daily  to  his  office,  and  send  thee  away  unheard ; 
keep  thee  a  week  waiting  for  thy  passport, 
when  thou  wishest  to  go  twenty  miles ;  and 
perhaps  find  a  pretext  to  flog  thee  and  to  make 
thee  sweep  the  street,  unless  thou  wouldst,  at 
double  the  expense,  bribe  those  above  him." 

"  Ay  !  God  only  knows,"  said  Vasili,  "  what 
he  might  not  do ;  but  who  that  has  money  ever 
tries?" 

"  And  this,"  mused  Mattheus,  "  is  what  is 
called  here  freedom,  and  even  such  freedom  do  I 
now  look  forward  to  with  envy!  Well,  I 
congratulate  thee,  Vasili  Petrovitch;  and  then 
wilt  thou  still  have  a  heart  for  those  that  were 
thy  fellow-slaves  ?" 

"  The  heart  does  not  change  with  the  condition ; 
my  brethren  will  still  be  my  brethren.  But,  tell 
me,  is  there  anything  in  which  I  can  serve  thee  ? 
Art  thou  quite  poor  as  well  as  so  unfortunate  as 
to  have  incurred  the  wrath  of  Ivan  Ivanovitch  ?" 

And  on  this  Mattheus  explained  to  him  his 
position.  With  somewhat  of  that  very  instinct 
of  his  race  in  which  Vasili  Petrovitdi  seemed  to 
think  him  so  deficient,  he  had  converted  the 
entire  fortune  of  his  wife  into  money,  and  had 
long  carried  it  about  him.  It  is  true  it  was  in 
English  bank-notes,  all  Russian  money  wbe* 
ther  in  paper  or  in  specie  being  forbidden  to  be 
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exported  on  pain  of  confiscation,  on  its  reintro- 
duction,  which  of  course  renders  it  unattaiiiable 
in  any  foreign  country.  Now  the  first  objtet  of 
Mattheus  was  to  obtain  a  place  of  asylum  foi^ 
his  wife  diiring  bar  illness ;  his  second,  was  to 
deposit  his  money  in  a  place  of  security,  ignorant 
as  he  was  of  what  fate  his  master  might  have 
reserved  for  him ;  and  his  third,  to  endeavour 
to  provide  the  means  of  hef  escape  upon  her  con- 
valescence. 

"  Mattvei  Mattveitch,"  said  Vasili,  "  you  have 
chosen  an  unfortunate  moment  to  crave  my  as- 
sistance ;  for  now,  being  a  fi'eeman,  I  am  about 
openly  to  extend  the  speculations  I  have  carried 
on,  and  therefore  I  shall  not  only  have  much 
more  to  engage  my  attention ;  but,  I  need  not 
teU  you,  when  a  man  is  reputed  rich,  what  risks 
he  runs  in  interfering  between  the  master  and  the 
slave." 

"  Risk !  Vasili  Petrovitch,  hast  thou  foigot- 
ten  the  risk  my  father  ran  for  thee  ?  And  did  not 
he,  as  the  poor  man,  hazard  as  much  as  thou 
canst  hazard  ?" 

"  Not  quite,  Mattvei  Mattveitdi,  the  poor  man 
can  only  jeopardize  his  skm,  but  the  rich  man 
risks  his  skm  and  his  money  too.  But  still,  my 
son,  think  not  that  I  am  ung]^teful  or  unfiiendl- 
ly  to  one  of  the  same  village.   As  to  your  money 
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Police  Office,  and  then,  who  knows  ?  I  may  be 
transferred  for  life  to  the  Lord's  iron  mines  in 
Perm  or  Viatka.  Now,  Vasili  Petrovitch,  will 
you  swear  to  me,  by  the  beard  of  your  father, 
by  your  hopes  of  salvation,  and  on  the  relics  of 
your  patron  ssdnt,  that,  when  I  am  hopelessly 
disposed  of,  you  will  endeavour  to  contrive  my 
wife's  escape  ?" 

•*  Why,  mercy  on  us  !  no,  Mattvei  Mattveitch, 
I  can  promise  nothing  so  unreasonable ;  money, 
judiciously  given,  will  always  deprecate  the 
wrath  of  any  Lord :  Ivan  Ivanovitch  is  rich  now 
J  grant  you,  but  God  bless  you  !  he  will  soon 
want  money  as  well  as  the  rest  of  them.  The 
gold  and  the  thousand  rouble  notes  were  piled 
last  night  upon  the  gaming-table,  as  I  heard 
from  Dimitri,  in  a  manner  that  made  one's 
mouth  water.  As  for  contriving  your  wife's 
escape,  I  can  imderstand  that,  when  your  wife  is 
in  your  own  possession,  you  should  bolt  and 
double  bar  her  in ;  but,  if  you  yourself  are  hope- 
leasly  removed,  what  does  it  signify  what  becomes 
of  her  ?  Oh,  no !  it  is  really  unreasonable  to 
8Uiq)06e  that  one  should  risk  utter  ruin  for  the 
sake — ^not  of  a  friend,  but  a  friend's  stamge  wife  1 
for  you  know  it  would  be  utter  ruin  to  a  rich 
man  to  be  concerned  in  eflfecting  the  escape 
even  of  his  own  son  from  the  country.     Oh  no. 
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I  will  not  defile  my  fingers  with  that  pitch  at 
fU[iy  price.  You  must  find  some  German  trader 
who  has  connexions  at  Cronstadt,  and  if  you 
tempt  him  vnth.  a  sufi^dent  sum,  he  will  seek 
you  out  some  mad  English  captain  of  a  ooDier, 
who  will  carry  her  off  out  of  pure  bravado." 

Mattheus  made  no  reply.  He  had  hoped  to 
arrange  this  through  some  other  channel,  but, 
with  a  foreboding  of  the  fate  which  awaited  him, 
fearful  of  failing,  he  had  been  anxious  of  provid-i 
ing  for  her  in  several  different  quarters  the 
means  of  flight. 

They  had  now  reached  the  Tolkoutshoy  Rynok, . 
a  sort  of  permanent  fair  for  every  imaginable 
species  of  commodities.  It  was  divided  into 
distinct  departments  of  rows  of  shops  and 
wooden  booths,  and  markets  held  in  the  open 
air.  Here  were  alleys  occupied  exclusively  by 
dealers  in  new  or  second-hand  fiuniture,  or 
ohipa,  or  clothes,  or  fi-uit,  or  poultry,  or  fish,  or 
broken  up  carriages,  or  old  iron,  or  second-hand 
rubbish  of  every  denomination. 

Here  also  are  the  general  receptacles  for  aU 
stolen  goods.  The  value  of  the  perquisites  of 
i^esfi  dingy  stalls  to  the  police  authorities  within 
whose  jurisdiction  they  fall  may  be  imagined 
from  the  f^ct,  that  the  bout<mhiik,  or  common 
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police  watchman,  receiving  some  eighteen  shil- 
lings of  annual  pay,  gives  a  present  of  twenty 
thousand  paper  roubles  (£900)  every  Easter  to 
his  chief. 

It  is  true  that  the  receivers  of  stolen  goods  are 
obliged  to  give  two  thirds  of  their  profits  to 
purchase  the  connivance  of  the  various  grades  of 
these  myrmidons  of  justice;  and  this,  they  have 
been  heard  to  argue,  shews  the  superiority  of  the 
system  over  that  of  other  countries,  where  the 
receiver  most  frequently  keeps  the  whole  of  the 


As  for  the  houtoushnik^  or  soldier  of  police, 
who  watches  these  transactions,  to  retain  so 
coveted  an  employment,  he  really  gives  up  to 
his  cbie&  three  fourths  of  the  amount  of  his 
extortions ;  and  then,  when  he  has  hoarded  up 
the  remainder  for  a  few  years,  one  of  his  supe- 
riors will  generally  squeeze  it  out  of  him  by  an 
ingenuity  of  menace  and  torture,  against  which 
even  the  obstinacy  to  which  he  trusts  is  not 
proof. 

At  length,  they  paused  in  an  alley  dedicated  to 
the  sale  of  old  rusty  iron,  and  here,  at  his  shop- 
door,  they  found  Ivan  Petrovitch.  His  costume 
was  sordid,  his  long  ragged  beard  was  reddened 
by  the  rust  of  his  wares,  but  there  was  a  sedate- 
ness  and  gravity  about  his  demeanour  which  in- 
^ired  req)ect. 
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He  greeted  both  his  brother  and  Mattheos 
distantly  and  coldly  even  when  informed  who 
the  latter  was,  and,  signing  to  him  to  pro- 
ceed, he  heard  the  whole  of  his  story  and  of 
his  petition  through.  Then  he  replied  bitterly, 
but  without  any  additional  warmth  in  his  tone, 
''  So,  Mattvei  Mattveitch,  at  length  the  hand 
of  the  Lord  is  heavy  upon  thee!  Ay!  no 
sooner  was  thy  fiither,  the  stanch  old  bdiever, 
laid  in  his  grave  than  thy  mother  abandoned  the 
true  faith,  to  take  up  vdth  the  general  heresy, 
and  the  doctrines  of  idolatry,  and  the  worship 
of  Antichrist;  and  so  God's  curse  has  fallen 
upon  thy  mother's  son.  Nevertheless,  thy  fiither 
was  a  good  and  true  man,  and  thus,  my  bowds 
yearning  with  compassion  towards  thee,  I  am 
led  to  incur  the  defilement  which  I  should  shun. 
Bring  to  me  thy  Midianite  wife,  I  will  give  her 
harbour  in  her  sickness,  notwithstanding  the  pol- 
lution to  my  roof." 

''  Oh,  Ivan  Petrovitch,  if  the  thanks  of  the 
son  of  your  valued  friend. . . ."  exclaimed  Mat- 
theus. 

*^  Thank  not  me,"  said  the  old  man,  ^  for 
that  which  the  Lord  may  perhaps  yet  call  me  to 
aoooimt  for." 

*^  But  /  will  thank  thee,  brother,  and  embrace 
thee  too,"  said  Yasili. 

"  Not  so !"  said  the  stem  sectarian!  '^my  spirit 
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is  vexed  and  troubled.  Anger  me  not  now. 
Call  me  not  brother,  apostate!  but  depart  in 
peace." 

<<  WeQ  theni  peace  be  with  thee,  good  Ivan  1 
I  depart  since  thou  offerest  us  not  even  a  pipe 
to  smoke." 

^^  To  smoke  I  thou  hast  surely  forgotten — 
askest  tihou  for  a  pipe  to  smoke  from  me,  when 
it  is  written,  that  it  is  not  that  which  goeth  into 
the  mouth,  but  that  which  cometh  out  which 
defileihr 

**  Oh  friend  of  my  departed  father  1"  said 
Mattheus,  to  whom  the  old  man  refrised  his 
hand,  kissing  the  hem  of  his  caftan,  ^'  if  we 
should  not  meet  again,  I  entrust  to  thee  all 
that  I  have  on  earth  most  precious.  Swear  to  me 
by  the  Bible,  that  thou  wilt  consider  her  a  sacred 
charge?" 

^  What,  swear?"  said  the  old  man  sorrow* 
fiilly.  "  Is  then  our  communion  with  heretics  and 
idolaters  to  be  one  series  of  profanations  and  of 
blasphemies  ?  If  thou  wert  walking  still  in  tihose 
paths  of  righteousness  in  which  thy  frither  moved 
so  imdeviatingly,  thou  wouldst  know  that  it  is 
written.  Swear  not  at  alL  I  have  said  it — go — 
the  hour  of  prayer  is  come  1" 

**  Good  Ivan  Petrovitch,  perhaps  we  never 
meet  again." 

G  3 


13Q  THE  WHIT9   SL4V«, 

^'  I  do  not  wish  we  should,"  said  tl 
and,  turning  his  bade  upw  them  hot 
into  his  inner  shop." 

''  Come  1"  said  the  brother, ''  let 
then  he  added  musingly,  as  if  in  soi 
the  result  of  his  own  apostacy,  "  Bi 
many  Emperors,  and  so  many  prie 
many  wise  men,  and  so  many  rich 
not  have  gone  astray.  Could  they, 
tron,  St.  Sergius? — ^Now,  Mattvei 
to-morrow  I  expect  thee ;  to-day  h 
day  of  fast  and  labour ;  to-d^y  I  am  si 
but  to-morrow  is  the  prasnik,  the  I 
lo-morrow  we  will  make  merry." 

"  Merry  1"  echoed  Mattheus,  as 
his  hand,  and  proceeded  on  his  soliti 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

"  Well  !"  said  the  Prince  Isaakoff  to  Horace, 
"  how  did  you  come  oflF  last  night  ?" 

"  Middling,"  replied  Horace ;"  but  you  must 
have  lost  prodigiously." 

"More  than  ever  I  lost  in  twenty  sittings 
before.  But  when  a  bold  player  encoimters 
cowards,  he  is  like  the  skilful  Andalusian  ma- 
tadores  —  a  good  thorough-bred  fierce  bull, 
which  is  game  to  the  back-bone,  they  can 
conquer,  because  they  know  exactly  l\ow  and 
where  he  will  strike  home — ^but  your  ill-bred 
craven  torOy  whose  courage  only  comes  out 
by  fits  and  starts,  who  backs  as  often  as  he 
attacks,  occasions  all  the  accidents  of  the  bull- 
ring. If  I  had  held  the  bank  another  hour, 
you  would  have  seen  another  story;  but  you 
broke  up — you  played  unhandsomely," 

"  Not  I !"  said  Lochadoff- 
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"  Ohy  no !  you,  and  Durakoff,  and  Hor 
were  among  the  losers.  When  you  were  go« 
I  tried  my  fortune  with  Dimitri,  and  I  1* 
a  run  of  luck  which  would  have  shewn  a  ve 
different  result." 

"  How  fortunate  that  Jakof  always  is !" 

"Yes;  bearing  out  the  adage  of  foo 
fortune.     Still  Jakof  will  play  sometimes." 

"That  is  the  only  good  point  about  bins 
said  Durakoff. 

"Well,  considering  his  ample  means,  I  a^ 
free  to  confess,"  replied  the  Prince,  "that  tt 
qualification  gives  him  more  claims  to  tb 
friendship  than  any  other  he  could  humaici 
possess.  You  see  I  bear  people  no  ill-^ 
for  carrying  off  my  money." 

•*  So  they  will  only  give  you  the  opportunii 
of  winning  it  back,"  observed  Horace. 

"  Precisely — ^with  some  of  their  own." 

"Well,  I  was  a  greater  loser  than  you,*' 
observed  Durakoff. 

''  The  devil  you  were  !" 

"Win  you  bet?" 

"Any  thing  in  creation.  You  are  dream- 
ing!" 

"Well,  then,  I  will  bet  you  my  reversioii 
to  a  house  worth  thirty  thousand  roubles  against 
my  choice  of  one  of  your  slaves." 
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^*  My  dear  Durakoff !  have  you  been  making 
a  Champagne  breakfast  this  morning  ?" 

**Willyounotbet?" 

"  Something  reasonable — ^if  you  will  lay  such 
an  unreasonable  wager — " 

*^  It  is  perfectly  reasonable.  I  have  nothing 
to  risk  just  now,  so  I  can  only  stake  what  I  am 
going  to  have." 

''WeD,  then,  let  it  be  a  bet/'  said  Isaakoff. 
**  No  one  can  say  I  am  robbing  you ;  for  who 
the  devil  will  remember  such  a  claim  till  your 
unde  dies?" 

•* It  is  done  then?" 

Isaakoff  nodded.  '^  I  suppose  you  have  con- 
sidered how  tough  the  old  gentleman  is,  and 
wish  to  know  exactly  what  I  have  lost  ?" 

**  Oh,  no !  we  can  decide  the  wager  witihout 
knowing  its  amount.  Have  you  lost  every 
thing?" 

"No,"  said  Isaakoff. 

"  /  have/*  said  Durakoff. 

"Ay!"  observed  Isaakoff;  "then  it  is  a 
thorough  case  of  destitution,  for  I  remember  you 
lost  even  your  temper." 

"  Yes,"  continued  Durakoff,  "  every  tangible 
kopek;  for  yesterday  I  took  my  last  furs,  plate, 
and  jewels  to  the  Lombard — and  every  pro- 
spective kopek  for  the  next  three  months." 

"You  would  have  met  many  of  our  last 
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night's  friends  there  to-day/'  observed  Locha- 
dolBF. 

"Their  to-morrow  will  be  my  to-day  then" 
replied  Durakoff ;  "  but  I  submit  that  my  wager 
is  won." 

"Not  in  the  least;  this  is  cavilling  upon 
words,"  said  the  Prince. 

"  I  appeal  to  those  gentlemen  !"  said  Durakoff. 

"  Well !"  replied  Horace,  "  it  is  one  of  those 
stupid  wagers  of  which  the  terms  were  not 
properly  defined,  and  which  must  therefore  be 
drawn." 

"  I  contend  that  it  is  won." 

"  Did  you  ever  hear  of  a  wager  won  by  a  jeu 
de  mot  ?"  said  Isaakoff,  a  little  contemptuously. 

"  Well,  then,  will  you  toss  up  for  it  ?" 

"  What ;  for  the  choice  of  one  of  my  slaves 
against  a  property  which  may  come  to  me 
in  the  year  1900,  if  I  win  it  ?" 

"Well,  will  you  sell?"  said  Lochadoff;  "for 
Durakoff  is  only  blundering  about  it." 

"Now  you  are  nearer  the  mark,"  said  the 
Prince.  "  My  ready  money  is  gone,  and  I 
am  obliged  to  sell,  so  that,  having  once  begua 
it,  I  would  sell  any  thing,  coin  my  grandfather, 
if  he  were  a  bar  of  gold,  and  weigh  him  out  by 
the  pound  if  he  were  a  marketable  commodity." 

"  In  fiict,"  said  Lochadoff,  "  we  want  to  buy 
QDB  of  your  best  slaves  between  us." 


BT 
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^'  I  thought  Durakoff  had  lost  all  his  money." 

^'  YeSy  but  we  are  in  partnership.  LochadofF 
finds  the  money  and  I  the  wit." 

^^Am  I  right  in  supposing  that  Dimitri  is 
your  chief  confidant  now ;  for  I  do  not  see  your 
French  Legros  ?" 

"  Oh !"  replied  the  Prince,  "  Legros  is  in- 
valuable in  his  way,  but  I  just  happen  to  have 
sent  him  on  a  diplomatic  mission." 

"  A  mission  ?" 

"Yes,  to  Paris;  and  as  the  story,  to  make 
a  good  one,  wants  publicity,  and  I  can  trust 
to  your  discretion  in  a  piece  of  mischief, 
you  must  know  that  Jakof  was  in  the  Morskoi 
at  the  milliner's,  and  that  the  Esmeralda 
became  enamoured — " 

"  Of  Jakof?" 

"  Oh !  nothing  so  miraculous ;  only  of  a  dress 
he  had  purchased,  it  was  the  only  one  in  St. 
Petersburg.  The  milUner's  correspondent  had 
written  that  the  pattern  was  rare,  and  therefore 
no  more  were  forwarded.  Of  course,  the  Lady, 
when  it  was  not  to  be  had,  conceived  an  out- 
rageous longing  for  it,  and  Jakof  proposes  to 
present  it  to  her  on  her  birth-day.  Now  there 
were  two  and  twenty  days  till  then,  so  within 
twenty  minutes  of  the  time  that  Jakof  confided 
it  to  me,  I  despatched  Legros  to  Paris.  He  is 
io  go  to  the  fountain  head,  to  the  manufacturer, 
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and  to  bring  me  back  as  fast  as  post-horses  will 
cany  him,  a  dozen  similar,  which  I  am  going  to 
present  to  a  dozen  of  the  dames  who  are  to 
meet  at  the  Esmeralda's,  making  each  believe 
that  hers  is  the  celebrated  dress." 

"  Oh !  the  scene  will  be  admirable !"  observed 
DurakofF. 

''  But  I  wss  about  to  observe,"  said  Lochadoff, 
"  that  your  Dimitri  is  a  slave  of  mine.  You 
wanted  to  buy  him  last  time  you  came  fix>m 
abroad." 

^Always  providing  that  he  did  not  know 
it." 

"He  suits  you  then?" 

"  As  a  hired  servant.  The  rascal  has  picked 
up  all  the  languages  and  vices  of  England, 
France,  Germany  and  Italy,  and  ingrafted  them 
upon  the  parent  stock;  but  I  grant  you  that  he 
suits  me  well." 

"How  strange  that,  with  so  many  serfi  of 
your  own,  you  should  hire  a  Russian  valet !" 
observed  Horace. 

"My  dear  fellow,"  replied  Isaakoff,  "expe- 
rience teaches  us  that  it  is  the  only  way  to  get 
well  served.  If  Lochadoff  wanted  a  valet,  and 
I  discharged  him,  he  would  not  employ  his 
own  serf  in  that  capadty,  but  hire  a  slave  of 
some  one  else." 

"Of  course/'  said  Lochadoff;    "I  hire  a 
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Russian  as  it  is.  But  now,  Isaakoff,  I  am  will- 
ing to  pay  any  difference,  but  the  serf  of  yours 
I  wish  to  have  is  an  old  merchant,  a  certain 
YasiU  Petrovitch,  of  whom  I  dare  say  you  have 
never  heard." 

"  Why,  that  is  the  man  who  brought  me  the 
sturgeon  the  last  time  we  breakfasted  together. 
Now  what  in  Heaven's  name  do  you  want  with 
oWVasiliPetrovitch?" 

*'  WeD,  then,  the  truth  is  this,  the  old  sinner 
has  married  the  little  singer,  Katinka ;  he  shuts 
her  up  like  a  marmot  in  a  Savoyard's  box,  and 
Durakoff  and  I  are  determined  to  get  at  her  if 
we  were  to  revolutionize  the  State  for  it." 

"^  Hush !  hush  !"  said  Isaakoff,  ''  that  is  an 
ugly  jest" 

'^We  have  determined  to  dub  his  money 
and  my  wit  together  for  that  purpose,"  said 
Durakoff;  "  we  can  toss  up  for  her  afterwards." 

"There  is  only  one  objection,  gentlemen," 
said  Isaakoff. 

"You  will  find  us  strongly  indisposed  to 
admit  any,"  observed  Lochadoff. 

"  Which  is  as  follows,"  continued  the  Prince; 
"  that  some  one  has  been  beforehand  with  you. 
He  is  sold." 

"Who  was  your  customer?  He  must  re-sell, 
we  will  give  him  a  handsome  profit." 

"  It  is  hardly  probable  that  he  will.'^ 


comes  down  liberally,  which  he  must ;  < 
me  to  whom  you  have  sold  him." 

**  To  himself,"  replied  Isaakoff  with  ; 
cious  smile. 

''Now,  what  on  earth  could  be  mc 
yoking  ?" 

"  I  admit,"  continued  IsaakoflF,  "  thai 
not  aware  that  the  old  sinner  had  marri 
a  pretty  wife ;  but  I  am  quite  out  of 
have  another  slave  here  in  the  house, 
spouse  was  the  most  beautiful  woman 
Petersburg ;  she  is  seized  with  some  nu 
fever." 

"So  the  old  Vasili  Petrovitch,  K 
husband,  is  a  freeman  !"  observed  the  cod 
couple  with  profound  disappointment. 

''  But,  never  mind,  I  swear  by  his  be 
by  Jakof  s  spectacles,"  added  Durakoff, 
will  get  at  Katinka  notwithstanding." 

"  Ay,"  said  Lochadoff,  "  if  he  had  pu 
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conduct  my  own  horses  thither.     I  have  done 
with  him  and  am  going  to  start  him  now/' 

Let  us  shift  the  scene  to  the  door  of  Bob 
Bridle's  stable. 

Lucifer  is  saddled  and  tied  up  by  the  halter ; 
the  light  summer  cloths  are  carefully  padced 
on  the  saddle-bow,  and  he  is  all  ready  excepting 
his  bridle. 

Boby  with  his  coat  off  and  his  sleeves  tucked 
up,  is  still  rubbing  down  the  horse's  sleek, 
glossy,  satin-looking  skin,  which  here  and  there 
seems  like  a  kid  glove  tightly  drawn  over  lengths 
of  packthread,  so  distinctly  visible  and  promi* 
nent  are  the  veins  beneath  it. 

The  water-brush,  which  Lucifer  has  some 
how  got  hold  of,  is  lying  at  his  feet  bitten  to 
pieces,  and,  as  if  to  apologise  for  this  misb^ 
haviour,  he  rubs  his  head  affectionately  against 
Bob  Bridle's  shoulder. 

"  Now,"  said  Bob,  *'  there  isn't  a  loose  hair 
or  grain  of  dust  in  your  coat,  and  if  any  body 
says  to  the  contrairy,  I  should  like  to  see  'em 
pint  it  out ;  ah  !  it  is  of  no  use  coaxing  Luc^, 
you  hadn't  ought  to  have  pulled  that  brush  to 
pieces.  It's  of  no  use  whinnying,  not  one  bit 
of  sugar,  not  the  stump  of  a  carrot,  shall  you  . 
have  this  blessed  morning.  Not  if  you  was  to 
go  down  on  them  knees  of  your'n,  which  by  my 
leave  howsomedever  you  should  not  do  if  you 
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was  80  inclined  without  your  knee-caps  on,  to 
perweot  your  rubbing  off  the  hair.     Not  if  you 
VIS  to  go  down  upon  them  knees  and  kiss  the 
I     bol^  and  swear  in   plain  English  that  you'd 
J    never  do  it  again." 

J       Here  Lucifer  whinnied  and  raised  up  one  hoof 

I      tt  he  had  been  taught  to  do. 

I         "Wen,**  said  Bob  relentingly,  "worse  sins 

W  been  forgiven   in  this  here  world,  to  say 

^M)(hing  of  that  there  one  as,  nilly  willy,  we  must 

^  go  to.     You  want  to  shake  hands  upon  it, 

do  yofu,  and  make  it  up  ?  Well,  it  wam't  andsome 

^you,  but  forgive  and  forget  is  my  maxum,  so 

give  us  your  paw;  no  that  is  the  left  hand, 

'^ever  forget  your  manners,  specially  to  them  as 

^^fts  your  oats  and  rubs  you  down :  always  give 

''te  right  foot  first  and  keep  the  other  in  your 

pocket  tiU  it's  asked  for." 

The  sagacious  animal,  finding  that  this  one 
^^te  not  accepted,  gave  up  his  other  foot. 

"That  is  right,"  said  Bob,  takmg  hold  of  it, 
liere  is  your  sugar,  and  a  pretty  hoof  it  is, 
^^«'d  have  a  lavender-coloured  kid  glove'  or  a 
^lack  satin  boot,  like  them  Miss  Blanche  usei 
^^  wear  on  her  dear  little  feet,  made  for  it 
^^Wore  you  could  say  Jack  Robinson,  only  that 
Xt  would  be  a  pity  to  hide  it." 

fiut  at  this  moment  Bob  perceived  Dietrich 
^oid  Dimitri  beside  him. 


:a 
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Bob  had  been  of  late  cultivating  an  assiducrmiif 
acquaintance  with  Dimitri,  the  only  Russian  tie 
knew  who  spoke  English,  who  could  teach  hizs 
a  little  Russ,  and  who  could  explain  to  hLKO 
every  thing  he  wished  to  know,  and  Dimitarii 
for  some  private  reasons  of  his  own,  had  be^s^ 
equally  friendly. 

"  The  steward  says,"  observed  Dimitri,  "  th^B^ 
your  horse  looks  as  if  he  could  speak.'' 

"  He  looks,"  said  Bob  with  honest  pride,  ** 
if  he  would  say  more  sensible  things  than 
many  Christians,  if  he  did— ^" 

"But  Boje  mm,  what  is   the  matter  wit 
your  arm  ?"  asked  Dimitri. 

"  Oh !"  said  Bob,  the  inner  part  of  whos^^^ 
arms  appeared  like  the  tatooed  skui  of  a  Soutt-^** 
Sea  Islander,  "  that  is  a  frolic  when  I  was  s         ^ 
boy :  it's  the  pedigree  of  a  famous  horse,  as  th^^"*® 
the  other  lads  in  the  stable  pricked  in  with  vet-^"*^' 
milion  and  gunpowder,  and  all  that  is  fancy-^^^^' 
work  round  about  it.     It  was  just  no  use,  unks^t^^^ 
there  had  been  room  for  the  whole  stud-book." 

Dimitri,  with  a  little  Tartar  groom,  was  aboui^^^ 
to  take  down  two  of  the  Prince's  horses. 
Bob  had  been  two  hours  awaiting  him. 

Just  past  the  Barrier,  Dimitri  dismounted  at 
the  first  traktirchik%  and  called  for  Madeira  and 
porter,  and  furth^  on  he  stopped  to  smoke  and 
drink  again,  to  which,  as  Bob  Bricfle  was  act 
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tied  to  any  particular  hour,  he  made  no  parti- 
cukr  objecticm ;  but  he  was  not  by  any  means 
10  tnctaUe,  when  the  valet,  inspired  by  the 

■  ohSantiDg  liquids  imbibed,  seemed  determined 

■  to  gilk^  the  horses  along  the  hard  Macadamised 
I     nud. 

I         At  length,  about  midway,  they  stopped  to 

Ut  and  repose  for  a  couple  of  hours,  and  here 

%utri  insisted  on  treating  Bob  to  champagne, 

^viuch,  considering  the  nature  of  his  predilection 

^  him,  he  could  wdl  afford  to  do. 

for  Dimitri's  friendship  arose  from  the  fact 

^iiis  settling  all  the  bills.     It  was  true  that 

^b  looked  with  a  hawk's  eye  to  see  exactly  the 

ikUinber  of  roubles  charged  and  the  amount 

Sivea  out,  and  flattered  himself  that  he  was  not 

^^'^eated  of  a  single  kopek,  which,  it  may  be  as 

^^  to  inform  the  reader  is  a  fictitious  value, 

^"^^liresenting  the  hundredth  part  of  ten  pence 

^^Upenny,  into  which,  for  the  purpose  of  decimal 

^^mputation,  Rusaan  money  is  divided. 

But,  like  those  individuals  whom  the  wisdom 

^f  our  adage-making  ancestors  has  stigmatized 

^«  penny-wise  and  pound-foolish,  Bob,  though 

^^ot   dieated   in   the   kopeks,  was  desperately 

^o  in  the   roubles;  for  Dimitri  had  at  once 

)»oeiv6d  that  Bob  had  not  distinguished  between 

the  paper  rouble  and  the  silver  rouble,  vAach 
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is  three  times  and  a  half  its  value — 
which  Dimitri  had  artfully  encouraged,  i 
enabled  him  to  raise  a  commissbn 
hundred  and  fifty  per  cent  on  tl 
transactions. 

At  length,  elevated  with  champagn 
insisted  on  proceeding  and  galloping  o 
journey's  end,  and  the  matter  termi 
Bob's  obstinately  remaining  behind, 
Lucifer  his  two  hours'  repose,  and  1 
him  gently  onwards.  Now,  after  Dii 
parture,  Bob  noticed  a  poor  dust 
sweating  under  the  heat  of  his  ooai 
great  coat,  stop  and  drink  eagerl; 
the  horse-trough.  Although  he  was 
Bob's  compassion  for  him  was  aroused 

"Won't  you  have  something  bett 
Bob,  "that  is  enough  to  give  you 
complaint,"  and,  to  render  his  wo 
intelligible,  he  took  out  his  case-b< 
poured  a  liberal  supply  into  the  ci 
the  soldier  tossed  off  with  a  profusion 
though  with  a  little  suspicion  lurking  i 
at  this  disinterested  kindness. 

Let  us  shift  the  scene  to  Strdna, 
the  reader  to  understand  what  is  about 
Every  one  trembled.     The  Grand  £ 
j^tantine  Pablovitch^  (the  son  of  Pauli] 
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brother  of  the  Emperor  Nicholas,  in  whose 
hYoar  be  had  resigned  the  throne,  had  got  up, 
18  the  oursery-maids  express  it,  "with  the 
wrong  foot  foremost." 

Already  those  keen  observers  to  whom  his 
humour  had  become  so  terrible  a  study,  had 
Ivmted  abroad  that  his  brow  looked  lowering ; 
ttui  the  intelligence  ran  from  mouth  to  mouthy 
tt  men  speak  of  signs  fearful  and  portentous. 

That  wrath,  which  in  private  life  would  have 
been  ridiculed,  power  rendered  momentously 
twful,  and  it  was  compared  to  the  lightning,  of 
*^bich  none  knew  how  it  was  kindled,  or  on 
^hom  it  would  alight. 

It  is  true  that  he  was  not  in  his  \^e-royalty 

^   Poland,   and   that   consequently  those  ex- 

P^^oed  to    his  imcertain  temper    formed    here 

'^t  a  portion   of  the  troops,  the  inspection  of 

^^lich  he  had  undertaken. 

But  amongst  those  unlucky  wights  whom  it 

^^^^mcemed,  from  the  general  aide-de-camp  down 

^  the  private,    this   untoward    predisposition 

^^ocasioned  an  uneasiness  which  was  distinctly 

Visible  on  their  countenances ;  for,  under  these 

^mumstances,  they  all  well  knew  how  the  Grand 

l3uke  would  quarrel  with  the  setting  on  of  a 

Mldier'a  chako,  or  the  position  of  a  button  on 

Ilia  uniform,  and  doom  him  to  the  severest 

VOL.   u.  H 


by  the  minutest  attentiou  to  their 
appearance,  for  his  wrath  would  wrea 
some  one ;  and  they  were  therefore  ioi 
of  those  village  school-boys,  who  are  1 
school  by  the  tyrannical  m^st^,  who 
to  strike  the  last  xmfbrtunate.  The] 
that  some  one  mu$t  suffer,  and  the 
only  anxious  personally  to  ay<Hd  his 
which,  from  their  very  trepidation,  the^ 
incurred. 

On  the  subject  of  the  minutifls 
of  military  costume,  and  di3cipUQe,  an 
whole  of  the  Romanoff  family  have  lo 
under  what  the  French,  with  all  their 
pomp  and  circumstance  of  war,  have 
the  ^^  mania  of  corporalism."  Alei 
about  as  deeply  imbued  with  it  as  af^ 
of  the  martinet  to  be  met  with  iz 
Europe ;  but  in  him  it  was  scarcely 
ih  comparison  with  his  father  Pau 
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aDRussiaDS,  excepting  the  Cossacks — a  very  bold 
iiorsttDao,  was  about  to  inspect  the  riding  of 
some  of  the  cadets  and  privates. 

Now  it  happened  that,  a  few  weeks  before,  on 
hvniDg  a  comer,  he  had  come  across  an  officer 
who  was  wearing  his  cocked  hat  with  the  point 
ftrward  instead  of  broad-wise,  according  to  the 
regulation;  he  degraded  him  from  his  lieutenancy, 
uhI  made  him  a  oommon  soldier  on  the  spot ; 
bat,  his  temper  being  ruffled  by  this  incident,  he 
aauthed  the   pockets   of  the  next  half-dozen 
<!idet8  whom  he  met,  in  quest  of  kid  gloves ; 
<mi,  making  them  open  their  coats,  he  at  length 
Pitdied    upon    an    unlucky   youth,   who    had 
P^petrated   the   offence  of  venturing  to  wear 
^  flhirt  many  degrees  finer  than  the  regulations 
^Jlowed.   The  Duke  caused  him  to  strip  it  off 
^  the  open  street,  and  also  doomed  him  to  the 
^^^oks ;  but,  as  the  two  delinquents  were  smart 
^^  soldier-like  in   their  appearance,  bore  an 
^^nUemisbed  character,  and  were  considered  as 
%ood  riders  in  their  regiments,  he  determined  to 
%ui8fcr  them  as  privates  to  a  model  regiment  at 
^axBaw,  as  both  happened  to  be  from  the  Polish 
frontier ;  and  on  this  acoount  they  were  amongst 
the  offioers  and  cadets  who  were  to  display  their 
honeoiaDahip  before  him. 

Lot  the  reader  imagine    the    riding-school 

H  2 
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echoing  to  the  stentorian  roar  of  the  Grari^d 
Duke's  angry  voice,  and  his  dependents  ^mM 
trembling,  because  the  unfavourable  auguiy  ^3f 
his  coimtenance  that  morning  had  been  terribXy 
verified,  and  he  had  not  only  been  scatteriai.£ 
his  punishments  with  savage  profusion,  bi^t 
there  was  little  reason  to  believe  the  distribution 
of  them  over,  the  most  difficult  portion  of  the^ 
exhibition  being  yet  before  them. 

Several  of  the  riders  were  looking  anxiously  ^^ 
the  leaping-bar,  and  counting  the  nimiber  C^^ 
holes  at  which  it  was  placed,  with  trepidatioL.^'i 
when  the  Grand  Duke,  to  their  utter  disoomfitup^^^^ 
caused  it  to  be  raised  several  pegs  higher. 

"  Now,"  said  the  Grand  Duke  to  one  of  hiss- 
aides-de-camp,  "  I  think  that  will  do — go 
try  it." 

'*  Monseigneur !"  replied  the  colonel  ai< 
camp,  in  an  accent  of  involuntary  suppUcatimu-i^ 
"  It  is  rather  high  !" 

"  What !  dog,  whose  mother  I  have  defiled  !'* 
roared  Constantine — and  the  aide-de-camp 
dreading  more  the  wrath  of  the  Prince  than  the 
barrier,  at  once  spiured  his  horse  at  it ;  but,  in 
the  first  place,  it  was  too  high  for  his  horse 
to  rise  to,  and,  in  the  next,  he  was  too  nervouB 
to  lift  him,  so  that  the  animal  turned  short 
round*     The  Grand  Duke  jumped  in  an  instant 
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on  his  charger,  which  a  soldier  held  beside  him, 
^i,  leaping  backwards  and  forwards  over  the 
bar,  he  came  up  to  the  Colonel,  and  spat  full  in 
hisfice. 

"There,"  he  roared,  "  is  it  too  high  ?     Go  to 
4e  barracks,  hound — a  month's  arrest  1" 

"/  have  erredy*  repeated  the  Colonel  with 
humilify ;  and,  watching  till  the  Grand  Duke's 
head  was  turned,  to  wipe  the  spittle  from  his 
fiM3e,  he  sneaked  off  to  the  place  of  arrest. 

Constantine   now   ordered    another   of   the 

'iders  to  take  the  barrier,  who,  although  he  was 

^oisaed  about  on  the  saddle,  gained  such  desperate 

^*Jergy  from  the  terrors  of  the  Grand  Duke 

*^hind  him,  that  he  forced  his  horse  to  dear  it, 

**  Put  up  the  bar  a  peg  higher  !" 

-And,  on  a  signal  made,  another  unfortunate 

*^^iC3er  advanced  to  attempt  the  leap;  but  his 

^^•^   conveyed  a  tremulous   motion    to    the 

"""^i^i— once,   twice,   thrice,    his    horse    refused 

*'Dash  up  against  it ;  spur  him  at  it !"  thun- 
the  Grand  Duke. 

The  terrified  rider  spurred  his  horse,  and 
^^^  animal  stopped  suddenly  short,  flinging  him 
^^"Ver  its  head, 

"Oh,  the  fool!"  said  the  GrandDuke;  "a 
^^aonth's  arrest.    Now,  get  on  again." 


150  THE  WHITE   SLAVE. 

But  he  could  not  hold  the  bridle;  his  left 
arm  was  broken. 

"  Take  him  away,  I  am  glad  of  it ;  I  wish  it 
was  his  neck !  Put  up  the  bar  a  peg  higher. 
Now  you,  sir,  get  upon  that  horse  and  take  him 
over."  And  thus  half-a-dozen  horsemen  were 
forced  successively  to  attempt  the  leap,  till  they 
were  thrown,  or  their  horses  thrown  down,  or 
the  men  injured  against  the  barrier. 

At  length  it  came  to  the  turn  of  the  two 
d^;raded  men.  The  Duke  had  caused  the  bar 
to  be  so  constantly  raised  that  there  seemed  no 
chance  of  their  horses  being  able  to  leap  it.  But 
if  the  barrier  was  before,  the  thimder  of  Con- 
stantine's  voice  was  behind  them.  The  ex-cadet 
first  attempted,  or  feigned  an  attempt,  of  the 
futility  of  which  he  was  beforehand  persuaded, 
for  his  horse  refused  the  leap.  By  this  time  the 
Grand  Duke  was  furious.  "  Take  him  up  to  it 
with  more  life,  hound ;  use  the  spur !  Dash 
him  to  atoms  against  it ! — break  all  his  cursed 
bones  and  your  own  too,  or  I  will  have  them 
broken  for  you !" 

But  the  rider,  smarting  imder  his  degradation 
to  the  ranks,  had  turned  dogged,  and  persisted 
in  bringing  his  charger  at  a  safe  pace  up  to  the 
leap. 

"  Get  off,  devil's  head !  (Chortava  gohvay 
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K»red  the  Grand    Duke.      "  Begone   to   the 

guard-house ;  I  award  you  five  hundred  lashes  ! 

Now  you,"  he  continued  to  the  ex-lieutenant: 

I      "and  if  you  don't  take  it,  I  have  defiled  your 

'Bother ! — I  will  have  both  man    and    horse 

{Midced  over  with  lances !" 

»  Thus  admonished,  the  degraded  oflicer,  who 

^n^  a  good  rider  and  well  mounted,  lifted  his 

horse  so  energetically  that  he  carried  him  to  the 

other  side  of  the  barrier,  though  not  indeed 

^thout  grazing  it  with  his  feet. 

"  He  touched — he  touched !"  said  the  Grand 
'^^e,  "bring  him  back." 
^e  leaped  back. 
**  Now,  again,"  said  Constantine. 
*Xliis  time  the  horse  fell  headlong  with  his 

*'Put  him  to  it  again!"  roared  the  Grand 
"^Aie. 

^ut  all  the  desperate  efforts  of  the  ex- 
^Xitwiant,  from  whose  nose  and  mouth  the 
•^^^xxl  was  streaming  the  while,  seemed  imable 
^  determine  the  affrighted  and  perhaps  injured 
^^imal  to  rise  again.  At  length  the  rider  let  the 
^^idle-reins  drop  in  utter  discouragement  on 
\ie  horse's  neck. 

"  Let  me  crave  ten  minutes'  rest,  your  Imperial 
digfaneas." 
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*^Did  my  horse  touch  when  I  leaped  ib^  ^ 
asked  the  Grand  Duke. 

*'  In  the  first  place,  the  bar  has  since  h^^'^^ 
raised  many  pegs,  in  the  next  your  Highness,  i^ 
better  mounted,"  said  the  Lithuanian,  growiao^ 
reckless. 

"  Oh !  he  reasons  with  me,  he  argues.     L^*" 

your   horse:    to  the  barracks.     Five  hundr^^ 

lashes  with  the  other  !" 

***** 

Now  Constantine  had  left  this  scene,  still  hai  -^ 
stifled  with  rage,  like  a  thunder-doud  ov 
charged  with  electricity  and  ready  to  spend  it 
upon  the  first  object.  He  was  galloping  alon^ 
the  high-road  at  a  fiirious  pace,  accompanied  b^J 
two  of  his  ofiScers  and  half  a  dozen  Cossacks^ 
when  he  caught  sight  of  the  unfortunate  soldiei^^ 
to  whom  Bob  Bridle  had  given  a  draught  fron^ 
his  case-bottle. 

Now  almost  as  far  as  the  soldier  could  dis — 
tinguish  the  uniforms  of  the  riders,  he  recognised  - 
the  terrible  Grand  Duke. 

A  private,  as  well  as  a  cadet,  is  strictly  for- 
bidden to  ride  in  any  vehicle ;  and  the  soldier 
had  ventured  on  this  long  walk  to  take  home  a 
pair  of  shoes  he  had  been  making,  in  the  full 
confidence  of  bemg  back  in  time  for  his  duties, 
by  getting  a  lift  in  some  peasant's  taleya  along 
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the  road  back  to  his  quarters,  and  this — 
to  say  nothing  of  his  heavy,  dusty  great- 
coat being  unbuttoned,  and  his  leathern  stock 
loosened — of  course  he  dared  not  avow  to  a 
superior  to  whom  he  might  naturally  appear 
to  be  at  an  imwarrantable  distance  from  his 
barracks. 

So  just  exclaiming  "  Constantine  Pablo- 
vitch!"  he  jumped  up,  and  bolted  right  through 
the  traktirchik's  into  the  garden,  intending  to 
make  for  the  woods  at  the  back ;  but  here  he 
found  no  issue,  excepting  through  a  wicket 
which  led  into  the  yard  where  Bob  was  tending 
Lucifer,  who  was  tied  up  in  the  shade  with  a 
feed  before  him. 

But  here  too  there    was    no    visible  outlet 

unless  to    the  high    road,    and    the    terrified 

soldier  made  an  ineffectual  effort  to  dimb  the 

high  palisade  which  dinded  him  from  the  fields. 

"  Ah,"  said  Bob,  as  he  slipped  down,  "  so 

you  have  made  a  false  start  of  it ;  but  you  look 

a  poor,  hunted,  frightened  devil,    you  do,  so 

whoever  is  after  you    shall    have   a    distance 

ahead  and  a  fair  run  across  country."      And 

Bob  very  dexterously  made  a  step  of  one  arm 

i>y  holding  the  paling,  signing  to  the  soldier  to 

place  his  foot  on  it,  and  then  he  did  the  same 

Ching  with  the  other  arm,  and  so  alternately  till 

H  3 


"  inai  IS  ngni,    saia  ooo,  "  now,  u 
any  need    to   run  at    all,  don't  wait 
change." 

Without  understanding  the  pith  of  tl 
given  him,  the  Russian  put  it  at  once  in 
by  scamperiDg  as  fast  as  his  legs  would  c 

At  this  moment  the  Grand  Duke  ca 
a  furious  gallop,  and  reined  in  at  the  tra 
door. 

His  quick  eye  had  recognised  a  sold 
as   the   soldier   had   recognized  him, 
attention    was  immediately  attracted, 
angry  suspicions  aroused,  by  the  obvii 
tude  of  the  soldier  to  avoid  him. 

"  Where  is  that  soldier  who  just  a 
here?" 

The  traktirchik,  or  tavern-keeper,  who 
by  the  noise  of  the  hoofe  of  horses,  hai 
his  door,  bowinjs:  almost  to  the  ^jound. 


i 


THE  WHITE   SLAVE. 

"Rogaei  Scoundrel!  Thief!  thou  hast 
favoured  his  escape,"  howled  the  Grand  Duke. 

Tile  traktirchik  throwing  himself  on  the 
ground,  before  the  Prince's  horse,  protested  his 
iniiocence. 

""  Rascal  and  robb^ !"  continued  Constantine, 

endeavouring    to    force    his    horse    over    the 

tractirchik's  prostrate  body,  whilst  the  animal, 

^  cruel  or  more  reasonable  than  his  master, 

obstinately  refused  to  trample  the  victim  beneath 

Ws  hoof. 

Suddenly,  however,  the  Grand  Duke  desisted 
from  his  attempt 

**  Get  up !"  he  said,  "  so  thou  keepest  wines 

^^d  spirits,  and  vodtka,  and  dainties  to  seduce 

^*ie  Emperor's  officers  and  soldiers  into  expense 

^   they  pass  by ;  thou  harbourest  them  in  their 

^***obedience,  and  connivest  at  their  extravagance? 

"^'"ing  me  out  here  all  the  contents  of  thy  cellar, 


and  spirits,  and  everything  else."    * 
-And   the    Grand    Duke,    bounding    to    his 
^^^%  from  the  back  of  his  horse,  drew  his  sabre 
^^     fiercely,  that  the  tavern-keeper  fell  upon  his 
*^^^ee8. 

"  Get  up,  cursed  hound  !  I  have  defiled  thy 

^^other!     Bring  hither  the  whole  contents  of 

^Viy  cellar.     You !    don't  sit  stuck  upon  your 

^Xorseiike  a  statue,"  said  Constantine  to  General 
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,  his  aide-de-camp ;  "  but  draw, 

and  help  me." 

The  General  dismounted  obsequious 
horse,  and  drew  his  sabre,  imcertain  Vi 
work  he  was  about  to  be  called  on  1 
The  other  officers  of  his  suite,  epaul 
aguilletted,  and  plumed,  and  bediz 
orders  as  they  were,  hurried  down  to 
accompanied  by  some  of  the  Cossack 
the  traktirchik  and  his  waiters  in  b 
their  miscellaneous  contents. 

"Now,"  said  the  Grand  Duke,  i 
there  was  a  pile  of  bottles  before  him 
will  ruin  you,  you  rascal !  Now,  I  wil 
to  connive  at  the  disobedience  of 
and  he  began  fiercely  slashing  i 
his  sword  at  the  bottles,  the  General 
given,  following  his  example  with  a 
emulation. 

"  There,  I  will  teach  you !"  ro; 
stantine. 

"  There,  we  will  teach  you !"  chin 
General,  a  note  or  two  lower. 

And  beneath  their  joint  efforts,  the  c 
and  the  soda-water,  and  the  bottl 
bubbled  out  in  a  fi'othing  stream,  ] 
with  the  red  current  of  costly  daretf 
amber  flow  of  the  most  expensive  Bhi 
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Every  blow  went  to  the  soul  of  the  traktirchik ; 
^  Would  rather  have  endured  them  all  on  his 
own  person. 

"  There  goes  my  expensive  claret !"  he  thought, 
*' there  goes  my  Cliquot  which  stands  me  in 
seven  roubles  a  bottle,  and  my  Johannisberg  at 
four  salkovies  (silver  roubles)." 

**  Here's  a  game  to  be  sure  !"  said  Bob  Bridle, 
who  had  come  to  the  door  of  the  yard.  "  You 
cut  your  lucky  just  in  time,  my  friend  in  the 
^ucloram." 

**  Fresh  bottles !"  thundered  the  Grand  Duke, 
whose  sword,  hacked  like  a  hand-saw,  was 
^fripping  with  the  blood  of  the  grape. 

**  Boje  moi !  Boje  moi  !  (Oh  Lord  !  Oh 
-■-ord !)"  exclaimed  the  traktirchik,  as  he  hurried 
P^^st  Bob  Bridle  with  as  many  bottles  as  his  arms 
^*^ci  the  ends  of  his  uplifted  caftan  could  embrace 
^**   contain. 

Oh,  you  call  him  a  Bogie  !  Well,"  observed 
►b, "  the  psdnted  one  as  Rooshian  Billy,  the 
^^^^^chman,  carries  under  his  petticoat,  though 
r^^  aint  'ansome,  is  better  than  that  ere  wiolent 
■■^Xe  one." 

And  now  the  Grand  Duke  and  the  General, 
^^Icr  three  quarters  of  an  hour's  hard  work,  came 
^-^  a  pause,  and  the  latter  wiped  the  perspiration 


ii;  IS  iru6  ine  \^ossacKS  louna  nere  a 
an  open  flask  or  bottle  or  two  upon  tb 
of  the  bar,  and  a  few  medicine  phials,  i 
they  brought  down  all  the  oil  and  vinc^ 
which  were  remorselessly  put  to  the  swi 

"  It's  just  what  I  remember  doing  one 
among  the  blacking-bottles  with  a 
mused  Bob,  ''  when  I  was  a  little  ra^ 
before  1  was  breeched." 

"  Bring  out  every  thing  that  can  be  1 
roared  the  Grand  Duke,  who  was  stil 
angry  lioness  deprived  of  her  whelps. 

"  Ay !    there   goes  the   crockery," 
Bob ;  "  I  thought  it  would  come  next." 

When  every  thing  destructible  was 
the  Imperial  Prince  sheathed  his  sword. 

"Now  you  will  see,  some  of  you,  1 
fellow's  licence  is  taken  away  from  him 
that  will   teach  you   to   connive   at   i 
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noUe  stalfion  and  the  critically  quiet  attitude  of 
Bob  Bridle  had  two  or  three  times  attracted 
the  Grand  Duke's  attention,  but  it  had  always 
'>eeii  diverted  by  the  fresh  supply  of  bottles 
^  of  crockery,  given  to  his  ruthless  sabre, 
Aou^  it  could  no  longer  be  said  to  his  sabre's 


Now  it  was  an  unusual  and  an  alarming  sight 

^f  the  Duke's  suite  to  see  any  one  stand  as 

^Munoved  and  as  perfectly  self-possessed,  as  the 

''tanner  of  Bob  Bridle  showed  him  to  be,  when 

the    tempest   of  wrath   which   they   so   much 

^^'"eaded  was  raging — it  was  alarming,  because 

tliey  considered   it   a   spectacle    calculated    to 

*^cr>ease  its  violence.     So  that  one  of  his  staff, 

^^i^o  spoke  English,  and  instantly  recognized  Bob 

"^^^dle  £^  an  Englishman,  gradually  edged  up 

^^    \mn,  and  asked  in  a  voice  intended  to  impart 

^^^^>iewhat    of  the   awe  which   filled    his   own 

"  Do  you  know  who  that  is  ?" 
Bob  shook  his  head. 
^^^    "That  is  his  Imperial  Highness,  the  Grand 
"^"^uke  Constantine !" 

"Well!"  replied  Bob,  "I  don't  think  much 
^^■f  he.   Does  he  belong  to  a  Temperance  Sodety, 
^^T  has  he  got  any  friends  in  the  rag  and  bottle 
^^  as  he  wants  to  make  a  job  for  ?" 
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"  His  Imperial  Highness,  the  Grand  Duke !" 
repeated  the  officer,  thinking  that  Bob  had 
not  heard. 

"  The  Grand  Duke !"  thought  Bob  to  him- 
self; "  now  what  do  they  mean  by  a  '  grand 
duke  ?'  He  is  as  smart  as  a  parish  beadle, 
and  makes  as  much  noise  as  a  town-crier,  but 
I  can't  see  how  he  is  to  interfere  with  me." 

"  Good  Heavens !  get  out  of  the  way  you 
idiot!" 

"  Well !"  replied  Bob,  "  it  aint  very  sensible 
to  look  on  at  such  tom-foolery,"  and,  stepping 
lightly  into  the  saddle,  he  was  proceeding  onwards. 

"  Madman  !"  whispered  the  officer. 

"  Who  is  that  fellow  !  how  does  he  dare  to 
pass  me  so  upon  the  road  ?  Stop !"  said  the 
Grand  Duke. 

"  So  I  will  when  I  get  to  my  journey's  end," 
said  Bob  to  himself. 

"  Stop !  stop !  stop  !"  echoed  half-a-dozen 
voices. 

"  Bring  him  back !"  thundered  Constantine 
to  the  Cossacks,  who,  calling  to  him  to  stop, 
spurred  after  him. 

"  Ay !  if  you  gentlemen  with  the  long  poles 
catch  me,  you  may  serve  me  like  that  ere  ginger 
pop  and  bottled  stout." 

'*  Spur  after  him !    stop   him  1    spear   him 
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tbriNtgh!"  vociferated  the  Grand  Duke,  as  he 
^w  Lucifer  break  away  from  his  pursuers  like 
^  greyhound  from  a  set  of  heavy  mastiffs,  and 
^  rider  turning  his  head  to  look  contemptuously 
^)ack,  as  he  said  in  answer  to  their  wild  hurrah : 

^One  would  think  it  was  Bedlam  broke 
oose,  with  these  fellows  without  rims  to  their 
tiats!" 

The  light  weight  the  grey  was  carrying,  and 
^e  length  of  his  stride  as  he  bounded  lightly 
^1  would  evidently  soon  have  enabled  him, 
IS  Bob  expressed  it,  "  to  get  away  from  them 
ike  a  bird,  without  turning  a  hair,"  so  easily 
^e  seemed,  without  an  effort,  to  shoot  ahead, 
^hen  suddenly  a  detached  body  of  horse-artillery 
hanging  its  quarters  appeared  upon  the  road 
►efore  him,  and  Bob  was  obliged  to  pull  up. 
iut  he  had  no  thoughts  of  surrendering  to 
he  Hiilistines.  He  was  only  deliberating 
whether  he  should  ride  suddenly  straight 
hitnigh  the  Cossacks,  for  Bob's  contempt  for 
°®  firmness  of  a  military  seat  unjustly  enough 
^tended  even  to  them;  but  in  another 
^^'^t  he  made  up  his  mind,  and,  spurring  off 
^  high  road,  he  took  across  a  field  right  up 
^  ^  ^  wooden  paling.  The  ragged  pieces  of 
^^  pine  wood  stuck  into  the  earth  diagonally, 
^^h  compose  the  fences  in   Russia,  form  a 
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formidable  chevaux-de-frise ;  a  horse  stumbling 
must  inevitably  be  staked ;  but  Bob,  who  knew 
the  vigour  of  his  mighty  stallion,  and  how,  fix>m 
never  having  been  hunted,  he  was  in  the  habit 
of  rising  much  higher  than  was  necessary  to 
his  fences,  imlike  a  seasoned  old  hunter  who 
measures  the  height  so  accurately  by  the  eye, 
and  puts  forth  no  unnecessary  strength  to 
waste  it — ^Bob  Bridle  rode  Lucifer  at  the 
paling,  and  Lucifer  cleared  it  like  a  flying 
Pegasus. 

An  exclamation  of  admiration  burst  from 
the  Cossacks  as  they  came  up  one  by  one, 
and  found  how  impracticable  was  the  leap  for 
their  own  horses  ;  but  the  wild  blood  of  the  sons 
of  the  Steppe  was  up,  and  they  galloped  round 
it  shouting  and  shaking  their  pennonless  spears. 

'^  Give  me  a  lance !"  said  the  Grand  Duke, 
who,  furious  at  seeing  his  people  baffled  by  the 
fugitive,  had  just  galloped  up. 

He  was  better  mounted  than  any  of  his 
accompaniment,  being  a  Prince,  and  able  to 
afford  any  kind  of  horse,  and  a  bold  rider,  not 
afraid  to  back  a  good  one. 

He  put  his  horse  at  the  fence,  and,  though 
the  animal  could  not  leap  it  with  his  heavy 
weight,  the  rotten  wood  gave  way,  and  thus 
he  forced  a  passage,  and,  with  an  oath  which 
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1  into  a  savage  yell,  and  with  a  lowmng 
le  rode  away  &r  ahead  of  all  his  Cossacks. 
'  Bob  had  reached  the  crest  of  one  of 
mdulations  of  ground  called  mountains 
ia,  and  m  England  hillocks.  He  looked 
D  triumphant  security,  and  Lucifer,  as 
»k  his  mane  to  the  wind,  neighed  a 
defiance.  Neither  were  yet  aware  that 
jnd,  covered  with  green  grass  and  low 
before  them  was  so  treacherous,  till 
ind  Duke  being  within  distance,  they 
xi  to  proceed,  and  went  floundering 
ss-pit  after  moss-pit,  and  quagmire  after 
e,  till  their  pursuer  was   dose   upon 

V  Lucifer,  now  then,"  soliloquised  Bob, 
0 !  hold  up — don't  let  us  be  beaten  by 
'•  Oh  for  five  minutes  of  the  two-mile 
f  Newmarket !  This  is  only  fit  for  a  jfrog 
Ipole,  not  for  a  well-bred  English  horse 
Christian  rider  on  his  back  "  and  at 
[>ment  the  grey  floundered  up  to  his 
rs.  Bob  heard  a  horse  blowing  behind 
e  turned  his  head — there  was  the  Grand 
ve  paces  off,  riding  at  him  so  fiercely 
B  lance  that  it  was  only  with  the  utmost 
f  that  Bob,  by  moving  sideways  on  his 
ivoided  the  thrust  which,  as  it  was,  grazed 
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his  jacket,  though  with  great  presence  o 
he  caught  and  held  fast  the  shaft. 

"D — ^n  your  broomstick,  don't  pote 
me/'  said  Bob,  forgetful  of  his  bible,  and 
his  horse  out  of  the  slough,  whilst,  1 
grasping  one  end  of  the  spear,  and  the 
Duke  holding  the  other,  it  became  obvioi 
one  of  the  two  must  become  unseated 
Bob  held  to  his  saddle  like  an  iron  vie 
when  the  Grand  Duke  found  that  his  1 
was  nearly  lost  he  let  go  and  drew  his 
"  Ah !"  said  the  groom,  "  if  I  only  knev 
was  the  right  end  of  it  I'd  poke  yo 
again,"  and  then  he  threw  the  lance  oo 
tuously  down.  But  the  nature  of  the 
did  not  permit  him  to  get  a  &ir  start 
Lucifer  was  swamped  in  a  moss-pit,  and 
fiiriated  Constantine,  who  throu^  good  1 
skill,  or  knowledge  of  the  surface  of  the  c 
had  been  more  successful  in  keeping  his 
footing,  at  length  got  at  him,  and  began 
the  blows  of  his  sabre  about  Lucifer's  q 
and  Bob  Bridle's  head  and  shoulders, 
pfly  the  sword  had  been  thoroughly  bin 
its  previous  usage. 

Nevertheless,  by  one  tremendous  phu 
horse  gained  a  smooth  piece  of  levd  ta 
after  a  short  space  there  was  again  a  ] 


THE  WHITE   SLAVE.  165 

before  them.     Bob  turned  to  see  how  far 
ke  was  behind,  and  as  he  turned  he  saw 

on  Lucifer's  quarters  from  which  the 
'as  streaming.  Bob's  patience  was  gone ; 
was  before  him^  the  cause  of  his  indig- 
lose  on  his  horse's  heels.  He  turned 
and  to  the  Grand  Duke's  surprise 
right  upon  him.  Constantine  was  very 
Q  equestrian  combat,  but  he  was  accus- 
>  encounter  riders  upon  managed  horses ; 
»me  upon  him  like  a  thunder-bolt,  with 
of  sixteen  or  eighteen  feet  at  a  bound, 

velocity  of  a  missile.  The  steady 
ng  hand,  the  quick  energetic  heel,  of  the 
nan  enabled  him  to  guide  the  very  last 
projections  of  his  horse's  weight,  mul- 
»  its  power  was  by  its  speed,  so  as  to 
e  Grand  Duke's  charger  sideways,  and 
me  man  and  horse  before  the  charge  of 
d  Ludfer,  as  if  shattered  by  a  cannon- 
Luckily  it  was  on  the  spongy  moss 
ich  was  like  a  spring  mattress. 
IV,"  said  Bob,  "  what  have  you  got  to 
fourself  that  I  don't  trample  the  life  out 

GSrand  Duke  was  stunned  for  a  moment ; 
had  been  buried  in  the  mud,  and  he  had 
iciently  recovered  his  breath  to  answer, 
{hneas!   they  call  you,"  continued  the 
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e3casperated  Bob,  *^  your  ways  is  the  lowest  dm^ 
ever  I  hear  of>  to  go  and  injure  a  poor  dootB^ 
animal  with  that  ere  pruning  hook  of  yourn* 
What  had  we  done  to  you,  that  you  should  ride 
after  me  and  stir  me  up  with  a  long  pole,  as  if 
I  was  a  bear  in  the  theological  gardens?  What 
business  had  you  to  slash  me  about  the  bead  ? 
Did  you  take  my  head  for  a  piece  of  crockoy, 
or  my  neck  for  the  neck  of  one  of  them  ere 
bottles  ?     I've  a  mind  to  try  your'n,  I  havel" 

But  in  the  midst  of  Bob's  triumph,  the  Cot- 
sacks   had    taken   advantage  of  the    swunpy 
ground ;  they  were  surrounding  the  marsh,  and 
six  or  eight  were  dose  upon  him  with  upnkec3l 
lances. 

"  No,  no,  no,  no  !"  shouted  the  Grand  Duk^ 
with  a  terrible  oath  raising  himself  upon  d^^ 
hand.     ''  Not  a  hair  of  his  head  shall  be  faurtB.'*' 

The  Cossacks  seized  Lucifer's  bridle. 

*'  What  a    man !"    continued    Constantii^^ 
rising  up,  '^  though  there  is  so  little  of  hinu" 

The  sunshine  which  succeeds  an  April  sho^^^^ 
offers  not  a  contrast  more  remarkable  than 't^^^ 
good-humoured,  hearty  admiration  of  Const^*^ 
tine's  countenance  with  its  previous  savage  a-^^ 
malignant  expression. 

"  There  is  a  horse  and  rider  for  yoii  I  vr^^^ 
you  aU — I  have  defiled  your  mothers — ^I 
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beat  you  at  anything ;  and  this  little  devil,  armed 

only  by  a  pair  of  gloves,  has  baffled  me,  with 

laooe  and   sabre.      Who    is  he  ?     What  is 

her 
"An  fiagHah  groom,"  said  the  aide-de-camp, 

^  iiad  first  spoken  to  Bob. 

"A  groom  I  if  he  will  take  service,  I  will 
pn  him  a  squadron  before  a  twelvemonth  is 
wt;  if  he  were  only  three  or  four  times  as  big 
i  would  make  a  Colonel  of  him." 

Tlie  aide-de-camp  interpreted  for  Constantine, 
^I'hoee  English  was  not  very  fluent. 

''His  Imperial  Highness,  in  admiration  of 
'^'Qr  skin,  affords  you  his  full  pardon." 

**ror  what,"  said  Bob,  "for  running  his 
^•ar  through  my  jacket,  or  for  cutting  me 
Hmt  the  head  with  his  hanger,  or  for  maiming 
^at  ere  pretty  bit  of  horse-flesh  ?" 

*'  His  Highness  will  make  you  every  repara- 
^H;  he  judges  you  worthy  to  carry  a  sword 
^tead  of  a  currycomb." 

**I  wish  I  had  the  currying  of  his'n,  Fd  have 
^  it  out  of  a  sight  of  mischief  to  day." 

"ffis  Royal  Highness  offers  you  to  quit  your 
^^nial  situation ;  he  will  make  a  soldier  and  a 
^Heman  of  you." 

''What!   make  me  a  soldier  I" — said  Bob, 
why  that  would  be  adding  insult  .to  injury." 
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"  What  can  I  do  for  him  ?"  said  the  Grai 
Duke  at  length. 

"  Do  for  me  ?"  said  Bob,  to  whom  it  b 
been  at  length  explained,  that  this  was  ti 
Emperor's  brother.  "  Do  for  me  ?  Why  be 
good  as  let  me  go  quietly  along  the  King's  bigl 
way,  when  we  next  meets,  without  saying  nothii] 
to  nobody ;"  and  here  he  pulled  his  forelock  wil 
a  sort  of  constrained  civility. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

:beus,  under  the  pretext  of  ksriiig  again 
d  at  the  Police  office  on  the  Mowing 

his  wife,  who  had  not  recovered  her 
0  seek  out  again  Vasili  Petrovitch,  and 
ith  him  the  final  arrangements,  which 

day  it  might  be  too  late  for  him  to 

ding  to  appointment,  he  went  not 
of  the  trader's  multifarious  places  of 
,   but  to  his  snug  wooden  house  in  the 

for  it  was  not  only  a  prasnik  or  holiday, 
reover  a  day  of  rejoicing  and  merri- 
as  the  first  of  his  freedom, 
place  of  residence  of  Vasili  Petrovitch 
lated  in  one  of  those  unpaved  streets, 
he   snow  in   winter  and   the   mud  in 

would  render  almost  impassable,  were 
r  a  sort  of  wooden  platform  or  pavement 
II.  I 
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raised  about  three  feet  above  the  sofl,  on  which 
the  pedestrian,  who  chooses  to  exchange  the 
disagreeables  of  the  common  road  for  the 
chances  of  falling  through  the  rotten  boards, 
may  generally  contrive  to  walk  dry-footed. 

As  soon  as  the  door  was  opened,  the  steam 
of  many  dishes  mingled  their  strongly  savoury 
odours  with  the  air,  although,  this  being  one  of 
the  last  hot  days  of  the  season,  few  of  the 
windows  were  closed. 

He  was  at  onoe  shewn  into  a  low-4t)ofed 
parlour,  adorned  with  heavy  pieces  of  fur- 
niture of  a  very  dark  mahogany  relieved  by 
very  bright  brass  handles,  the  room  being 
further  ornamented  by  a  couple  of  richly  framed 
pictures,  each  rejM^senting  a  coarse  landscape, 
and  in  each  of  which  a  real  dock  was  inserted 
in  the  twin  church  steeples;  and  oi  course 
there  was  the  gaudily  framed  'uBStge  of  the 
saint  in  the  comer,  heiore  which  burned  the 
purest  of  oil,  in  a  silver  lamp. 

Indeed,  to  the  assiduity  with  whidi  he  had 
cultivated  the  good  graces  of  this  celestial  per- 
sonage, the  host  in  his  own  mmd  chiefly  attri^ 
buted  his  prosperity, 

Vasili  Petrovitch  himsdf  was  seated  at  a 
taUe,  iu>  long^  in  his  sordid  caflaa^  or  resem^ 
Uing  the  thrifty  trader,  who  sipped  the  oil  out 
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ibe  same  dish,  or  manched  the  coarse  black 
nd,  mtii  his  servants  and  apprentices ;  but 
m  levdling  in  afl  the  most  costly  luxories 
licfa  bis  imagiiiation  could  suggest. 
At  ftst  sight,  he  seemed  to  have  on  his  head 
|ne&  turban,  add  his  new  dark  blue  robe  was 
mi  by  a  napkin^  which  was  placed  like  a 
iri  Toxoid  his  nedc ;  but,  on  closer  inspection 
ffmd  to  be  an  enormous  water-melon,  into 
cfc  a  hole  the  size  of  his  head  had  been 
iped,  and  which,  to  enjoy  the  genial  coohiess 
qparted,  be  had  donned  like  a  bonnet,  whilst 
joice  streamed  down  his  face  and  trickled 
sfiiDy  from  his  beard,  like  the  ointment 
nd  upon  tiie  head    of    an   old    Judean 

Dotiier  water-melon  was  cut  and  lay  upon  a 
\helore  him,  whilst  several  of  the  same  fruit, 
h  are  aU  brought  from  a  distance  of  at 
five  ot  fix  hundred  miles  from<  St.  Peters* 
;  were  beside  him,  and  he  had  in  his  mouth 
loubke,  and  in  his  hand  a  tumbler  full  of 
tea. 

[attteua  was  greeted  with  a  hearty  welcome, 
having  unluckily  admitted  that  he  was  hot, 
18  with  considerable  difficulty  that  he  could 
Be  Ins  host's  pressing  solidtafions,  as  he 
ivoured  to  persuade  him  to  assume  a  water- 

I  2 


waiter,  received  a  signal  to  scoop  out ; 
one  of  the  finest  fruits,  for  the  size 
orifice  he  measured  the  head  of  the 
the  eye,  after  the  fashion  of  a  hatter's  j 

This  was  in  the  genuine  spirit  of 
Muscovite  hospitality,  to  make  the  stn 
that  no  empty  compliment  had  did 
oflFer. 

Although  Mattheus  was  naturally  a 
enter  at  once  on  the  deeply  interesting 
which  he  had  in  hand,  Vasili  Petrovitdi 
with  somewhat  of  sympathy  for  the 
distress  of  mind,  which  his  coarse  natu 
that  a  taste  of  his  festivity  would  reli( 
lutely  determined  that  his  guest  sho 
drink  to  his  health  and  prosperity 
auspicious  occasion,  and  give  him  hit 
of  his  wife,  his  horse,  his  cat,  and  his 
gale. 

The  cat  indeed  was  a  magnificent  i 
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And  in  fact  the  rotundity  arising  from  little 

cxerdse  and  good  living,  and  the  length  and 

thidmess  of  its  coat,  gave  it  an  aspect  quite 

aldermaQic 

"Ihave  refused  two  hundred  roubles  for  it." 

Blattheus,  who  felt  too  great  a  depression  of 

^nrits  to  contest  the  point,  and  on  the  other 

bod  was  aware  that  the  readiest  way  to  obtain 

ius  end  was  to  humour  his  host,  allowed  him- 

^  first  to  be  led   to    see    the    nightingale, 

<^Qsidered  the  second  in  the  city  and  for  which 

^  hundred  roubles  (£25)  had  been  paid,  and 

^^  to  the  stable,  from  which  an  Orloff  trotter 

^'Hmnously  fat,  according  to  the  taste  of  the 

S^uine  Russian  merchant,  was  led  out. 

It  was  not  without  pride,  that  his  owner 
^^Bsted  that  he  had  cost  him  twelve  thousand 
^^lUes. 

"  And  now,  best  of  all,  you  shall  see  my  wife, 
tie  is  not  very  fat  yet;  butlcansee  by  her  make 
bat  in  a  dozen  years  she  will  be  as  round  and 
8  plump  as  a  ball,  for  her  bones  are  small  and 
ler  flesh  has  inclination  to  dimple  already.  She 
8  a  Niemetz,  a  foreigner,  as  well  as  your  wife, 
^ttvei  Mattveitch,"  continued  he,  unheeding 
he  painful  expression  that  crossed  his  guest's 
xmntenance.  **  At  least  her  mother  was,  not 
that  I  find  but  what  these  foreigners  have  quite 
B8  much  tongue  as  our  Russian  women.'' 
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Here  Vasili  chuckled  at  his  own  wit,  to  render 
which  inteDigible  to  the  reader,  it  must  be 
observed  that  the  lower  ord^  of  Russians  give 
the  name  of  Niemetz,  which  signifies  "  dummies,*' 
to  all  foreigners  whose  idiom  is  utterly  foreign 
to  their  own,  and  therefore  to  all  who  do  not 
belong  to  the  Sclavonic  family,  though  tbis 
appellation  is  now  beginning  to  be  confined  to 
the  Germans. 

"I  rejoice,  brothw,"  said  Mattheus,  **that 
the  Lord  has  prospered  you  so  welL" 

"  Yes,  thanks  be  to  the  Lord  for  it !  But 
let  us  have  in  something  to  eat  and  drink,  and 
let  Katinka  come  in :  now  my  fiiend  you  will 
see  a  real  pigeon !  a  soul  1  a  little  soul  1  I 
picked  her  up  at  the  wife-market  in  the  Summer 
Gardens.  I  had  said  to  myself,  Vasili  Petrovitoh 
thou  art  getting  stricken  in  years,  thou  art  rich, 
take  to  tiiyself  a  wife,  and  when  I  saw  her  pass 
amongst  the  shew  of  women,  says  I,  that  womto 
shall  be  mine,  and  do  you  know  I  nearly  lost 
her,  for  thought  I,  though  I  can  affcNrd  her — ^for 
why  should  not  an  old  man  gratify  his  whim? 
— and tiioi]^h  I  will  have  her  at  anyjnioe,  still  I 
will  get  her  as  cheap  as  possible ;  so  I  said  to 
the  old  wom^n,  the  broker,  pointing  to  her,  I 
Blight  be  induced  to  take  that  girl ;  find  oat  for 
me  all  about  her. 

"Says   9he,  when  she  had  made  inquiry^ 
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*Vasili  Petrovhch,  if  you  want  to  wive,  I  have 
t  fine  shew  of  marriageable  women  on  my  list ; 
but  that  woman  will  never  suit  you ;  she  is  not 
the  quiet  daughter  of  a  trader,  she  is  half  a 
IQemets,  she  is  a  free  woman,  and  she  has  been 
traioed  as  a  chorus-singor.'  " 

''And  you  married  so  out  of  the  habits  of 
jour  people?" 

''Ay  that  did  I ;  I  am  not  an  ascetic  of  the 

^  feith  like  my  brother,  and,  since  I  left  it  for 

^  new,  because  the  new  was  the  more  com* 

'^^rtable  creed,  dy'e  think  I  will  not  take  elbow- 

^^ta  in  it?    What  cares  my  holy  patron,  St 

^^gios,  so  that  his  lamp  be  kept  dean  and  the 

^  be  pure  and  never-fisiiling  ?  Wdl,  I  nearly  lost 

'^^  because  the  baggage  had  got  many  suitors ; 

9^    diere  were  noblemen  hunting  on  the  same 

'^^^  and  the  old  hag  who  acted  as  broker  was 

^^^aying  me  for  the  promise  of  an  embrc^dered 

^^^SBavcika  above  the  oommiauon  that  I  offered 

^^,  and  then  the  old  devil  tc^  me,  that  she 

^^  done  it  for  my  soul's  good.  But  nevertheless 

%0cured  Katinka,  she  could  not  resist  the  furs 

^^  tfao  jewels,  and  tiie  money,   of  old  Vasili 

Vtmvitdh ;  and  I  was  made  happy  and  shall  be 

^^ppiet  still  when  she  grows  fittter/' 

^Tou  are  a  lucky  fellow,"  said   Mattheus, 
ifeMleavauring  to  force  a  smile. 
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*^  No/'  said  the  old  man  with  a  dmdde,  "  iMi^ 
lucky  but  wise.     According  to  the  wisdom    <xf 
my  fathers,  I  lived  frugally,  and  kept  my  hglxt 
under  a  bushel.     So  I  was  enabled  to  aoquixe 
wealth  and  to  keep  it,  and  to  choose  the  prettiest 
wife  in  the  city,  and  to  heap  upon  her  jewds  azad 
furs  to  her  heart's  content,  and  dost  thou  thiKsk 
that  I  have  paraded  her  about,  or  mean  to  ^3d 
so  now  that  I  am  a  freeman,  no,  no  I    IMse 
young  noblemen    and  the    officers,    with  th^sst 
plumed  hats  and  spurred  heels,  who  were  on  tX^ 
scent,  have  all  lost  it,  and  I  will  keep  her  aw^^! 
from  them,  I  warrant  me." 

At  this  moment  his  people  had  finish^^ 
spreading  the  table  with  a  collation,  which  wbJ^ 
to  be  replenished  during  the  whole  day  for  tb^^ 
benefit  of  such  visitors  as  should  drop  in  t^ 
congratulate  the  host 

The  board  groaned  beneath  the  promiscuoui^ 
profusion  of  smoked  salmon  and  pickled  lam---' 
preys,  the  costly  sterlet    and   smoked  goose^i^ 
Hambro'    beef   and   dried   reindeer    tonguesi 
sausages  and  water-melons,  foreign  cheeses  and 
sardines,  anchovies  and  peaches,    dried  caviar 
and  pine-apples,  salt  herrings  and  Batvinia,  (ooU 
fish-soup,    seasoned    with    floating    hunpa    of 
ice,)  potted  meats  and  preserved  ginger,  Ernes 
and  pickled  cucumbers,  olives  and  large  black 
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radishes,  and  many  other  eatables  too  tedious 
toreoord;but  all  mixed  up  higgledy-piggledy 
m  glorious  confusion  with  flasks  of  kirsch, 
noyau,  cara9ao,  and  kiimmel;  and  bottles  of 
English  sauces,  soy,  ketchup,  anchovy,  shrimp 
and  Harvey ;  for,  without  understanding  their 
wq)ective  and  peculiar  merits,  it  suflices  for  this 
As8  rf  Russians  that  these  condiments  are  dear, 
foe^,  and  neatly  corked  up  in  strange-looking 


Here  is  this  to  be  said,  that,  if  a  trader  from 

«>c  interior,  unaccustomed  to  the  oil  and  Italian 

'^^ess,  as  sometimes  does  occur,  happens  to 

pour  out  either  soy  or  shrimp  sauce  as  a  liqueur, 

^  fietfle  the  fatness  of  his  meal,  he  with  impu- 

^^y,  afto"  sipping  at  it,  swallows  the  glassful 

^^^  then  refills  with  noyau,  gravely  observing 

*^  he  prefers  the  latter  as  a  beverage. 

And  then  besides,  there  were  bottles  of 
*^liaimisberg,  and  Malaga,  and  Tokay,  and  Port, 
^^  Sherry,  and  the  simultaneous  popping  of 
^^  corks  of  several  bottles  of  Champagne  and 
■^^don  porter  shewed  the  wasteful  profusion  of 
^^  owner's  hospitality. 

A  barrel  of  the  large  coarse  oysters  imported 
^*o  St.  Petersburg  was  opened,  and  occupied  a 
^ition  in  the  feast,  the  more  respectable  since 
^  Were  then  at  sixteen  shillings  per  dozen, 

i3 
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Some,  indeed,  op^ied  their  shdk  like  a  vrido 
gaping  mouth,  as  if  to  show  that  they  contained 
only  the  cold  remains  of  |;he  dspaurtdi — ^not  always 
even  of  the  recently  departed :  yet  these  VasiU 
seemed  to  pick  out  with  relish.  And  dien, 
as  if  in  dread  that  this  would  not  be  sufficient 
to  take  off  tiie  edge  of  their  aj^petites,  hot 
5/mttf,  or  pancakes,  both  of  buckwheat  and 
ground  rice,  were  served  at  intervals,  with  an 
imitation  of  the  Italian  ravioli :  and  lastly  the 
blooming,  blushing  Katinka  herself,  in  a  sky- 
blue  satin  katzaveika,  made  her  appearanoo, 
presiding  over  a  huge  salmon-pie,  which  the 
ambition  of  the  cook  had  made  beyond  the 
compass  of  any  mortal  dish,  and  whidi  was 
carved  upon  a  board  covered  by  a  napkin. 

Katinka,  or  Catbmne,  herself,  was  deddedly 
a  beauty,  having  derived  her  attractiims  fixnn 
her  German  mother.  But,  though  a  natural 
and  arch  coquette,  there  was  a  cold,  calculating, 
passionless  sensuality  about  the  eximssicm 
of  the  lower  part  of  her  face,  which  almoet 
explained  her  past  and  present  history — ^both 
the  very  questionable  antecedents  of  one,  who 
looked  on  men  chiefly  as  purveyors  of  jeweDeiy 
and  Cashmere  shawls,  and  her  sudden  retire- 
ment from  her  numerous  admirers  to  become 
the  wife  of  the  greasy  old  serf.     She  had  indeed 


TR8  WHITE   SLAVE*  179 

^OBt  difficulty  tulopted  the  costume  of  a 
Mer^s  wife,  because,  in  the  first  place,  she 
CHisdered  that  it  became  her,  and  in  the  next, 
tkVasili  was  easily  led  in  this  form  to  lavish 
fab  wealth  in  a  magnificence  congenial  to  his 
tete. 

It  has  been  said  that  Katinka  made  her  ap- 

pean&oe. blushing  and  blooming,  but  both  the 

Uoom  and  the  blush  were  of  a  lasting  kind, 

IwoBdse  artifidaDy  imparted  to  a  very  dear  and 

ii^^DqNirent  skin.     Though  it  was  so  warm,  she 

<^  not  hdp  displaying  a  doak  of  pale  amber- 

'iQted  satm,  lined  with  the  richest  saUe,    and 

^  a  colkur  of  the  fur  of  the  black  fox. 

^cr  pale  blue  satin  katzaveika,   too— for  the 

'^^ttian  women,    particularly    the    wives   and 

^Woghters  of  traders,  revd  in  the  most  delicate 

^tid  perishable  shades  of  this  material — ^was 

^^i^iQned  dver  a  dark  tmd  richly  brocaded  petticoat 

^  silk,   and  her  feet  were  encased  in  shoes 

^  white  satin.     She  wore  upon  her  person, 

besides,  in  tlicj  form  of  ear-rings,  necklaces  and 

^MGches,  a  great  quantity  of  brilliants  in  very 

dd^ushioned  settings ;  and,  as  if  the  fur  doak 

WDuM  not  have  been  sufBdent  to  guard  her 

igainst  any  very  improbaUe  and  sudden  change  of 

tttnpemturs,  she  had  also  on  her  arm  a  very  costly 

CttbmM^     Altogether,  his  wife's  dress  as  she 
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graceftiUy  cut  a  slice  from  the  salmon-pie^  and 
as  Vasili's  eyes  surveyed  both  her  and  her 
ornaments,  with  the  conscious  satisfaction  of 
being  the  lord  of  all  they  rested  upon,  must  have 
cost  the  old  man  near  two  thousand-  pounds 
sterling. 

Katinka  seemed  disposed  to  lavish  her  fiisci- 
nations  on  Mattheus  as  soon  as  she  saw,  to 
her  evident  surprise,  in  her  husband's  guest 
a  shaven  and  &shionably  attired  young  man, 
instead  of  one  of  his  bearded  and  caftaned 
brethren ;  but,  finding  her  glances  thrown  away 
upon  his  mournful  impassibility,  she  transferred 
them  to  her  husband,  in  the  hopes  of  coaxing 
him  into  allowing  her  to  exhibit  somewhat  of 
her  finery  that  evening  in  the  Summer-Gardens ; 
but  in  vain,  for  Vasili  Petrovitch  was  in  some 
things  a  sullen  old  Turk;  there  were  points 
on  which  he  could  no  more  be  coaxed  into 
compliance  than  a  piece  of  granite  molten  by 
the  sunbeams — and,  as  for  trying  foul  means,  it 
was  equally  dangerous,  because  he  was  constantly 
reminding  his  gossips,  when  they  assailed  him 
with  their  domestic  complaints,  of  their  marital 
rights,  and  advising  them  to  send  their  wives 
to  be  flogged  at  the  police-oflSce— which  it  is 
stiU  the  privilege  of  every  Russian  husband  to 
do,  even  without   assigning  any  reason,  since 
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the  law  no  longer  recognizes  his  right  to  do 
justice  to  himself. 

In  fact,  Katinka  had  not  been  aware  of 
the  titter  bondage  to  which  she  was  selling 
herself;  but,  being  a  woman  of  a  reflective  turn 
of  mind,  she  bore  her  lot  with  contentment, 
and  even  with  cheerful  resignation,  whenever  she 
passed  a  church-yard  and  thought  of  Vasili's  age. 

At  length,  when  Mattheus  thought  he  had 
fulfifled  the  requisite  courtesies,  pleading  his 
want  of  time,  he  insisted  on  an  immediate 
interview  in  private  with  the 'host.  With  a 
last  effort  to  press  him  to  more  food  and  drink, 
as  they  rose  together,  Vasili  gave  the  order  to 
open  three  more  bottles  of  Champagne  and 
three  score  of  oysters,  to  show  his  guest  that, 
if  he  did  not  eat  and  drink,  both  would  be 
wasted. 

Such  was  the  hospitality  of  Vasili  Petrovitch, 
a  true  type  of  his  class,  who  did  not  possess 
two  shirts  in  the  world,  nor  boast  a  pair  of 
stockings  —  such  his  boundless  extravagance 
when  he  did  make  an  occasional  departure 
from  his  habitual  frugality,  and  intending,  as 
he  did,  to  resume  on  the  morrow  his  old  caftan 
and  his  seat  at  the  wooden  bowl  with  his 
dependents — ^where  he  spent  about  eighteen- 
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pence  per  week  for  his  living,  and  held,  finomc 
motives  of  economy,  a  piece  of  sugar  as  largvr^ 
as  a  pea  between  his  teeth  whilst  he  poured 
or  three  tumblers  of  unsweetened  tea  do? 
his  throat. 

"Now,  Vasili  Petrovitch,"  said  Mattheusaa 
"  two  hours  hence  I  must  be  with  the  grand — 
master  of  the  secret  police,  and  after 
God  knows!  I  have  read  Ivan  Ivanovitdi'g 
eye  as  he  passed  me  this  morning,  and  the 
is  little  hope  for  me  except  in  Heaven !  Look  E^ 
I  have  brought  to  confide  it  to  you  all  my^ 
wife's  fortune.  Here,  in  the  presence  of  your^ 
patron  saint,  I  trust  it  to  you  as  a  sacredfl 
deposit  1" 

"  These  are  foreign  notes,"  said  Vasili,  eyeing^* 
them  curiously.     "  I  do  not  know  their  vahie,    - 
but  as  you  give  them  into  my  hands,  so  you 
shall  receive  them  back." 

"No;  it  i&  not  exactly  thus  I  mean  it 
They  are  worth  about  fifty  thousand  silver 
roubles;  now  change  one  or  all  with  some 
of  the  foreign  merchants,  according  as  my 
wife's  necessities  may  require,  or  as  she  may 
desire  it ;  and  remember  that,  at  any  time  sIm 
asks  it,  I  wish  you  to  give  any  portion  or 
the  whole  into  her  hands,  as  you  would  into 
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mine.  And  as  you  are  ftithful  to  this  trust, 
so  may  God  prosper  you,  YasQi  Petrovitch !" 

"Amwir  said  Vadli  Petrovitch,  fervently; 
''  but  have  you  oonsid^^ed  bow  mad  it  is  to  trust 
money  in  the  hands  ol  women  ?  Better  let  me 
return  it  only  into  your  own." 

"  I  may  be  sent  back  to  the  village — ^perhaps 
to  the  mines  on  the  Lcxrd's  estates  in  P^m, 
and  we  may  never  meet  on  this  side  the 
grave !" 

"  Brother !  brother !  verily  thy  wisdom  hath 
departed  with  thy  beard !  Does  a  Lord  treat 
his  slave  thus,  when  the  slave  has  got  fifty 
thousand  roubles  well  hidden  and  securedi  and 
the  slave  manages  wisely  ?" 

*'Ah,  if  you  knew  how  his  anger  was 
aroused !" 

^  Anger  passes,  and  the  love  of  gokl  en- 
dures !"  replied  the  old  man. 

*'And  furthermore/'  said  Mattheus,  ''that 
money  is  not  mine;  it  is  hers,  and  to  her 
restore  it.  Not  one  kopek  of  her  fortune  should 
now  go  to  save  my  very  life,  since  I  have  already 
robbed  her  of  health,  and  lu^piness,  and  peace 
of  mind,  and  linked  her  noble  name  to  the 
name  of  a  slave — ^for  what  am  .1  but  a  poor 
d^;raded  trampled  slave  1" 

''Ay,  if  you  had  let  your  beard  grow  and 


not  fed  my  soul  weighed  down  in  i 
by  the  ruin  of  an  angel — ^for  what 
have  you  of  such  a  woman  than  of  the  j 
angels !" 

"  She  is  very  well !"  said  the  old  n 
she  will  never  get  as  fat  as  Katinka." 

Mattheus  remained  for  a  moment  t 
Although  with  no  other  witnesses, 
imagmation,  than  the  image  of  the  p 
whom  they  invoked,  he  trusted  to 
wife's  fortune  with  little  hesitation ;  for 
Vasili  was  in  his  usual  dealings,  like 
his  class,  a  notorious  rogue,  these  pe 
theus  knew  to  be  true  and  faithful 
other.  Vasili  himself  had  formerly 
to  an  ately  or  company  of  his  fella 
rendered  itself  responsible  for  the  h 
each  of  its  members,  and  thus  eacl 
recommended  bv  it.  and  who  could  ' 
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of  a  violation  of  trust,  for  which  his  brother 
atdchiks  would  suffer. 

On  the  whole,  there  is  perhaps  no  such 
general  honesty  and  good  faith  ever  to  be  met 
with  amongst  men  who  are  bound  by  equal 
moral  obligations  towards  the  whole  world  as 
in  those  classes,  whose  opinions  or  tenets  allow 
them,  with  the  one  exception  of  their  own  race, 
tribe,  or  caste,  to  look  upon  the  whole  human 
family  in  a  spirit  of  hostility,  which  at  least 
excuses  any  treachery.  The  Jews,  in  those  parts 
of  the  continent  where  oppression  has  divided 
them  from  the  Gentfles,  the  gipsies,  and  the 
Russian  Moujiks,  afford  a  few  out  of  many 
exemplifications  of  this  singular  strengthening 
of  social  good  faith  by  the  restriction  and 
limitation  of  its  sphere. 

A  large  portion  of  the  internal  commerce 
of  the  empire  and  nearly  all  its  export  trade 
are  carried  on  upon  a  system  based  on  this 
rough  probity,  which,  under  certain  circum- 
stances, is  almost  always  to  be  met  with  fit)m 
men,  who,  in  their  ordinary  dealings  with  their 
fellow  subjects,  and  invariably  with  strangers 
and  those  appertaining  to  strange  classes,  exhibit 
a  dishonesty  which  seems  sometimes  morbidly 
irresistible. 

The  merchants   of  London,    by  advancing 
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capital,  in  fact,  set  the  export  trade  in  motioiL 
From  their  commission  houses  in  St.  Petere- 
bui^,  Riga  and  Odessa,  through  innumerable 
agencies,  advances  of  money  are  made  to 
int^ponsible  men,  who  can  neither  read  nor 
write,  in  remote  parts  of  the  empire,  and 
who  are  true  to  their  engagements,  ddivering 
their  goods  for  eventual  transport  to  that 
England,  of  which  they  have  scarcely  ever  heard, 
with  sufficient  punctuality  for  the  purposes  of 
trade* 

Mattheus  therefore  felt  little  anxiety  as  to 
the  safety  of  his  deposit,  but  he  was  more 
doubtful  as  to  whether  the  brother  of  Vasili 
Petrovitdi  would  still  consent  to  take  charge 
of  Blanche  till  her  convalescence,  if  she  were 
destined  to  recover,  for  her  medical  attendant 
had  just  decided  that  it  was  a  malignant  fever; 
and  it  was  probable  that  the  Prince  would 
that  day  order  her  removal  from  his  palace  to  the 
hospital,  by  which  opportunity,  melancholy  as 
it  was,  her  husband  hoped  to  profit  to  instal  her 
in  a  place  of  refuge. 

'^  Did  not  Ivan  Petrovitch  say  he  would  receive 
her?" 

'^  He  said  so,''  replied  Mattheus. 

"  Then,  if  Ivan  Petrovitch  said  so — if  death 
itself  came  to  his  threshold,  he  would  stiU  say, 
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come  in !  But  you  have  been  near  her  and 
she  has  a  malignant  fever/'  said  the  old  man, 
crossing  himself;  **  bring  me  some  scents,  and 
bum  yin^ar,  and  let  the  Pope  be  sent  for  to 
^linkle  the  rooms  with  holy  water." 

«  Well,*'  said  Mattheus,  "  I  leave  you !  What, 
not  my  hand  ?  Well,  God  bless  you !  and  as 
mm  true  to  your  trust,  may  He  spurn  or 
receive  you  when  you  appear  before  His 
judgment  seat !" 


CHAPTER  VIIL 


Count  Horace  had  just  done  wrii 
number  of  those  fur-lined  garments,  ^ 
Russians  call  shubes,  were  lying  a) 
room,  from  which  he  designed  to  mal 
for  the  approaching  winter.  A  ser 
nounced  that  his  English  groom  was  it 

"  Good  morning  to  you,  Sir." 

"  Good  morning,  Bob." 

"Well,  how  is  Lucifer  r 

"All  right  and  tight.  Sir." 

"  Sit  down.  Bob,"  said  the   Count 
mouredly,  for  he  looked  forward  to  coi 
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*  Now,  how  would  one  of  those  fiir  shubes 
^^  you  for  the  cold  weather  ?'* 

**  It  wouldn't  serve  me  no  how,  Sir,  no  more 
^  I  wouldn't  serve  a  Rooshian  gentleman/' 
^Ued  Bob,  with  rising  acrimony,  for  he  was 
^  sensitive  on  the  subject  of  any  projected 
^novation  of  costume,  and  looked  with  a  suspi- 
^us  eye  on  all  that  might  be  held  to  indi- 
ateit 

'*  Well,"  said  the  Count,  "  don't  be  afraid  ; 
>o  one  will  force  you  to  wear  one,  but  I  cannot 
sacfly  see  why  you  should  shew  such  marked 
■sbdination  to  serve  a  Russian  master.  What- 
'€9*  may  be  the  peculiar  qualities  of  the  Riis- 
^  they  are  generous  enough  and  affable 
t>Ugh  to  their  servants." 
**  I  know  it,"  answered  Bob,  "  and  that  is  just 

they  not  only  talks  friendly  and  &miliar  like 

their  French  cooks  and  walleys,  but  even 
tkes  haQ  fellow-well-met  with  their  English 
^ms  and  coachmen,  shakes  hands  with  'em 
d  asks  'em  to  sit  down,  when  they  so  far  for- 
ts their  selves  as  to  submit  to  it.  Now  it 
m't  make  a  groom  a  bit  more  'spectable  for 
tbg  hob  and  nob  with  his  master,  but  it  does 
be  serving  a  master  as  every  body  respects, 
iioh  that  ain't  the  way  to  get  'em  to  do,  and  it 
agrawating  to  a  man  as  don't  wish  to  step  out 
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of  his  place,  but  takes  credit  in  serving  a  ge&tjb- 
man  as  keeps  in  his'n." 

"  Oh,"  thought  Horace,  ''  I  see  the  rebiAe. 
You  are  rather  a  philosopher,  Bob*'^ 

''  WeU,  Sir,"  said  Bob, ''  that  pint  ain't  dearijr 
agreed  upon,  for  my  late  master,  Mr.  Mortimer, 
often  said,  I  was  no  philosopher." 

*'  Do  you  know  the  meaning  oipkUowpherf 

"  His  meaning,  and  he  was  the  knovriDgot 
gentleman  as  ever  I  come  across^  was  a  i&an 
as  could  make  foreign  cutlery  bri^t  and  Aaxp^ 
as  could  polish  boots  and  shoes  with  FVeocih 
blacking,   and  as  would  undertake  to  keq>  * 
lumbering  German    carriage  in  order,    wfaic^ 
never  was  in  order,  from  the  day  it  was  made.^ 

"  Well,  that  is  a  very  singular  definition;  bu^ 
on  the  whole,  Bob,  never  you  take  being  eded  ^ 
philosopher  amiss,  because  it  is  the  most  credi-^' 
table  appellation  imaginable." 

'^  As  Mr.  Mortimer  understood  it,'^  replied^ 
Bob,  "  a  philosopher  was  entitled  to  some  credit^ 
since  he  must  have  succeeded  in  doing  vAat  no 
man  ever  did  before  him,  which  no  man  ever 
made  foreign  knives  dean,  Uaddng  shine^.  or 
wehides  roll  smooth  or  look  tidy,  and  no  man 
never  will" 

'^  You  must  look  at  it  in  a  mora  enlaiipd 
point  of  view,  Bob,  the  word  ''  phiknoidiy"  is 
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derived,  you  see,  from  two  dd  Greek  words, 
wliieh  mean  the  love  of  wisdom^  or,  according 
to  the  Cartesian  definition,  the  love  of  the  thing 
I     danoDstrated." 

M  ha^  been  told  that  too,"  said  Bob,  ''  but 
what  is  the  use  of  arguing  with  a  gentleman  of 
jmr  'cutenesB  on  the  truth  of  any  words  as 
eivcame  out  of  the  mouth  of  any  Greeks^ 
thimUe-riggers,  horse-chauntcrs  or  Yorkshire 
deafen,  old  or  young.  Otherways  I  could  shew 
that  phik)sophy  was  exactly  the  precise  reverse, 
VMicontrairy  to  the  love  of  wisdom,  or  at  least 
tothepractkseofit." 

''Let  us  hear,"  said  the  Count,    "^  by  all 
iBeaoi" 

^  Wen,  sir,  just  to  go  to  the  case  in  pint ; 
^^'^  Mr.  Mortkner  found  out,  when  he  tried  it, 
^  fVench  knives  wouldn't  cut,  that  foreign 
^^bdong  wouldn't  shine,  nor  German  coaches 
^  easy  when  they  moved,  nor  look  respectable 
^'^^ci  they  stood  still,  I  think  that  what  he 
'^'I^  philosophy  (which  was  thinking  that  they 
''^^Uld)  wasn't  exactly  vrisdom." 

^^ob  proceeded,  being  encoiuraged  to  do  so  by 
^   Approbatory  sign  from  Horace. 

*^  Now,   Sir,  I  once  too,  knowed  a  man  as 

^^<Qdhimaelf  a  r^ular  philosopher,  and  fived  in 

^ack  attic  overlooking  a  mews.     He  was  in 
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the  habit  of  watering  his  porter,  and  alwa^jv 
poured  it  out  from  the  pewter  into  a  chinay  wrmjg 
without  a  handle,  that  wasn't  wisdom.    Th^ii, 
Sir,   there  was  a   schoolmaster,  as  lived  near 
Newmarket,  who,  when  he  buried  his  sooIdLD^ 
wife,  came  and  run  up  a  score  at  the  tap  of  tlie 
Rutland  Arms,  sung  joDy  songs  and  couitod 
another  wife  directly.     Now  that  wasn't  wisr 
dom,  especially  as,  if  the  first  wife  used  k^ 
tongue  fi-ee-like,  the  other  used  the  poker  quit:^ 
asfi^eely. 

"  Then,  Sir,  there  was  the  parson,  as  mad^    » 
Christian  of  me,   when  I  was  only  rising  s^^ 
weeks  old ;  he  drove  his  wife  firom  the  parses^ 
age  to  the  church  with  the  same   horse  ac^^ 
gig  for  eleven  years;  at  length  the  weneral^^e 
gentleman  goes  to  London,  and  at  the  Addlec3* 
egg  Gallery  he  sees  a  new  patent  chain  safiitf  y 
rein,  partikelarly  recommended  to  invalids  ai^^d 
elderly  timid  and  nervous  people,  which  tidd^^^ 
his  reverend  fancy  so  much,  that  he  bougfcr^^ 
it. 

'^ '  Bob,'  says  he,  '  don't  you  consider  tla^is 
a  valuable  acquisition,  which  pervents  the  pofi^si- 
biUty  of  a  horse  running  away.' 

^'  '  Sir,'  says  I,  '  seeing  that  your'n  is  broken* 
winded  and  lame  on  three  legs,  I  wouldn't  C17 
to  perwent  it.' 
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" '  Never  mind,'  says  he,  '  it  is  sound  philo- 
sophy to  guard  against  the  possibility  of  an 
aoddeot'  So,  Sir,  he  did  try  it,  and  pulled  the 
harseaodgig,  and  his  wife  and  all,  over  into  the 
ditdi  on  the  following  Sunday.  Now  he  wouldn't 
let  well  alone,  and  he  called  that  philosophy." 

"  Wdl,  and  how  do  you  like  the  country  by 
thk time,  Bob?" 
*'  I  can't  say  much  for  the  country." 
"  What  is  your  objection  to  it  ?" 
"  Well,  Sir,  I  have  not  seen  a  bit  of  ground 
J4  over  which  a  horse  can  gallop,  and  a  man 
who  has  been  all  over  it  tells  me  there  is  none  for 
^  next  five  hundred  miles  to  his  knowledge." 
**  Nonsense,  I  see  plenty  of  open  spaces  and 
^neadows." 

''  Yes,  but  they  are  all  boggy  or  swampy,  or 
*^,  there  isn't  half  a  mile  you  could  train  a 


upon. 

**  And  what  do  you  think  of  the  people  ?" 
'*  Kot  mudi,  though  I  have  thought  much 
*^Ut  them." 
^^  Well,  and  what  conclusion  have  you  come 

•*  Why!  on  the  whole,"  said  Bob,  "  it's  my 
Pixuui,  Sir,  that  these  Rooshians  is  not  unlike 
'^  Je?n9  in  some  partikilars,  and.  uncommon 
'^  W  in  their  looks ;  I  knowed  an  okl  dothes- 

^OL.   II.  K 
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man  once,  his  name  was  Motdecai  Isaacs ;  like 
most  of  'em  he  would  have  cheated  anybody  he 
could,  and  he  could  have  cheated  any  bom  crea- 
ture he  would  but  a  Rooshian  or  a  Yorkshire- 
man.  But,  at  least  amongst  his  own  people,  he 
was  very  charitable,  which  was  the  main  pint 
of  difference  betwixt  him  and  many  Christian 
traders,  who  cheat  every  body  they  can,  and 
never  deal  with  any  body  they  cannot  cheat, 
and  besides  is  never  charitable  to  nobody. 

"  Now  the  principal  difference,  as  I  can  make 
out,  between  a  Rooshian  and  an  old  dothes-man 
is  that  the  Rooshian  washes  his-self  once  a 
week,  and  never  changes  his  dothes  till  they 
drop  off  him.  Now  the  Jew  is  always  changing 
his  clothes  (which  it  is  his  business  to  do)  and 
he  only  washes  his-self  as  often  as  the  Rooshian 
gets  a  new  rig  out.  Then  as  for  the  likeness, 
the  Jew  caDs  any  thing  he  is  going  to  eat 
kosha^  and  the  Rooshian  calls  it  kooshai.  And 
then  they  neither  of  'em  knows  the  walley  of  a 
roast  sirloin  of  beef.  The  Rooshian  cuts  it  up 
in  bits  and  boils  it  into  sour  cabbage  soup,  which 
he  calls  stchee,  and  the  Jew  calls  it  trifa,  and 
won't  eat  the  joint  at  all.  For  people  who  do 
read  their  bible,  which  some  says  the  Jews  wrote 
it,  I  have  always  wondered  at  their  standing  so 
much  in  their  own  light  as  to  prefer  a  brisket  U> 
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a  sirloin  which  they   do.      Was   you  ever  in 
Houndsditch  or  Duke's  Place,  Sir  ?" 
"Never,  Bob." 

"Well,"   said  Bob,    complacently  conscious 

of  enlightening  ignorance,  "  whenever  you  do 

go,  Sir,  youTl  find    them   to   be  the  famous 

places  which  they  breeds  in.     Well,  there,  Sir, 

you  may  see  'em   eating  just  the   same   salt 

cucumbers,  the  same  salt  raw   Dutch  herrings, 

and  frying  their  fish  just  as  brown  and  crisp  in 

oil  as  the  Rooshians  do.     Then  the  Jews  never 

^ts  hares  nor  eels,  nor  the   Rooshians  neither, 

though  they  have  plenty  of  hares,  not  on  their 

l^s  and  chins  only,  but  running  about  the 

^oods,  brown,   white  and   grey,  like  fancy  rab- 

"ite,  which  I  wouldn't  have  believed,  barring  I'd 

^®%  it,  which  I  have.     And  they  have  eels  as 

''^ick  as  a  man's  wrist,    which  seems  really  to 

'^Ve  got  so  old  and  fat  as  to  be  impleasant  to 

their  selves,    like  very    stout   old   gentlemen, 

^^iXjugh  the   cruel  ignorance  and  prejudice  of 

t^emaB  wont  eat  'em. 

*'  Again  your  Jew,  except  upon  the  sly,  will 
^^^Ver  eat  lobsters  nor  crabs,  nor  periwinkles, 
^^^  dirimps,  nor  hot  cockles. 

^  No  more  don't  the  Rooshians,  which  is  a 
f^^they  never  breaks  through,  seemg  that  there 
^  none  in  the  whole  country  as  I  hear  tell." 

K  2 
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"  Well,   Bob,  and  what  is  your  theory. 
you  think  they  are  related  ?" 

"  The  Rooshians  is  too  sharp  for  that,  SLh 
they  can  give  'em  weight  and  beat  'em  by 
distance  in  any  mortal  deal  a  gentleman  coulH 
name  or  think  of." 

"  Have  they  taken  you  in?" 

"  Only  once.  Sir." 

"  Well,  you  can't  complain  of  that." 

"  No    more   I   don't,   Sir,   beoause:  it 
wented  me  from  ever  giving  'em  another 
portunity." 

"  And  how  did  they  do  you  ?" 

"  In  a  pair  of  shoes,  Sir." 

"  What  were  they  too  dear,  or  were  they  noP'^ 
good?" 

"  The  soles  were  fastened  on  with  g^ue,  aod^ 
when  I  walked  out  in  Uie  rain  last  night,  1  only^ 
brought  back  one  of  them,  and  that  was  in  the  - 
crown  of  my  hat  to  keep  as  a  curiosity," 

''  Well,  Bob,  now  to  proceed  to  business, 
what  do  you  say  to  those  two  bay  horses  the 
Prince  has  for  sale.  They  are  rather  light  for 
the  saddle  and  would  hardly  cany  me  f* 

''  One  may  call  them  both  light  and  heavy/' 
replied  Bob,  '^  their  limbs  are  too  sli^  and  the 
carcases  upon  them  too  bulky ;  as  to  their  ever 
carrymg  you,  Sir,  I  don't  think  that  thqy  cao 
even  carry  their  own  weight  with  oomfint  to 
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thonelvesy  and  I  am  sure  Uiey  can't  just  now, 
^  they  are  in   regular  Rooshian  training — 
'i^iiich  is  just  Hke   oxen   fatted    for   a   cattle 
show." 
*'I  did  not  much  like  them." 
*'No,  Sir,  they'd  be  no  credit  to  no  stable." 
"Not  but  what  I  believe  these  country  horses 
to  l)e  generally  better  than  they  look." 

"Not  them  two,  at  any  rate;  a  horse  may 
have  all  the  pints  about  him,  and  yet  not  go  after 
^;  but  if  he  hasn't  the  pints  requisite,  he  never 
^^w  go.  Now  the  nags  we  are  a  talking  of, 
^^^ixt  depth  of  chest  and  power  about  the  hind 
9^«arter8." 

**  Well,  but  supposing  them  perfect  in  every 
^^*^^  part." 

**  Still,  Sir,  they'd  only  be  bunches  of  dogs- 
^^^%t,  as  I  could  'splain  to  you  in  two  minutes." 
••Let  us  hear." 

^'  In  the  first  place,  the  power  of  the  hind- 

^^^^utcrs  and  the  vigour  of  your  horses'  thighs  is 

^^^Jf  the  battle ;  they  push  him  along  the  same 

^^    they   does  the   grasshopper,    he   can't  go 

^^^thout  vigour  there,  no  more  than  could  a 

^^^hoand,  or  a  cricket,  or  a  flea.     Then,  when 

^18  hind  limbs  are  of  the  right  sort  to  carry  him 

^ver  the  ground,  look  to  the  depth  of  his  chest, 

^W  holds  the  wind-bags,  and  will  make  him 
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last  the  pacCy  when  his  hind  legs  will  push 
up  to  the  pace.  And  when  you  find  that  rigftra^ 
it  is  time  to  look  to  his  ford^  to  see  iiiimait 
stuff  they  are  made  of,  and  whether  they  sue 
strong  enough  to  bear  his  own  weight  and  you*n 
on  the  top  of  it  (not  forgetting  the  saddle)  without 
going  to  pieces  with  the  racket,  when  he  docs 
go  the  pace  and  keep  the  pace. 

"  It's  quite  true  that  a  horse  may  have  all 
these  essential  pints  about  him  and  be  a  b^^ 
one — ^like  a  watch,  which  may  be  brimful    ^ 
works,  and  yet  may  never  go  'cept  when  i'^ 
carried.  But,  if  he  wants  any  of  these  pints,  y^^'^ 
may  be  sure  that  he  never  can  turn  out  a  dipp^* 
no  more  than  a  watch  without  any  works  insi^ci^^ 
of  it  can  ever  tell  the  dock  at  all. 

"  Foreigners,  indeed,  looks  to  the  breadth 
chest,  which  may  be  found  uncommon  fine  m 
broken-winded  dray-horse,  or  they  looks  for 
white  stocking,  or  a  white  spot,  or  a  grey  hi 
in  a  horse's  tail,  to  find  fault  with,  by  which 
breeders   and    dealers   always   knows   at   o] 
where  to  find  the  green  spot  in  their  eyes, 
looks  upon  'em  direct  as  safe  to  be  done." 

Here,  a  visitor  being  announced,  the  grooi 
took  his  departure. 

Being  in  want  of  information  as  to  where  fcr:=^^ 
could  find  an  English  saddler.  Bob  Bridle  ¥r  ^^-^ 


M^ 
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under  the  necessity  of  repairing  to  the  address 
given  him  by  the  English  groom,  whose 
acquaintance  he  did  not  much  relish,  on 
account  of  his  being  in  his  estimation  not 
very  creditable  to  the  respectability  of  his 
doth. 

It  was  at  an  English  public  house  or  tavern, 
kept  in  a  back  street,  and  firequented  by  the 
English  domestics  brought  over  by  Russian 
noblemen,  and  usually,  in  a  short  time,  like 
all  English  servants  on  the  cdhtinent,  utterly 
spoiled  and  corrupted. 

The  high  though  uncertain  wages,  the 
occasional  familiarity  of  their  masters,  who 
are  accustomed  in  their  hearts  to  consider  as 
their  equals  any  free  inhabitants  of  Western 
Europe,  and  the  example  of  their  employers,  all 
tend  to  lead  them  into  habits  of  irregularity, 
intemperance,  dissoluteness,  and  blackguardism ; 
whilst  the  superiority  which  all  Russian  ser- 
vants unhesitatingly  admit — never  pretending 
to  sit  at  the  same  table  as  English  do- 
mestics— together  with  the  utter  contempt 
which  these  entertain  not  only  for  their  fellows 
but  for  their  masters,  frees  them  from  all  that 
salutary  control,  which  in  England  restrains 
their  irregularities. 

Bob  was  ushered  into  a  low  parlour,  where 
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ale,  and  porter,  and  soda-wat^  were  annoini^rsecf 
in  gold  letters  on  litde  framed  boards  suspendi^ 
from  the  walls  after   the  fashion    of  Bngj-ja^h 
public-houses. 

The  aspect  of  the   room,  and  the  appear- 
ance,   costimie,    and   manner    of    the    guests 
recalled  some    low  English   tap>room  near      s 
horse-fair,  filled  with  customers  of  a  questionatyl^ 
description ;  with  this  difference,  howevo*,  tla^ 
its    inmates   mixed    up  with  their  slang   asr^d 
familiar   nicknames  an  assumption   of  digDi  ^ 
of  rank,  which  was  taken  quite   gravely,  ar^* 
the  style  of  gentlemen^  and  gentlemanly  w£^ 
adopted   by    them   as     a    matter  of   serioi^^ 
right. 

Bob  looked   to  the   walls,    and    above  th    - 
chimney-piece    he    read   this    golden    statute^ 
"Any   gentleman  found  cheating  at  play  wiL-^ 
be  fined  five  shillings  and  given   to  the  poor^ 
Thomas  Webster,"  which  local  act  of  l^islation,  ^ 
fit)m  its  lofty  disregard  of  punctuation,  Bob  for 
a  moment  interpreted  as  a  threat  of  delivering 
the  delinquent  into  the  bondage  of  the  worthy 
publican. 

This  notice  had  its  counterpart  on  the  oppo- 
site side  of  the  apartment  in  the  foDowing 
announcement,  which  had  been  prompted  not 
alone  by  the  host's  love  of  justice,  but  obviously 
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^  tis  fiiendship  for  an  individual  whose  name 

w  modestly  concealed,  whilst  his  acquirements 

I      *we  respectMly  set  forth.     "  A  gentleman,  a 

^Kendof  mine,  lolls  rats,  mice,  bugs,  and  every 

othersort  of  varment." 

The  lad   of  whom   Bob  was  in  quest  was 

coated  drinking  at  a  table,  and,  on  seeing  him 

i^ter,  he   nudged  his  companions,   and   said, 

'^That's   the  sanctified  chap  as  keeps  a  bible 

''^  one  of  his  top  boots ;  now  youTl  see  a  game." 

**How  are  you  ?"  said  Bob. 

"  Well,  now  Fve  been  in  a  way,  like,  since  last 

•^e  met ;  do  you  know  that  I  begin  to  think  that 

*  am  rayther  a  sinful  creatur." 

*'  It's  not  unlikely,"  said  Bob  drily. 
**  No,  I  ain't  a-chaffing ;  do  you  know  that 
^t)i  b^inning  to  think  on  my  lonely  condition 
^  the  world ;  my  mammy's  dead,  and  my  daddy's 
"'^^c,  and  my  friends  is  all  under  ground." 

*•  So  I  should  have  thought,"   replied  Bob 
•*^y,  "  for  I  have  only  passed  this  street  twice, 
^^  I  have  seed  you  twice  going  into  that    ere 
cellar." 
Hereupon  there  was  a  general  laugh  at   the 

of  the  other. 
''That's  too  varmint  a  badger    for   you   to 
*^**w,"  said  one   of  his  companions;  for  alto- 
^^^ther,  the  dry,  quiet  manner,  and  self-possession 

k3 
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of  Bob,  together  with  the  neatness  and 
ness  of  his  professional  costume,  had  [ 
•a  highly  favourable  impression  on  th 
assemblage,  and  had  inspired  them  wit 
as  much  respect  as  they  were  capable  o: 
for  anything  human. 

"  Perhaps,  however,"  insinuated  the  I 
*'this    gentleman  would    allow    me 
something  for  him." 

"  No,  my  friend,"  replied  Bob.  "  Ti 
be  drawed  of  the  walley  of  a  pint  of  I 
now.     Thank  you,  all  the  same." 

"Sir,"  said  the  individual,  who  hac 
ingly  compared  him  to  a  badger,  "  you 
the  matter,  there's  nobody  here  as  ^ 
draw  nobody  of  nothing ;  but  I  and  tl 
gentlemen  feels  disposed  to  do  the  po 
to  stand  treat,  to  welcome  a  strange  g< 
who  comes  amongst  us  to  anything 
choose  to  name,  for  the  sake  of  cultivi 
acquaintance." 

"You  are  very  good,"  said  Bob;  * 
the  first  place,  I  havn't  time,  and  in  ( 
it's  my  opinion,  that  a  man,  like  a  hors< 
always  take  his  drink  sparingly  whei 
anything  to  do,  and  as  abundantly  as  h 
when  he's  out  of  service^  or  turned  out 
but  yet  always  at  r^ular  hours." 
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"And  yet,"  said  the  taveraer,  "a  glass  of 
somethin'  hot  is  always  wholesome  and  refreshin' 
if  you  only  take  a  snack  with  it ;  let  me  tempt  you- 
with  a  slice  of  broiled  bacon  or  a  bit  of  toasted 


'Thank  you,"  replied  Bob,  "I'd  rather  not  make 
a  mouse-trap  of  my  inside  at  this  time  of  day." 
"Sir,"  said  Bob's  patron,  "  I  honour  your 
scDtiments ;  but  allow  me  to  say  that  you  are 
'^ot  up  to  the  customs  of  this  here  city.  As 
for  having  anything  to  do,  that  is  all  round  my 
^t  Time  was  made  for  slaves  and  Rooshians ; 
and  we  should  demean  ourselves  into  vulgar 
%i^Qrant  Rooshians  by  attending  to  it,  should  we 
'^o^gOTtlemen?" 

A  burst  of  approbation  indicated  the  acquies- 
^^^ce  of  the  bystanders  in  the  maxim  set 
^Jth  by  the  speaker,  and  he  continued : 

**  P^haps,    however,   you    prefers   to   stand 

5f*^^t  yourself,  in  which  case,  we  shall  take  the 

'^'^^rty  of  voting  you  into  the  chair ;"  and,  adding 

^   the  insinuation  of  his  words  the  eloquence  of 

^^^ion,  the  orator  rose  and  gracefully  dragged 

^^^*^ard  an  arm-chair. 

•'You  are  very  kind,"  replied  Bob;  "but  in 

'^^w  quarters  of  an  hour  I  must  be  in  the 

^^^^dle;  and  I  have  some  business  to  transact 

^^^Txt  this  and  then,  which  is  just  to  get  a  new 

^Vickie  sewed  on  to  the  girths  of  it." 
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"  ReaDy  we  can't  excuse  you ;  besides  these 
here  gentlemen  would  feel  s^grawated  if  you 
refused  them,  it  being  the  custom  nmong 
gentlemen  in  St.  Petersburg,  which  of  course 
before  you  was  told  you  would  not  be  aware 
on." 

"  When  I  sets  up  for  a  gentleman,"  said  Bob, 
"I'll  take  a  leaf  out  of  your  book — so  good 
morning,  gentlemen^ 

"  What !  you  refuse  the  chair  ?" 

"  I  am  afraid  of  it,  and  that^s  the  truth. 
Tom  Spavin,  who  kept  the  *  Running  Horse,* 
was  so  fond  of  taking  the  chair,  that  he  died  in 
the  bench.  But  don't  let  the  reflection  spoil 
your  conviviality,"  replied  Bob  Bridle,  who, 
having  beckoned  aside  his  acquaintance,  and 
learned  the  saddler's  address,  wished  them  all 
good  morning,  saying  to  himself:  ''Let  them 
put  that  in  their  pipes  and  smoke  it ;  and  by 
the  bye,  now  I  think  of  it.  111  take  a  whiff 
myself  as  I  go  along "  Drawing  from  an 
inner  recess,  he  filled  and  lighted  a  short, 
blackened  clay  pipe,  which  his  father  had  dis- 
patched to  him  many  years  before — on  his  first 
going  abroad  with  Mr.  Mortimer — 'through  a 
gentleman's  iiervant  travelling  to  the  part  of  the 
continent  which  Bob,  with  his  master,  was  then 
inhabiting.    The  anxious  father    had  learned 
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with  some  horror  from  his  son's  letter,  that  the 

part  of  the  world  which  they  had  reached  was 

so^outlandish  that  there  was  not  even  such  a 

thing  as  a  day  pipe,  or  a  pewter-pot,  or  a  draught 

of  porter  to  put  into  it,  in  the  whole  country, 

the  foreigners  giving  their  barley  to  the  horses 

instead  of  making  it  into  malt." 

Now  judging  that  such  things  indicated  an 

utter  inversion  of  all  social  order  and  could  only 

be  at  the  Antipodes,  (whom  old  Bridle  judged  to 

be  a  fierce  people  of  that  name,  armed  with 

tomahawks  and   habitually   standing   on   their 

heads)  he  made  application  first  to  the  Captain 

rf  a  South  Sea  whaler,  and  then  to  the  steward 

of  a  West  Indiaman,  to  induce  them  to  take 

chmge  of  a  parcel,  hearing  that  they  were  going 

*Qxi8s  sea,  "  which  was  exactly  where  his  son  was 

pone.'*  Bemg,  however,  at  last  put  in  the  right 

^^'^ftnnd,  it  was  eventually  transmitted  to  Bob 

^     safety,   containing    amongst   other  articles, 

*™s   piece  of  consolation,  which,  truth  to  say, 

'^^ched  him  indeed  in  several  pieces. 

Nevertheless,  the  stump  adhering  to  the 
^^^^^  had  been  prevented  from  farther  multi- 
plying by  Bob's  exceeding  care ;  for  he  usually 
*^^pt  it  with  his  pocket-Bible  in  his  right  top 
'^^^^  when  not  carrying  it  about  his  person. 
**  Oh !  you  are  going  to  smoke  in  the  street. 
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are  you?"  said  his  pseudo-friend  with  a  grin 
from  ear  to  ear. 

"  You  don't  see  no  objection,  do  you  ?" 

"  Oh  no !" 

''  Considering  that  I  have  not  set  up  for  a 
gentleman  yet." 

And,  shaking  hands  with  as  much  sincerity 
as  their  betters  might  have  done,  they  sepa- 
rated— Bob  considering  the  whole  party  as  an 
irredeemable  set  of  vagabonds,  from  whom,  as 
he  was  determined  to  get  into  no  further 
scrapes,  he  had  better  keep  away;  and  they 
judging  him  to  be  '^a  mean-spirited,  pitiful 
fellow." 

Bob  was  proceeding  quietly  along ;  he  had 
nearly  reached  the  saddler's,  when  a  boutoush- 
niky  one  of  the  police  watchmen,  stepped 
up  to  him  axe  in  hand,  and  unceremoniously 
seized  him  by  the  collar.  Bob  felt  for  a  moment 
inclined  to  knock  him  down  or  trip  him  up ; 
but,  seeing  that  there  was  help  at  hand  for  his 
assailant,  he  restrained  himself. 

Bob  was  evidently  in  custody.  The  bou- 
toushnik  and  a  couple  of  assistant  police  soldiers, 
who  had  emerged  from  the  watch-house  or 
boudtke,  displayed  vociferous  and  savage 
indignation — intended  to  impose  upon  their 
prisoner — to    whom,   when   they   found     that 
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)uld  not  understand  them,  they  made  signs 

he  was  to   be    marched    away    between 

>fthem. 

ben  Bob  had  thus  proceeded  a  few  paces, 

XHitoushnik  called  them  back,  and  made 

ivocal  signs  that  he  would  be  set  at  liberty 

ling  for  it. 

>h !"  said  Bob,  "  tricks  upon  travellers ; 

Tstand.     Lead  the  way,  if  you  dare ;  for 

not  going  to  submit   to   such   highway 

y!" 

i    the    boutoushnik,  judging    from    his 

r  that  there  was  nothing  to  be  extorted 

lis  obstinate  determination,  with  a  mali- 

rrin,  directed  them  to  proceed. 

)  raised  his  pipe  to  his   mouth ;  but   it 

idely   snatched   from   him.     At  length, 

"eached  the  police  station,  with  its  high 

Q  turret,  whence  a  look-out  is  kept  for 

and   the  signal  made  by   elevating   one 

re  globular  Chinese  lanthoms,  according 

number  of  the  Chast  or  division  of  the 

which  it  has  broken  out. 
)  Bridle  was  led  by  his  captors  through 
r  three  dusky  rooms  filled  with  traders 
loujiks,  purposely  habited  in  their  dingiest 
when  obliged  to  repair  to  these  dens  of 
on. 


as  a  naziratel,  or,  as  he  termed  it,  i 
the  police  lieutenant.  He  very  sood 
seemed  to  give  up  aU  concern  in  it ; 
another  hour  of  anxious  expectatio 
brought  before  the  police-major  i 
The  police  soldiers  gave  their  evii 
great  volubility,  and  apparently  with  a 
of  the  enormity  which  the  delinquent 
mitted,  tempered  only  by  their  awe  of 
age  in  whose  presence  they  were  dc 
All  this  was  written  down  in  a  1 
then  the  pipe  was  brought  forward, 
and  evidently  described  with  minu 
the  recording  scribes.  The  major 
the  pipe  and  then  at  Bob,  and 
awfully. 

"  One  would  think,"  said  Bob  t 
"  that  I  had  committed  murder  with 
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AD  this  was  duly  taken  down. 

"Well,"    thought   Bob,    "  you    seems    to 

ife  the  fiin  of  writing  down  your  own  ques- 

tioQs.'' 
At  length,  with  a  wave  of  the  hand,  he  was 

disimsBed  by  the  major ;  but  not  till  his  pockets 

iiad  been  rifled.  Then  he  was  taken  down 
into  a  pestilential  dungeon,  where  he  was  thrust 
^  with  a  score  of  loathsome  objects,  covered 
^th  rags  and  vermin;  and  here,  placing  his 
i^  to  the  wall,  because  he  dared  not  lie  or  sit 
lowD,  he  was  obliged  to  make  use  of  his  fists 
0  prevent  being  stripped  by  them  at  the 
utset 

Here,  bewildered  with  this  strange  treatment 
e  remained  till  nightfall.  Then  the  dungeon 
oors  opened  and  a  dozen  more  individuals  were 
%in:  diey  had  chains  or  cords  about  their  le^ 
cid  brooms  in  their  hands :  they  were  those 
^roed  during  the  day  by  the  police  to  sweep  the 
Greets. 

One  of  these  individuals,  more  mud-bespat- 
sred  than  the  rest,  sank  on  a  bench  in  sudden 
nd  overwhelming  abstraction  ;  he  took  off  his 
9,  his  head  was  dose  shaven.  At  length  he 
iemed  to  gather  something  of  the  conversation 
^  those  around  him,  and  turned  suddenly  about 


to  the  utter  surprise  of  the  groom 
English. 

"  Ay !"  said  Bob,  "  and  I  wish  ! 

with  Englishmen  now,  even  if  thi 

worst  of  their  sort  as  ever  vras  whel{ 

"  Do  you  know  what  you  are  here 

"  Lord  love  you,  how  should  I  f' 

"  Relate  to  me   how    and   wher 

arrested,"  and  Bob,  in  his  own  pecu 

narrated  all  that  had  happened  to  hii 

**  Oh,  it  is  quite  plain,"  said  the 

the  shaven  head,   whom  Bob  couli 

comparing  to  Joseph  interpreting  hi 

soner*s  dream.     "  You  were  smol 

street ;  now  smoking  is  forbidden  ii 

which  there  may  be  an  imperial  pab 

penalty  of  one  thousand  paper  rou 

When  the  boutoushnik  arrested  you, 

given  him  a  silver  rouble,  he  would  1 

^o ;  as  it  is,  he  gets  nothing  by  youi 
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Ittif  the  amount  of  the  fine  would  still  have 
satisfied  him,  for,  although  he  will  pocket  the 
wMeof  it,  it  will  be  at  the  risk  of  having  to 
&goige  it  to  one  of  his  superiors." 
"  And  what  is  to  be  done  now  ?" 
"  Firstly,  you  must  manage  to  communicate 
^  your  mast^,  and  in  the  next  place,  either 
you  or  he  will  have  to  pay  the  full  fine." 
"  Two  years'  wages !"  sighed  Bob. 
"  You  must  give  one  of  these  police  soldiers 
a  silw  piece,  to  take  a  scrap  of  paper  for  you 
to  the  house  of  your  master." 

"  They  have  taken  my  money,"  replied  Bob. 
"  Do  they  mean  to  keep  it  ?" 

''  As  long  as  money  is  the  circulating  medium ; 
^^  isk  that  case  you  must  bribe  him  with  your 
^^  or  waistcoat." 

I'wo  hours  afterwards,  the  fine  was  paid  and 
^b  relieved. 

**  Well,"  said  Bob,  shaking  hands  with  the 
^^'^ger,  "  many  thanks  to  you ;  but  hang  it  Fm 
^*Ty  to  leave  you  here  with  such  an  English 
^^^^e  in  your  head  too.  You  will  soon  be  out 
^  ttx)uble,  I  hope." 
**  Not  in  this  world,"  said  the  other  moum- 

*•  Is  there  anything  I  can  do  to  thank  you." 
*•  Nothing.    Good  bye!    It  is  a    happiness 
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for  me  to  have  served  an  Englishman,''  aiA 
as  he  pressed  Bob's  hand,  a  tear  gBstened  m  b>^ 
eye. 

When  the  fine  was  paid,  Bob  also  managed  to 
get  back  his  pipe  on  bribing  the  major  wiA  five 
shillings,  and  then,  in  a  terrible  state  of  mind,  he 
hastened  to  his  stable,  for  Lucifer  had  been 
locked  up  since  the  mommg,  and  Bob  had  the 
key ;  a  reflection  which  had  rendered  his  capti- 
vity almost  distracting.  But,  when  Bob  had 
duly  attended  to  Lucifer,  as  he  retired  to  rest, 
the  visage  of  his  strange  companion  in  misfbr* 
tune  recurred  to  him  incessantly :  he  codd  not 
help  thinking  that  both  the  voice  and  features 
were  fieoniliar  to  him.  Alas  !  how  in  his  rags 
and  misery  should  he  have  recognised  his  late 
master's  friend  Mattheus  ? 

Just  as  a  Russian  father  or  husband  is  for- 
bidden, if  within  a  definite  distance  of  a  poBcc 
office,  to  chastise  his  wife  or  children,  so  is  the 
master  forbidden  to  chastise  his  slave.    But  just 
as  the  husband  or  &ther  can  send  the  wife  or 
children  to  the  police   to  be  punished  without 
inquiry,  so  the  master  can  and  daily  does  by 
his  slave.  He  despatches  the  slave  to  the  station 
with  an  order  for  his  corporeal  punishment,  and 
for  making  him  sweep  the  public  streets  for 
a  given  number  of  days. 
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The  Prince  Isaakof  had  availed  himself  of 
this  privilege.  Matiheiis,  who  had  made  all  the 
necessary  arrangements  for  the  safety  of  his 
wife,  had  bowed  with  resignation,  and  was  sup- 
ported in  his  sufferings  hy  the  consciousness  of 
80  expiatory  martyrdom. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

When  the  Wednesday  came,  although  Coont 
Horace  had  previously  determined  to  sendu 
excuse  to  Madame  Obrasoff,  he  felt  himsdf  iiD- 
pelled  by  an  irresistible  curiosity  to  study  h^ 
character  more  narrowly,  after  the  strange  history 
which  he  had  heard  from  the  poet 

Somehow,  her  &ce  was  like  those  once  seen 
in  our  sleep^  which,  dreamily  indistinct,  are  con- 
stantly afterwards  recurring  to  us,  and  so,  to 
him  that  face  had  recurred,  as  he  endeavoured 
to  sink  to  rest  on  the  preceding  night,  sometiiDes 
upon  the  lithe  and  graceftil  figure  of  her  daugi^ 
ter  Anna,  and  then  the  countenance  and  all  bad 
changed  into  Anna's,  with  her  ingenuous  fsaSt^ 
and  the  joyous  sparkle  of  her  quick  bright  ^ 
And  when  he  awoke,  his  thoughts  had  s^ 
been  provokingly  haunted  by  the  mother  and 
her  sister-like  daughter. 
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It  was  evident  even  to  himself  that  they 
exercised  a  sort  of  magnetic  fascination  over 
him,  derived  perhaps  from  the  very  contrast 
offered  between  the  mother's  heartlessness  and 
her  exquisite  sensibility  of  expression,  and  be- 
tween the  guileless  frankness  of  Anna's  mann^ 
and  the  consummate  coquetry  which  he  no 
longer  doubted  in  the  daughter  of  such  a  woman. 

He  endeavoured  to  recall  dimly  remembered 
stories,  illustrative  of  the  feeling,  which  finds  a 
singular  attraction  in  the  very  horrors  which 
should  have  acted  repulsively,  such  as  leads  men 
of  some  temperaments,  by  an  irresistible  impulse, 
to  lean  dangerously  over  a  dizzy  precipice,  and 
which  may  have  given  rise  to  the  tales  of  birds 
fluttering  into  the  jaws  of  the  serpent,  and  of 
mariners  eagerly  curious  to  catch  the  voices  of 
the  destroying  syrens.  At  least,  both  mother 
and  daughter  had  inspired  in  him  a  vivid  inte- 
rest, and,  forewarned,  he  thought  to  amuse  him- 
self by  playing  off  deceit  against  deceit,  where 
any  perfidy  was  excusable.  Or,  was  it  all  perhaps 
a  mere  rhapsody  of  the  poet's  luxuriant  imagi- 
nation ? 

^'  You  know  Madame  Obrasoff ;  pray  can  you 
tell  me  whether  the  Lieutenant  R — ,  who  was 
banged  after  the  revolt  of  1823|  was  ever  an 
enthusiastic  admirer  of  hers  ?" 
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"  He  was,"  said  Prince  Ivan,  "  to  answo* 
your  question.  But  who  in  Heaven's  name  has 
been  talking  to  you  about  R —  ?" 

"  My  informant  was  the  poet." 

*'  Ah !"  replied  Ivan, ''  he  is  allowed  to  speak, 
and  he  uses  his  tongue  as  a  child  in  a  crowd 
would  a  sharp  sword.  But  don't  you  imitate 
him,  my  good  fellow,  and  pray  let  all  conspirsp 
tors  rest  in  their  quiet  graves,  or  in  the  full 
security  of  their  mines,  or  chains,  or  dungeons. 
It  is  a  very  ungrateful  theme,  and  though  you, 
as  a  foreigner,  may  not  fear  to  talk,  you  will 
very  soon  find  every  one  as  disinclined  to  listen 
as  I  am.     Who  was  with  you  besides  ?" 

"  The  Lieutenant  Alexius  only." 

^'  Ah  !  a  foolish,  weak,  poetic  youth,  the  poet's 
follower  and  disciple,  who  will  waste  some  inge- 
nuity to  accomplish  the  easiest  thing  in  the 
world — getting  sent  to  the  Caucasus." 

''  Do  you  go  to  the  imperial  fdte  at  Peter* 
hoflF  to-night  ?" 

"  Do  you  ?"  returned  the  Prince.  "  You  lunv 
an  option.  I  have  none.  I  cannot  venture  to 
stay  away." 

Peterho£F  is  situated  upwards  of  twenty  miles 
from  St  Petersburg,  on  a  slight  elevation, 
which  overlooks  the  gulf  of  Finland.  It  is  the 
Versailles  of  Russia.     Here,  round  the  palace^. 
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with  its  extensive  parks,  and  gardens,  and 
w^iterworks,  a  little  town  has  gathered,  chiefly 
consisting  of  the  boxes  of  the  nobility  and 
courtiers  of  both  descriptions,  who  have  so 
crowded  together  in  their  anxiety  to  get  near 
tbe  Imperial  sun  as  to  raise  the  value  of  ground 
to  an  enormous  price  by  the  competition. 

These  Russian  courtiers  may  be  designated 
tt  of  two  descriptions,  because  there  are  those 
who— as  all  other  courtiers  do— gather  aroimd 
nujesty  to  secure,  like  jackals,  the  leavings  and 
tte  offal  of  the  lion's  share ;  and  then  there  is 
soother,  the  more  numerous  dass,  peculiarly 
Bussian,  consisting  of  some  of  the  wealthiest 
oohles,  whose  fortune  allows  them  to  scorn  not 
^y  the  pitiful  pay,  but  the  rich  perquisites,  of 
^y  oflice  in  the  empire.  These  attend  the 
*wjrt,  not  for  the  positive  gain  of  what  they  can 
^  but  to  secure,  by  attaining  office,  the  negative 
dvantj^  of  protection  to  themselves  and  their 
^*^es  from  the  severity  with  which  people  of 
^eirrank  are  apt  otherwise  to  be  treated  not 
^  by  the  sovereign,  but  through  aQ  the 
''^des  to  which  his  authority  sub-descends. 
It  tliUB  happens  that,  within  a  few  cannon-shot 
woods  which  have  never  been  cleared,  and  of 
Kid  of  mere  nominal  value,  the  most  ex- 
^vagant  prices  of  any  in  the  world  are  paid 
TOL.  11.  X 
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for  building-ground ;  and  on  this  account  the 
villas  and  cottages  are  comparatively  small  in^ 
contracted,  and  are  often  reared  of  pearishalife 
boards  of  deal,  imitating  the  gothic  sculptured 
stone,  at  an  expense  which  stone  would  notdse- 
where  have  occasioned. 

From  his  palace  at  Peterhoff,  whidi  stands 
midway,  the  Emperor  has  one  eye  on  his  ca{ntal 
and  the  other  on  the  island  and  town  of  &on* 
stadt^ — ^the  Portsmouth  of  his  empire,  and  the 
chief  port  of  his  fleet.  On  the  other  hand,  he 
is  within  only  a  few  miles  of  the  summer 
camp  of  Krasnoe-Zeloi  ^here  all  his  guards 
assemble. 

Just  out  of  the  little  town  itself,  in  feet  divided 
from  it  by  the  width  of  the  road,  is  the  campol 
the  cadet  schools.     Some  thousand  boj%  tbe 
sons    of  officers    or   of  the    nobility  of  ds^ 
empire,  forced  into  this  service  by  a  thousand 
complicated  and  vexatious  regulations — dretf^^ 
in  stiff  uniforms  and  armed  mth  tiny  muak^ 
— manoeuvre    under  the    Emperor's   eye,  •^ 
exercised  in  firing  Lilliputian  oannon,  and  sk^ 
under  pigmy  tents,  whilst  just  off  the  shoie  ^ 
a  little  fleet  entirely  manned  by  the  naval  oad^*^ 
all  youths  of  corresponding  age. 

A  gateway  and  of  course  a  guard-houae   1^ 
the  high  road  to  Oranienbaum,  which 


THE  WHITE   SLAVE,  219 

D  the  preckicts  of  the  Imperial  town ;  and| 
entruioe  onoe  past,  beware  !  You  are 
1  the  outer  porch  of  the  temple — approach- 
M  holy  of  holies — and  you  must  neither 
I,  nor  run,  nor  lai:^h  merrily,  nor  talk 
,  eyen  in  the  lanes  and  along  the  hedges 
ead  walls,  where  etiquette  reigns  trium- 
The  roads  and  streets  are  swept  more 
;han  even  in  those  fabulously  tidy  towns 
land,  where  I  have  seen  an  old  womnn 
oat  and  pick  up  a  cigar  end  and  four 
and  throw  them  into  the  canal, 
villa  of  the  Obrasoffs  consisted  of  a  sort 
lie  tower,  with  an  adjoining  wing,  built  up 
k  and  stucco ;  but  there  was  a  vast  green- 
BtdjoiniDg,  and  Ihe  large  windows  of  plate 
lined  glass  opened  upon  a  Uttle  bowling 
lad  English  garden,  intersected  with  neat 
walks,  and  surrounded  by  a  richly  figured 
of  cast  iron,  whilst  the  foot  pavement  that 
mg-side  the  enclosure  consisted  of  slabs 
same  metal,  cast  in  an  equally  elaborate 
I. 
early  hour  of  two  had  been  fixed  for 
in  consequence  of  the  f dte  at  the  palace 
NevoDg.  Horace  was  reoeived  by  Madame 
iff  and  her  youngest  daughter, 
room  opened  upon  the  lawn,  and  as 
L  2 
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the  morning  was  a  little  chilly,  some  fragraEmft 
faggots  of  cedar-wood  and  a  piece  of  English 
kennel  coal,  had  been  lighted  in  the  gnte 
which  filled  a  sculptured  chimney-piece  of 
marble  inlaid  with  cameo-like  medallions  of 
Sevres  bisque,  the  wliiteness  of  whose  graceful 
classic  figures  was  relieved  on  a  ground  of 
pale  blue. 

The  hangings  were  also  of  light  blue  damask 
silk,  overrun  with  wreathing  white  oonvdvim.- 
luses  and  roses,  and  matched  the  colour  of  time 
tesselated  pavement,  which  was  left  visible 
within  a  yard  of  the  white  marble  wainscoting) 
by  a  velvet-like  carpet  in  which  deep  VixM^ 
predominated. 

Here  and  there,   on  the  chimney-pieoe  ai^^ 
the  console  tables,  and  on  little  consoles  o^ 
antique  bisque,   were  exquisite   figures  of  p^^ 
bronze  to  imitate  a  sort   of  bronze   of  gd»» 
because  the  radiant  metal  seen  piercing  throilS' 
its  purple  oxide,   gave  it   a    kind   of  hloot*^» 
which  harmonised  with  the  surrounding  hu^^* 
and  seemed  reflected  from  thenu 

Scattered  about  were  instruments  of  mu^^^ 
books,  and  engravings,  and  those  costly  sketcb^^ 
whose  hasty  boldness    speaks    rather   of  tb^ 
artist's  fame  than  conveys  any  distinct  evided^^ 
of  his  merit. 
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It  win  be  readfly  imagined  that  the  ethereal 

lae  which  pervaded  the   apartment   was   not 

exactly  &vourable  to   the  pale   and   fairy-like 

beauty  of  Madame   Obrasoff ;  but  then,  either 

I7  chance  or  design,  she  had  seated  herself  just 

where  the  light  reflected  through  one  of  the 

<xdoured  panes  caught  her  distant  figure  in  its 

&int  and  roseate  halo. 

'  Next  to  her  sits  an  elderly  gentleman  in 
luuibnn.  He  looks  rather  like  a  high-bred 
t^rerman  than  a  Russian;  his  figure  is  good, 
^  carriage  soldier-like ;  the  baldness  which  his 
S^  hair  leaves  as  it  recedes,  gives  to  his  fore- 
^^  the  appearance  of  being  high  and  ample. 
^ere  is  a  natural  frankness  and  jollity  about 
^  expression  of  his  countenance  which  habit 
^  position  has  restrained,  and  there  is  that 
■^pertinent  and  suspicious  inquisitiveness  about 
"^  P^y  eyes,  which  men  of  very  limited 
^'^ception  acquire  in  their  aspect  when  long 
^^^ustomed  to  peer  into  the  motives  of  their 
Uow-men. 

There  is  nothing  to  indicate  superiority  of 
Ltdlect;  but  in  his  manner,  as  he  signs  to 
ladame  Obrasoff  not  to  introduce  them,  there 
^trades  an  imperious  and  involuntary  hauteur 
erived  firom  the  consciousness  of  power.  For 
tns  man  is  very  powerful 
There  is  a   carriage  and  four  this  moment 
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passing  along  the  road,  containing  within  it  i 
nobleman  and  his  wife,  of  family  more  andeDt 
than    the  Emperor's — starred,  titled,  and  rib- 
boned— whilst  their  fortune  matches  thdr  nDk* 
Well,  if  this  elderly  gentleman  were  to  beckctf^ 
the  nobleman  to  step  out  of  his  vdiide,  and  to 
remain  with  his  wijfe  upon  their  knees  on  the 
high   road  till   he  relieved  them,   they  would 
do   it,   and   they   must    do    it    for — although 
not  so  powerful  as  he  will  afterwards  beoomft— — 
they   know    well  enough    that    he  is   CouKxt 
Benkendorf,    to  whom   the   Eknperor's  whol^ 
power    is    delegated   as  grand   master  of  tl:^^ 
secret  police;   whose  absolute  authmty  eforj 
one  in    the  Empire,  the  princes  of  the  Uoo^ 
inclusive,   must   unhesitatingly  obey ;  and  wt^^ 
has  no  account  to  render  to  any  one  for  tb^e 
exercise  of  it  but  to  his  Imperial  master. 

It  struck  Horace  that  he  had  seen  bi*^^ 
before,  although  he  could  not  remember  wheJ*  * 
and  so  he  had,  for,  as  chief  of  the  secret  poli^^ 
he  personally  interrogates  and  converses  W^^^ 
every  stranger  arriving  in  the  capital,  only  leavi-^^ 
this  business  to  his  lieutenant,  tiie  Geo^^^^ 
Duppdt,  when  unavoidable  duties  prevent  hinC^ 

There    was    an     affectionate    cordiality 
Madame  Obrasoff's    wdkx>me;    and    as 
gently  pressed  his  hand  there  was  a  beseechE  ^ 
expression  in  her  speaking  eye,  which  glanci^^ 
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be  directum  of  the  grand  master,  seemed  to 
that  there  was  something  to  explain,  and  to 
e  the  most  winning  apology  before  her 
8  eqnessed  it  They  were  to  dine  at  five 
id  of  at  two,  ^^  because  a  very  charming 
a,  whose  acquaintance  would  compensate 
for  any  number  of  hoxurs  of  mnui^  had 
sed  to  join  them." 

idora  Obrasoff  received  him  with  reserved 
asy  gravity,  answering  only  in  mono- 
es  to  his  attempts  at  conversation,  though 
imes  looking  up  from  her  book  of  en- 
gs  to  survey  him  very  minutely  and 
^,  as  she  might  have  done  by  one  who 
«i  the  subject  of  much  conversation  for 
good  or  evil 

at  where  is  Anna?"  said  the  mother, 
una  is  in  her  boudoir,"  replied  Feodora. 
ire  sent  to  her  three  times : — she  will  not 

at  does  she  know  that  the  Comte  de 
*e89an  is  here  P"  said  the  mother. 
1,  in  a  few  minutes,  Anna  came  bound- 
rously  into  the  room,  and,  after  having 
led  him  with  frank  cordiality,  she  turned 
%  distant  respect  almost  amounting  to 
towards  the  grand  master,  although  his 
bn  was  good-humouredly  courteous. 
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"  Ahr  quoth  he,  aloud.  "Youth!  youth! 
youth  !  —  how  disdainfully  it  turns  firom  oiff 
sixty  summers  towards  congenial  youth  !" 

Horace's  lip  curled  insensibly,  and  he  thought 
"  this  is  a  badly  got  up  and  well-acted  comedy 
of  La  fille  a  marier;  but  each  one  to  bis 
part." 

The  sun  was  beginning  to  shine  out  tempt> 
ingly,  and  a  ramble  in  the  imperial  gardens  wa^ 
proposed;  but  first  Anna  insisted  on  shewic^ 
Horace  through  the  green-house,  and  intotlr^c 
boudoir  of  herself  and  sister. 

The  green-house  was  very  properly,  less  a 
botanical  collection,  or  the  collection  of  a  mait^ 
gardener  in  which  the  classification  and  eoononr^Jf 
of  space  had  been  borne  in  view  for  sdentific  ^'^ 
commercial  purposes,  than  a  vast  and  tasteful*? 
arranged  exotic  bower,  adorned  with  stat*^ 
and  with  fountains. 

It  led  through  a  screen  of  verdure,  and  tbroCB^ 
doors  of  painted  glass,  into  a  sort  of  circi>^^ 
Moorish  court ;  it  was  paved  with  white  mart^* 
whilst  the  arches  were  moulded  into  beauti^^ 
arabesques,  modelled  after  the  walls  of  the  ^^'^ 
hambra,  and  the  glass  between  them,  kept  ii^ 
heat  which  compensated  the  palm  tree  fiir  the  i^^^ 
sun  of  Africa,    whilst  its  broad  leaf  parttaa^^ 
shaded  the  glare  of  light. 
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Misdon-flower  and  the  vine  too,  intruding 
ms  through  narrow  apertures  from  the 
ise,  helped  to  exclude  the  sun's  rays  from 
itfiil  retreat  which  they  invaded.  There 
in  in  the  middle  filled  to  the  brim  with 
iter,  and  an  exquisitely  sculptured  water 
leemed  to  hold  up  delightedly  a  water 

leaves  and  buds  of  gold;  but  the 
presented  by  the  fountain  itself,  which 
t  of  the  hollow  stem,  and  formed  with 
id  fluid  exactly  the  cup  of  the  flower, 
air  might  almost  be  said  to  form  part  of 

for  it  was  entirely  without  windows — 
me  side — and  consisting  of  a  sort  of 
eding  behind  several  of  the  arches. 
x^ess  was  hung  with  green  and  white 
Ik,  wherever  it  was  not  hidden  by  spa- 
uses,  and  a  broad  luxurious  divan  sur- 
the  walls,  its  cushions  covered  with  the 
jmsl.  The  deep  sofl;  velvet-like  plush  of 
isson  carpet,  which*  trenched  upon  the 
rble  pavement  of  the  court,  was  of  a  deep 
en,  and  in  its  pattern  were  woven  irregu- 
s  of  the  early  crocus  of  the  spring,  and  of 
stenmied  tulip.  There  was  a  small  round 
lab  of  malachite  supported  by  cupids 
)ulu,  whose  wings  seemed  outspread 
ih&r  dimpled  diildish  arms  to  bear  aloft 

L  3 
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their  burthen.  But  most  remaikal^  was  a  yei 
arge  folding  screen :  on  the  rev&se  its  bhc 
ground  was  adorned  with  flowers  and  birds, 
whose  gorgeous  wings  the  brilliancy  of  ink 
mother  of  pearl  had  given  more  than  the  refi 
gence  of  their  real  plumage ;  on  the  otb< 
side  it  was  covered  with  beautiful  sketdk 
of  figures  or  engravings  admirably  cdoore 
This  was  evidently  a  great  object  of  Anna's  prid 
for  many  of  these  paintings  were  the  productic 
of  her  own  or  of  her  sister's  pendL 

The  productions  of  the  two  sisters  differedi 
they  did  themselves  in  temper — those  of  Feoda 
being  minute  copies,  Anna's  exceeding  anytlui 
he  had  ever  seen  from  the  hands  of  an  unatai 

But  what  amused  him  most  was  the  nam 
with  which  the  Peri  of  this  fairy  bower,  point 
out  and  dwdt  on  the  merits  of  her  own  wori 
Those  of  her  sister  were  mere  careful  oop 
perhaps  retouched  by  a  master's  hand,  wfai 
her  own  were  full  of  life  and  spirit,  and  geohit 
and  all  this  she  unhesitatingly  pointed  out^  i 
then  inquired  which  of  their  styles  he  pK&tt 
in  a  tone  of  grave  earnestness,  as  if  she  to 
the  deepest  interest  in  his  decision. 

<'  Ah!"  said  Horace,  ''  this  is  a  face  I  111 
seen  somewhere*" 

'<  This  is  my  poformanoe  I"  answered  Au 
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witfa  de%ht,  "  it  is  a  sketch  of  Madame 
fitm  PBcoDection." 

"  I  remember  now,  I  saw  her  pass  my  window 
one  evening  in  your  carriage." 

"  Perhi^,"  said  Anna,  "  my  memory  is  the 
'Wrt  in  the  world ;  but  I  will  tell  you  where  you 
We  met  her.     One  Thursday  night  on  the  9th 

rflart  month,  after  dinner  at  Madame 's." 

^  And  how  do  you  remember  that  so  minutely 
*ith  liie  worst  memory  in  the  world  ?'* 

**  Oh  V  said  Anna  with  simplicity,   looking 
Wna  fall  in  the  fece,  "  though  you  were  only 
f^i'^saented  to  us  the  next  night,  it  was  there  I 
frst  saw  you.*' 

**  Do  not  imagine  that  I  forget,"  answered 
**otace ;  "  but  you  may  conceive  how  agreeably  I 
•'^^  flattered,  to  find  that  you  should  recollect 
*^^  circumstance." 

*'  Oh,  I  ought  to  remember  it.  Look,  here  is 
J^^^'tofiuse,  as  I  sketched  it  from  memory  on  the 
^^llwing  morning." 

And,  to  bis  utter  surprise,  she  opened  a  draw- 
^^g  book,  and  pointed  out  a  finished  sketch  of 
*^imself,  full  of  all  that  general  and  spirited  re- 
^^mUanoe  which  portraits  from  recollection  bear, 
^hen  possessed  of  any  likeness. 

"Ah!"  said  Horace,  "how  could  I  be 
X^orBot  of  the  happiness  of  attracting  so  much 
t^  your  attention  ?" 
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"  It  was  to  please  my  mother,"  added  Anna; 
"  she  entreated  me  to  endeavour  to  recall  your 
features  upon  paper  the  ensuing  morning." 

"  Your  Lady  mother  and  yourself  have  flat- 
tered me  beyond  expression/'  said  Horace ;  but 
he  thought  too  much  sweetness  will  even  dog 
the  wings  of  the  butterfly. 

"  She  said  not,''  replied  Anna,  "  and  there- 
fore I  have  kept  the  sketch  myself.  Is  it  not 
very  like  him  ?"  she  continued,  addressing  Feo- 
dora,  who  had  just  entered  to  summon  them. 

"  Rather  so,"  replied  Feodora,  **  but  there  are 
several  faces  in  that  book  which  could  have  been 
altered  into  quite  as  good  a  likeness." 

"  Ah,"  thought  Horace,  "  there  is  a  famfly 
sting  as  well  as  honey." 

"  Feodora  seeks  only  careful  imitation  in  her 
sketches,"  said  Anna.  "  I  strive  after  the  beauti- 
ful. I  think  it  a  Vandalism  of  art  to  reproduce 
anything  on  paper  or  on  canvass  which  is  not  so 
in  nature.     Look  at  these  two  faces." 

"  Here  then,"  said  Horace,  "  you  have  attained 
it,  —  as  well  as  if  you  had  portrayed  your 
own." 

"  My  own !"  said  Anna,  turning  round  and 
looking  attentively  in  the  glass.  "  My  Tartar  fea- 
tures, my  Asiatic  eyes  and  colourless  complexion ! 
Is  that  all  the  compliment  you  have  to  pay  to 
the  beauty  of  these  two  faces  ?    Consider  that 
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'  both  real  living  portraitures,  though  my 
beauty." 

t  possible,"  thought  Horace,  "  that  the 
3f  the  woman  can  be  merged  in  the 
f the  artist?" 

Sgures  he  was  invited  to  inspect  were 
■  two  females,  utterly  diflFering,  it 
ppear,  in  station,  and  both  youthful 
y :  the  one  was  dressed  in  robes  of  state 
)  on  her  head  a  tiara  of  jewels ;  the 
s  in  the  simple  costume  of  a  Polish 
irl. 

oe  and  figure  of  the  peasant  girl  were 
itiful ;  but,  as  he  dwelt  on  the  other 
he  was  more  and  more  struck  with 
nating  sweetness  of  its  expression, 
lether  faithfully  reproduced  from  the 
r  whether  added  by  the  imagination  of 
3r,  did  her  equal  credit ;  and  when  he 
t  down,  he  felt  impelled  to  take  it  up 
^ve  another  long  glance  of  admiration, 
now  earnestly  expressed  for  the  per- 

you  say  that  these  are  both  real 
?  You  have,  I  am  sure,  trans- 
«rith  your   magic  pendl,  women   into 

of  these  portraits  is  not  flattered,"  an- 


rambling  in  the  gardens. 

If  the  inhabitants  of  Peterhoff  are 
for  space,  —  generally  so  valueless  in  I 
everything,  grounds,  park,  and  gardens,  < 
with  the  Imperial  establishment,  luxi 
a  superfluity  of  room,  which  seems 
the  narrow  limits  of  individual  prin 
liberty,  as  contrasted  with  the  boundk 
sovereign  power. 

In  these  gardens  they  passed  b) 
cottages,  copied  minutdy  from  {ncturei 
were  the  deep  thatch,  the  latticed  wii 
climbing  woodbine  and  roses ;  though 
proadbing  them,  Horace  disoovared  that  I 
was  of  sheet  iron  painted  to  imitate  i 

They  had  wandered  on  for  some  tii 
it   happened   that    they  somehow  be 
parated  from  Madame  Obrasoff  and 
master. 

"  Come  !"  said  Anna,  ''  one  does  i 
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I  wiD  go;   and  what   can  you  both  do  but 
foDow?" 
"What  could  I  wish  to  do  but  follow?"  said 

HofBOC 

"You  hear,"  said  Anna  to  her  sister, 
"Count Horace  will  accompany  me;  so,  whether 
you  come  or  not,  I  shall  go  on." 
But  when  Anna  had  led  them  from  one  shady 
>pot  to  another  for  nearly  half  an  hoiu-,  they 
me  suddenly  met  by  an  officer  in  uniform,  who 
q^ptxidied  them  with  considerable  trepidation. 

"My  children !"  he  said,  with  a  hasty  bow  of 
recognition,  "  I  do  not  know  how  you  have  got 
past  the  line  of  huntsmen,  but  you  will  come 
^fu&j  &ce  to  &oe  with  the  Emperor.  He  is 
^t  shootmg  to-day." 

^'See  what  you   have  done,  Anna!"   said 
Peodora,  reproachfully. 
*'  What  must  we  do.  General  ?"  said  Anna. 
**  What  you  must  do  ?"  replied  the  General 
^  «ome  perplexity,  "  why  we  must  contrive  to 
*^  you  somewhere.       He  will  not  be  out 
Mother  hour." 

**  And  if  we  do  meet  him,"  said  Horace,  "  his 
^^esty,  I  am  sure,  will  not  hurt  us." 

**  But  if  he  do  meet  you,  it  may  hurt  me, 
^ ;  the  fellows  who  have  let  you  pass  shall  smart 
^it." 
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"Oh  yes,"  said  Anna,  "it  is  better  not    i 
meet  him." 

The    General   made    a  signal,   and    imioe- 
diately  half  a  score  of  jagers  or  huntsmen,  ap^ 
peared  on  different  sides  as  if  by  magic,  like  the 
Highlanders  in  the  Lady  of  the  Lake  at  the 
summons  of  Roderick  Dhu. 

"  Now,"  said  the  General,  stepping  into  the 
copse  where  there  was  a  party  of  these  militariijr 
attired  foresters,  "  you  must  remain  heie  tiD 
the  Imperial  party  passes ;  for  when  once  the 
Emperor  descends  thus  far,  he  will  not  at  this 
hour  turn  back  again." 

To  the  surprise  of  Horace,  he  found  that 
these  foresters  were  holding,  one  of  them  » 
pheasant,  another  a  hare,  another  a  fox. 

"What  are  these.  Sir,"  said  Horace  to  the 
General,  who,  —  the  cause  of  his  agitation, 
once  removed, — ^became  very  polite  and  cour- 
teous. 

"  These,"  replied  the  General,  "  are  to  be 
let  loose  from  the  brushwood  should  the  Em- 
peror pass  this  way ;  a  little  jfarther  on,  in  that 
copse  to  the  left,  there  are  foresters  with  two 
deer  and  a  wolf;  and  just  look !  floating  on  that 
rivulet,  do  you  see  six  or  eight  wild  docto? 
Well,  they  are  tied  down  to  little  posts  in  the 
water,  and  there  are  two  men  deveriy  ooneeakd 
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io  the  rushes,  who  hold  a  string,  which  pulls  a 

sort  of  trigger,  to  let  them  oflf  at  the  opportune 

moment,  which  will  be  if  his  Majesty  should 

approadi  within  shot  of  them.     I  flatter  myself 

that  it  is  skilfully  managed." 

"  But/*  said  Horace,  "  is  there  no  wild 
game?" 

"Dear  me,'*  replied  the  General, "  do  you  sup- 
pose that  game  is  with  us  as  in  the  West  of 
Europe?  We  have  plenty  of  it,  because  we  have 
«i  immense  extent  of  territory ;  but  it  is  thinly 
scattered  through  dense  woods  and  morasses, 
^  most  impenetrable  in  the  world,  where  its 
P^QSuit  becomes  a  real  labour  instead  of  a  pas- 
^e;  and  then  it  would  be  immensely  difficult 
^d  e3q)^sive  to  preserve  it ;  and  as  the  Emperor 
^y  shoots  we  thus  insure  him  good  sport." 

At  this  moment  some  shots   were   fired  at  a 

^ort  distance  fix)m  them ;  and  then  the  Em- 

^r,  with  two  of  his   officers,  emerging  fi-om 

path  which   led   into   a  shrubbery,   walked 

gfat  up  to  the  stream. 

"Now!"  whispered  the  General,  who  evi- 
^dy  took  all  the  interest  of  a  manager  of  a 
leatre  in  some  point  of  scenic  interest. 
Now — ah  !  those  fools — ah !  that  is  right ;" 
ad  up  flew  some  of  the  ducks,  whilst  others 
ived. 
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The  Emperor  fired  and  missed ;  and  th^ 
one  of  his  companions  fired  after  him,  skki 
missed  also ;  but  the  third  brought  down  one 
bird  and  struck  a  handfiil  of  feathers  with  the 
discharge  of  his  second  barrel  firom  another. 

"  Ah  !  he  is  the  most  skilful,"  said  Horace. 

"Which?"  said  the  General,  sharply,  lod 
with  an  accent  of  contempt  which  he  instamtlir 
checked. 

"  I  am  sure,"  said  Anna,  in  English,  ''  that 
the  most  skilfid  of  the  two  courtiers  was  not 
the  one  who  hit." 

But  the  attendants  having  furnished  them 
with  fi^h  guns,  the  Imperial  party  proceeded, 
and  a  deer  running  slowly  out  before  the  Ein* 
peror,  he  fired,  and  struck  it  down ;  and  then 
approaching  in  high  good  humour,  he  bedatoed 
to  some  one,  which  made  the  party  think  that 
they  were  discovered. 

"Hushl"  said  the  General,  "do  you  not 
see  it  is  the  Empress  ?"  and  the  taD,  somewhat 
slight  figure  of  the  Empress  was  seen  approach- 
ing with  the  wife  of  General  Friedrich,  ^ 
companion  of  her  youth. 

The  Empress  herself  firequendy  shoots;  ^ 
that  day  she  had  declined  it 

She  rallied  the  Emperor  a  little  upon  hii 
want  of  skill ;  and  then  she  proposed  to  ft^  ' 
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with  pistob,  which  the  ffrand  veneur 
iedfly  to  be  procured;  and  in  a  few 
post  was  struck  up,  to  the  topof  which 
sd  a  live  pigeon. 

iperor  fired;  and  then  it  surprised 
see  the  Empress,  with  her  peculiarly 
spect  and  her  frail  wrist,  raise  the 
fire,  and  then  again;  and  at  the 
t  she  hit  the  bird.  A  second  pigeon 
up,  and  after  several  ineffectual 
he  Empress  again  hit  it;  and  then 
al  party  moved  forward,  the  Empress 
;  with  her  husband  on  her  superiority 

oeral  was  evidently  delisted.     "  All 
off  well,  thank  God,"  he  said, 
ell    me,"  said    Horace,  ^*  does  the 
aiow  that  all  these  birds  and  beasts 
for  him  to  fire  at  when  he  passes  ?" 
less  you,  no ;  that  would  destroy  all 

;  strikes  me  that  with  a  gun  in  my 
mid  not  be  long  in  finding  it  out.  A 
would  readily  perceive  that  game  of 
1  descriptions  does  not  come  across 
be  fired  at  thus." 

said  the  General,  "  is  because  you 
accustomed  to  see  differently;  but 
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if  you  never  had  ?  And  then  would  you  ha'-* 
the  Emperor  keep  whole  battalions  of  foresltesM 
and  huntsmen  and  a  vast  establishment,  asj 
not  be  able  to  enjoy  his  sport  without  mon 
trouble  than   it  would  cost   a  peasant?" 

The  Imperial  party   being   sufficiently   dis- 
tant,   a    signal   was    made,   and  the  foresters 
were  seen  gathering  in  scores  from  the  places 
where   they  had   lain    so    skilfully  concealed. 
Horace  just  thought  it  possible  that  a  good  deil 
of  the  same  scenic  representation  might  be  got 
up  throughout  the  Empire  to  keep  its  master  in 
good  humour. 

"  What  sort  of  woman  is  the  Empress?"  said 
Horace,  as  soon  as  he  was  alone  with  the  two 
sisters.  ''  Is  she  accounted  kind-hearted,  or 
severe,  or  indifferent?" 

But  even  Anna  looked  about  as  embarrassed 
and  shocked,  as  a  young  girl  might  do  in  iofSr 
land  before  whom  some  opinion  startlingly  bte- 
phemous  had  been  propounded ;  and  thai  she 
said  hurriedly  as  if  to  dismiss  the  subject : 

"  No  one  speaks  of  the  Emperor's  wife!** 

"  But  does  she  do  good  or  evil  ?" 

"  She  laughs  and  dances,"  replied  Anna,  and 
then  took  up  abruptly  another  subject 

It  was  just  dinner-time  when  they  returned. 
Anna  and  Feodora  flew  to  complete  their  toiM 
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oraoe  was  ushered   into   the  receiving 

ooked  with  some  curiosity  amongst 
e  lady  guests  for  the  original  of  the 
portrait  of  the  boudoir ;  but  there  was 
amongst  them  who  was  young  or 
Now,  though  she  was  singularly 
^  her  loveliness  was  of  a  kind  utterly 
"om  that  which  he  had  seen  reproduced 
s  pencil,  and  which  dwelt  on  his  recoi- 
ls a  very  few  of  the  most  exquisite 
f  the  brush  or  chisel  are  apt  to 
I  the  memory  of  those  who  have 
Qsely    impressed    with    their    perfec- 

et — had  it  not  been  fpr  the  predeter- 

Qt  of  his  curiosity — the  charms  of  the 

question  were   such   as   might    have 

instead  of  disappointing,    the  most 

anticipation. 

)mplexion,  features,  and  figure,  were 
)  type  and  ideal  of  the  Polish  than  of 
anic  stamp  of  beauty.  Her  "  Asiatic 
quite  Polish  with  its  mingled  softness 
mcy,  when 

Througli  it  8tx>le  a  tender  light 
[ike  the  first  mooiiriBe  of  midnight. 
Luge  dark  and  swimming  in  the  stream, 
WUch  seemed  to  melt  to  its  own  beam. 
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Besides,  a  touch  of  suffering  and  of  anzidj 
bad  chastened  the  bright  expression  of  the 
woman's  eyes  into  that  of  the  angel's — ^the 
angel's,  when  liquid  and  thoughtful  wiA  its 
watchful  sympathy. 

Her  dress  was  so  simple  as  to  contrast 
strangely  with  some  jewels  of  inestimable  value ; 
the  cost  of  a  vast  estate  worn  so  cardeasly 
denoting  inordinate  wealth. 

The  lady — ^for  Horace  had  not  caught  her 
name — ^was  treated  with  a  deference  which  die 
endeavoured  to  repress,  and  she  was  just  then  in 
conversation  with  a  tall,  elderly  military  dandy. 

The  tightness  of  his  imifonn,  or  its  padding, 
retained  his  figure  in  all  the  symfnetry  for  whidi 
it  had  formerly  been  distinguished,  and  the  most 
perfect  of  black  wigs,  the  most  natural  of  teeth, 
and  the  dye  and  curl  of  his  mustachios,  had 
baffled,  if  not  the  march  of  time,  at  least  tea 
years  of  the  trace  of  its  triumphs.  His  very 
dark  eyes-— of  the  harsh  Mongolian  blade — 
sparkled  as  brightly  in  their  unquenched  fire  as 
the  diamond  stars  which,  together  with  ribbons^ 
crosses,  medals,  and  silver  laoe,  relieved  the 
invisible  green  of  his  uniform. 

In  his  manner  he  still  affected  the  graces  for 
which  he  had  been  distinguished  twenty  years 
before ;  but  for  which  he  had  grown  too  anti- 
quated, notwithstandmg  aU  tire  arts   of    the 
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tralet;  for  he  was  no  other  than  the  Count 
TchOT ....  notorious  at  the  Court  of  Napoleon 
ftr  his  wit,  his  elegance,  and  his  successes. 

But  his  conquests  had  not  all  been  of  the 
drawiDguroom  or  the  boudoir ;  for  the  plan  of 
Napoleon's  projected  invasion  had  been  entrusted 
to  toale  discretion,  and  female  discretion  had 
confided  it  to  the  sympathy  or  the  carelessness 
of  the  handsome  diplomate. 

Now  how  much  this  trustful  discretion  was  at 

&uh^  the  sequd,  which  is  matter  of  history, 

proved;    for  the  diplomate  suddenly  vanished 

^m  Paris,  the  lover  and  the  secret  taking  wing 


Napoleon  who,  when  too  late,  v^as  made 
^^^are  of  it,  caused  him  to  be  pursued — a  piu-- 
^t  which,  if  successful,  would  probably  have 
^plTved  the  object  of  it  from  shovidng  the  varied 
Uiture  of  his  talents ;  for,  after  safely  carrying 
^  iofbrmation  to  his  master,  he  next  appears 
ipoD  the  scene — not  in  his  ball  dress,  or  trium- 
Aing  in  deceits,  red  tape,  and  sealing  wax, 
uod  oilier  weapons  of  the  grwd  anti-veracious 
nde  of  diplomacy ;  but  in  the  character  of  the 
Sery  partisan,  leading  a  band  of  Cossacks  by 
onheard  of  marches,  amongst  the  boundless 
9tappes  and  forests,  and  frozen  marshes,  to  hoves* 
on  tte  rear  or  intercept  upon  their  passage,  the 
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conquered  of  the  elements,  the  children  of  9zbe 
grande  armeey  the  men  miraculously  seduced    in 
one  generation  from  the  propagandism  of  t;lie 
wildest   democracy   to    the    support   of  utter 
despotism,  hy  the  hauble  of  military  glory  held 
before  their  eyes,  and  typified  by  a  bit  of  red 
ribbon,    suspending    eighteen-penny  worth     of 
silver. 

And  then  when  the  roar  of  armies  which  hskd 
gradually  receded  from  the  ears  of  France,  Uke 
ebbing  waters,  had  b^un  so  fiitaDy  to  flow    ixk 
a  tide  of  foreign  invasion;  when  Leipsic  h^»d 
seen 

The  Saxon  jackal  leave  the  lion's  side. 

To  turn  the  bear's,  the  wolfs,  and  fox's  guide. 

and  the  continental  allied  armies  advanced  jl^o 
cautiously  on  the  soil  of  France — the  soil  whic^i* 
.bore  those  redoubtable  Frenchmen  who  hi^^ 
visited  every  capital  in  Europe,  and  whom  i^  ^ 
one  but  the  red  islanders^  smce  the  death  of  cff>^ 
Suwarrow  had  ever  matched  in  &ir  and  equ^^ 
fight — then,  when  three  fourths  of  what  was  doii»  ^ 
so  cautiously,  was  accomplished  by  Alexander  ^ 
Russians,  headed  by  German  leaders  or  move^^ 
according  to  German  counsels,  then  Coud^  ^ 
Tchor  ....  the  ex-dandy,  ex-diplomate,  and  oc:^ 
partisan  leader,  was  again  prominently  farovfgl^' 
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into  notioe  as  commanding  a  division  of  the 
Russian  anny,  which  advanced  with  a  successful 
boldness,  of  which  none  of  his  colleagues  with 
unmeasurably  greater  means  had  given  evidence. 
Since  then  the  Count,  now  the  Prince 
Tchor . . . .  had  risen  to  the  dignity  of  minister  of 
'wu',and  of  one  of  the  fevourites  of  the  Emperor 
Nicholas. 

He  was  then  the  only  thorough  Russian 
'^y  possessed  of  power — ^the  antagonist  of  the 
^^Qinan  Diebitsch  and  of  all  Germans,  whose 
^Jcws  he  incessantly  thwarted,  being  altogether 
"^c  personification,  it  cannot  be  said  of  Musco- 
^fe  interests,  but  of  the  feelings  of  all  Muscovite 
^phyisy  from  the  private  soldier  upwards. 

Strikingly  anti-teutonic,  he  was  an  apt  and 
^vourable  specimen  X)f  the  higher  classes  of  the 
^^iscovite  race — not  of  the  peaceful  and  fair- 
^^^ifed  majority,  with  their  inborn  love  of  trade, 
^*^8cending  from  the  mixture  of  the  Sdavonians 
^^  the  aboriginal  Fins;  but  of  the  darker 
^^  arising  firom  the  conjunction  of  the  Sda- 
Vonic  or  of  the  Sclavonic  and  Plnnish  with  their 
Jfongolian  and  Tartar  conquerors. 

With  talents,  which  never  amounted  to  genius, 

he  had  always  striven  rather  to  seem  to  know 

than   to  know ;  but  his  powers  of  perception 

and  rtdfiction,  as  £ur  as  they  did  extend,  were 

VOL.   II.  M 
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rapid ;  and  he  was  the  man  of  moral  coaii-^^ 
and  promptness,  of  intrigue  and  action. 

Like  all  his  dass,  in  reality  possesnng  .^axi 
equal  amount  of  ability  to  the  Russo-GennaczB^ 
to  whom  the  Russian  Empire  has  so  long  r^:^^ 
lized  the  land  of  promise — ^those  Russo-GermaKas 
theorising  even  in  their  pettiest  intrigues — he  hsB.41 
moreover  the  advantage  over  them — ^whicfa  all  hSts 
class  possess — of  qualities  which  enabled  hiKm 
to  make  the  most  o(  his  talents,  just  as  kiSs 
countrymen  have  the  art  of  spreading  a  veK  y 
slender  stock  of  knowledge,  like  a  thin  leaf  fro^cDn 
the  gold-beater,  over  an  immense  superliii  mW 
surface. 

Thus,  in  a  negotiation,  or  at  the  head  ^^ 
an  army,  the  Russian  would  have  seized  tt:=ic 
entangling  thread,  which  the  slower  Russ^ho- 
German  genius  would  have  discovered  on  tl  le 
morrow,  (a  day  too  late  to  act  upcm  it,)  (■^■r* 
where  it  baffled  them  both,  the  G^man  wwi  irf 
pause  to  cogitate  where  the  Russ  would  h»  ^^ 
cut  the  Gordian  knot,  by  a  determined  res^^D- 
lution  or  with  the  sword  of  battle. 

It    might  be  imagined  that  these  mtuM'^ 
advantages  would  suffice  to  secure  the  prep^^^ 
derance  of  Russian  candidates  for  office ;  but  tb^ 
wo\ild  be  to  reckon  without  the  smile  a£  impes^' 
favour,   which  is  to  the  social  worid  of  ib^^ 
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realms  just  what  the  sun  is  to  the  material, 
— ^without  whose  yivifymg  influence  no  seeds  or 
roots,  the  most  useful  or  noUe,  can  pierce 
through  the  frozen  superstratum  (rf*  the  soil  to  the 
life  of  active  vegetation — and  the  sun  (^imperial 
fiivour  is  so  mistrustful,  or  so  far  mistaken,  as 
only  to  shine  on  those  who  have  no  root 
amongst  the  Muscovite  population,— -exoqrt  at 
intervals,   in   a  few  rare  instances, — and   the 

Prince  Tchor was  one  of  the  most  remarkable 

of  these. 

Before  the  dinner,  that  very  barbaric  pre- 
lude to  the  meal  was  served  which  jars  so 
singulaily  with  the  splendour  and  elegance  of 
a  fashionable  Russian  table,  which  the  world  has 
been  ransacked  with  more  than  Roman  avidity 
to  supply,  appropriating  its  most  varied  ddicacies, 
its  customs,  and  its  gastronomic  skill. 

Let  the  reader  imagine  smoked  goose  and 
smoked  salmon,  hung  bee^  and  Bologna 
sausages,  anchovies,  and  salt  herrings,  sardines, 
and  fresh  and  dried  caviar,  grated  P^omesan, 
and  Cheshire  cheese,  and  in  Act,  everything  for 
whidi  the  oil  and  Italian  warehouseman  can 
lay  the  animal  kii^om  under  contribution  to 
suj^fy  his  trade,  served  vp  with  liqueurs  and 
•weet  wines  ;  and  all  to  pre&ce  a  rqpast  which 
is  alwayn  tecfiously  cc^us,  the  Frendi  kitdiea 

M  2 
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appearing  to  put  forward  its  productions  in  a 
formidably  numerous  array,  as  if  alarmed  by  the 
allied  army  of  Russian,  French,  Italian,  and 
English  dishes,  which  find  their  place  at  the 
overloaded  board  besides. 

The  idea  irresistibly  arises — ^if  these  things 
be  intended  to  whet  the  appetite  as  asserted 
— that  they  must  be  provided  for  those  insatiable 
appetites,  qui  viennent  en  mangeanty  or  else  to 
take  off  the  edge  of  a  gluttony,  dangerous  to 
itself  in  the  first  eagerness  of  its  unblunted 
fervour. 

But  a  Russian  hastened  to  explain  to  Horace, 
that  the  custom  so  universally  adopted  was 
foreign  in  its  origin,  being  imported  from 
the  north-eastern  Germjui  provinces — ^the 
Russian  bee,  like  the  oriental  bee  in  general, 
collecting  a  very  questionable  sort  of  honey, 
when  it  wanders  abroad  fi'om  flower  to  flower ; 
which  may  fully  account  for  the  strong  disincli- 
nation of  the  great  majority  of  orientals  to  all 
innovation. 

"  With  us,"  said  the  Russian,  "it  is  imitation; 
with  its  German  originators,  greediness — ^the 
besetting  sin  of  our  worthy  neighbours." 

"I  can  only  say,"  replied  Horace*  "that 
from  Berlin  to  Konigsberg,  I  could  not  find 
white  bread  even  at  the  post-houses." 
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"  Well,  but  it  is  no  proof  of  frugality  when 
people  have  not  wherewithal ;  besides,  one  may 
show  moderation  over  ^faiegras  and  greediness 
over  black  bread.  I  have  heard  a  doctor  say, 
that,  in  the  statistics  of  European  ailments,  the 
largest  number  of  broken  constitutions,  arose 
with  men  in  France  from  their  devotion  to 
the  fair  sex — ^though  not  from  broken  hearts 
—  in  England  from  their  copious  potations ; 
and  in  Germany  from  the  smgular  want  of 
foresight,  which  Providence  has  exhibited  in 
not  fitting  their  stomachs  to  their  appetites." 

But  he  did  not  add  that  the  French  doctor 
had  told  him  so  on  the  occasion  of  his  consulting 
him  for  an  asthma,  arising  from  a  cold  which  he 
had  caught  by  attending  the  ceremony  of  the 
blessing  of  the  waters  by  the  Emperor,  and 
standing  in  twenty  degrees  of  cold,  bare-headed» 
and  in  a  thin  coat  which  was  worn  in  com- 
pliment to  his  majesty ;  whereupon  the  doctor 
had  added  "  that,  in  Russia,  he  was  prepared  to 
find  the  most  general  predisposing  cause  of 
illness  t6  exist  with  one  half  in  determination 
of  blood  to  the  head,  and  of  injuries  of  the 
worn  out  spine  with  the  other;  from  the  in- 
cessant prostrations  of  the  peasantry,  and  the  per- 
petual bending  of  the  back  with  their  masters.'' 

The  dinner  itself  was  like  dinners  all  over  the 
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world,  differing  only  in  the  fish,  whidi  haj^:^i 
caught  in  rivers  that  run  into  inland  aeas,  or  "^< 
the  brackish  waters  of  the  Baltic,  were— exce^:=>^ 
the  salmon — ^peculiar,  and  inferior  of  their  IdiV'  ^ 
to  those  which  in  the  salt  ocean  swarm  on  o\^^ 
western  shores.  And  then  the  love  of  all  th^^ 
was  costly  had  been, — as  is  so  frequently  tk— ^ 
case  elsewhere, — allowed  to  predominate  over  th  — 
general  good  taste  which  had  presided  over  th^*^ 
arrangement  of  the  banquet.  There  was,  fo^^ 
instance,  a  tureen  of  soup  of  an  unsightly  size^^^ 
and  a  dish  of  fish  inordinate  in  magnitude^ 
but  then  all  present  knew  that  it  was  soupi^ 
made  with  the  precious  sterlet — and  champagne.^-* 
And  the  fish  was  a  sterlet  of  unusual  siase  and  1 
rarity. 

It  is  not  unlike,  and  little  superior  to  briB  in 
flavour ;  but  then,  perhaps,  that  fish  had  cost  a 
thousand  roubles.  And  of  course  there  was 
every  kind  of  wine  excepting  Russian;  not 
forgetting  the  most  expensive  Tokay,  made 
from  the  over-ripe  grape,  when,  by  the  mere 
pressure  of  its  own  weight,  the  richness  of  its 
juice  drips  into  vessels  placed  to  receive  it,  and 
sold  at  a  price  somewhat  exceeding  its  weight 
in  silver.  There  are  many  districts  of  Spain, 
where  wine  of  a  similar  quality  is  made  and 
sold  for  a  few  halfpence,  and  drunk  unwittioigly 
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by  the  population  of  the  spot ;  but  then,  if  ever 
discovered  by  the  Russian  gounnet,  the  baseness 
of  its  price  will  always  be  a  bar  to  its  competing 
with  Tokay. 

Now,  as  the  attention  of  Horace  was  directed 
towards  the  bdftutiful  and  mournful  face  of  the 
lady,  who  seemed  the  point  of  universal  attraction 
and  the  object  of  general  deference,  he  could 
not  help  thinlnng  that  he  had  seen  her  before ; 
and  then  on  a  sudden,  a  light  broke  in  upon  his 
memory,  to  which,  indeed,  he  would  scarcely  have 
trusted  had  it  not  been  that  he  felt  he  could  not 
easily  be  mistaken,  when  he  only  had  to  tax  it 
back  for  a  few  hours. 

He  fdt  satisfied  that  hers  was  the  &ce  he 
had  seen  so  admirably  represented  in  the  boudoir 
of  the  daughters  of  his  hostess,  though  not  the 
one  by  which  he  had  been  so  much  struck,  and 
of  which  he  had  been  so  fully  prepared  to  meet 
the  original,  but  that  of  the  Polish  peasant  gu'l 
in  her  national  holiday  costume.  But  the  traces 
of  a  few  years,  and  still  more  of  deep  anxieties, 
had  so  far  changed  her  features  that  this,  as 
much  as  the  difference  of  attire  and  station,  had 
prevented  him  from  at  once  recognizing  the 
original.  He  was  delib^uting  in  his  own  mind, 
whether  her  portrait  had  been  taken  in  a  fancy 
wit,  or  whether  the  peasant  girl  had  perhaps 
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risen — as  her  beauty  merited — ^to  rank  st:^" 
wealth;  when  the  minister  of  war  d  pw^^^ 
of  a  glass  of  water,  related  an  anecdote  whi^^ 
he  appeared  to  think  too  good  to  be  monopdisi^^ 
by  a  single  pair  of  ears. 

"  After  the  allies,"  said  Count  Tchor . . .  .«h^b^ 
crossed  the  Rhine,  I  happened  to  occupy  tl  -^* 
city  of  Liege  in  the  Low   Coimtries.     I  hn^  "^ 
not  been  in  the  place  above  a  few  hours,  when        ^ 
worthy  citizen  forced  his  way  into  my  presenc^^^^ 
panting  for  breath  like  a  himted  hare,  and  thre%i^^^^ 
himself  at  my  feet,  imploring  my  protection." 

"*  Against  what,'  said  I,  *do  you  wish  m^ 
to  protect  you  ?' 

'^  ^  Please,  your  Excellency,  against  the  fieroesir 
and  most  unreasonable  gentleman  of  a 
Cossack,  who  is  quartered  upon  me.' 

" '  Let  me  hear  what  cause  of  complaint  he 
has  given  you.' 

'' '  AUow  me  to  take  breath,  your  ExoeDency, 
and  you  shall  hear.' 

" '  When  he  presented  his  billet,  he  began  by 
flourishing  his  whip,  and  I  assure  you  he  was 
received  with  every  mark  of  attention,  pditenessi 
and  respect.  The  first  thing  he  asked  finr  was 
de  Veau.  Well,  your  Excellency,  I  thought 
that  if  his  manner  was  peremptory,  his  demands 
had  been  hitherto  so  moderate  that  I  oould  noC 
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l^ten  too  speedily  to  comply  with  them ;  and 

I  presented  to  him  a  glass  of  the  clearest,  coldest, 

uid  purest  spring  water*  Hereupon  he  drew  out  his 

^ord,  and  with  a  horrible  expression  of  coun- 

tcmanoe  made  sign  for  me  to  drink  it.     Though 

^  request  was  strange,  I  drank  it,  affecting  to 

^Qule  pleasantly,  and  then  he  said  again  de  Veau. 

^ien  I  brought  the  second  glass,  he  flourished  his 

^^ord  more  angrily  than  before,  and  again  made 

''^  swallow  it,  and  then  he  asked  for  more  water ! 

**  *  Thinks  I,  perhaps  he  is  afraid  the  water  is 

Poisoned,  so  wondering  at  my  own    stupidity, 

^^=^    next    time   I    brought   in   the    jug,    and 

^^Ivuitarily  tasting,  I  washed  out  the  glass,  and 

/^7*iog  it  to  the  brim,  respectfiilly  tendered  it  to 

^'^^.    But,  nothing  soothed,  again  he  made  me 

^^^31ow  it,  and  fill  another  bumper.    I  fell  upon 

V^^  knees ;  but  glass  after  glass  he  made  me  gulp 

^^"^^j  tin  I  came  to  the  ninth ;  and  then  your 


^cellency,  ds  I  only  hold  two  chopines^  feeling 
Tf^^^t  the  next  would  burst  me,  I  frankly  confess, 
^^^^t  I  took  to  my  heels,  and  Providence,  which 
^^^ught  me  safe  into  your  presence,  I  trust  will 


your  Excellency  in  my  melancholy  fate.' 

^      "  When  he  had  concluded  this  pathetic  appeal, 

^      sent    for    the   Cossack,   and  inquired    the 

^^otives   of    his   conduct ;    when  it   appeared 

^liat,  having  been  told  that  eatt^e-vie  was  the 

^^Veiicli  for  brandy,  he  had  remembered  only  the 

M  3 
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word  eau ;  and  that,  when  the  worthy  citizen  had 
brought  him  water,  feeling  aggrieved  at  the 
pertinacious  jest  which  he  imagined  his  host  to 
be  perpetrating,  he  had  determined  to  try  whether 
he  could  not  bring  him  to  reason,  by  making 
him  swallow,  as  &st  as  .he  brought  it,  a 
beverage  so  very  little  to  his  own  taste." 

After  dinner,  the  last  of  the  guests  left  were 
the  &ir  Pole  and  Coimt  Horace,  who  was  to 
repair  with  the  ObrasofFs  to  the  Imperial  gardens. 

Like  a  true  Pole,  she  kindly  expressed  her 
sympathy  with  his  countrymen;  and  then, 
looking  to  the  hour,  she  rose.  Madame 
Obrasoff  called  for  the  carriage  of  "  the 
Duchess,"  and  she  departed;  but  with  an 
"  au  revoir"  and  not  with  an  "  adieu,**  and 
as  the  hostess,  with  unusual  deference,  led  her 
to  her  very  carriage,  Horace  just  caught  the 
words  as  they  left  the  room,  ^'  I  should  have 
been  delighted  to  stay  with  you  .  .  ."  and  then 
again,  the  last  of  the  sentence — "  him  1"  .  .  .  . 
probably  audible  from  its  emphasis. 

"  Ah  1"  thought  Horace,  when  he  recalled  the 
anxiety  and  inquietude  of  that  sweet  face — "  some 
victim  to  her  own  or  to  her  fieimily's  ambition  !'* 

"  Who  is  that  very  interesting  person  ?" 

''That,"  said  Anna,  "is  the  Duchess  of 
Lowicz." 

'<  The  Duchess  r  repeated  Horace,  reflecting 
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^  he  had  never  heard  of  Dukes  or  Marquises, 
or  Visoounts  in  the  Russian  Empire." 

"  She  seems  very  amiable ;    but   her  mind 
Vpears    unceasingly   disturbed    by    a    painful 


le." 

"  Yes,"  returned  Anna,    "  how  anxious  she 
'^te  to  leave  us  !" 
'*  And  what  is  the  object  of  her  solicitude — a 

chad?" 

*'  No,"  replied  Anna,  "  a  hxisband." 
At   this   moment   the   return    of    Madame 
ObrssoflF  inteiTupted   the    conversation ;    and, 
^^^     having  been   served,   the  ladies   prepared 
*^    accompany  Horace  to  the  f(Ste. 


CHAPTER  X. 

It  was  one  of  those  days  on  which 
Emperor  of  all  the  Russias — that  is  to  sa 
great  Russia,  and  of  little  Russia,  of  1 
Russia,  of  white  Russia,  and  of  red  Rusi 
throws  open  his  palaces  and  gardens  to  re 
all  his  subjects,  from  the  highest  to 
lowest. 

But  there  is  all  the  haughtiness  of  absoli 
even  in  the  apparent  humility  of  this  um^ 
condescension. 

The  princes  of  the  monarchies  of  We 
Europe,  in  all  the  arrogance  of  their  superi 
always  tacitly   acknowledged    that   thov 
individiifllft    or   rJaf;5tf»    annroachimr   suffid 
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of  his  nobility  and  gentry,  that  the  King  was 
only  the  first  gentleman  in  his  realm. 

But  an  Emperor  of  Russia  is  raised  too  high 
above  his  subjects  to  take  into  consideration  these 
differences  of  rank ;  like  a  giant  gazing  down 
upon  a  busy  nest  of  pismires,  the  distinction 
between  the  lowliest  and  the  proudest  of  his 
slaves  is  supposed  to  be  imperceptible  to 
eyes  accustomed  to  scan  the  wide  distance 
between  the  condition  of  the  loftiest  of  those 
who  crawl  beneath  him  and  his  own.  This 
is  the  implied  moral,  too,  of  these  universal 
receptions,  where  the  vermin  of  the  slave  and 
the  brilliants  of  the  noble  are  scattered  alike, 
as  they  jostle  together  on  the  gravelly  paths  of 
the  gardens  of  Peterhoff,  in  the  rush  of  the 
crowd  for  whom  a  himdred  thousand  lamps 
have  made  an  artificial  daylight.  It  is  a  lesson 
not  intended  to  upraise  the  humble  portion  of 
the  people ;  but  to  show  the  aspiring  the  vanity 
of  their  pretensions.  Talent,  and  birth,  and 
wejedth,  and  learning,  may  be  distinctives 
among  the  common  herd  by  inter-comparison ; 
but,  at  the  footsteps  of  the  autocratic  throne, 
they  must  all  sink  to  the  same  undistinguishable 
level,  before  the  august  majesty  of  the  Tsars. 

Everywhere— even  in  England — ^pride   may 
be  seen  occasionally  draping  itself  in  the  mantle 
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of  condescension,  and  haughtiness  i 
of  humility.  If  the  reader  will  take 
to  tax  his  recollection,  he  will  doul 
many  exemplifications  of  this  fact,  m< 
ahle  than  the  one  which  immediatd] 
the  author's  memory. 

He  remembers  a  certidn  ducal  i 
gave  a  grand  entertainment  to  all  the  t 
of  the  market-town  adjoining  the 
residence,  to  the  utter  scandal  of  thi 
the  county.  Now,  as  the  ducal  femi] 
an  extreme  liberality  of  opinion,  it  w 
consistent  in  waving  those  distinctior 
which  are  quite  anomalous  with  cert 
tenets,  and  which,  in  the  estimatio; 
may  even  be  little  consonant  with  thi 
convictions ;  and  consequently,  thi 
indignation  of  the  gentry  was  mis 
reprehensible.  But  in  the  next  plac 
Amphytrions  issue  a  general  invitat 
gentry  of  the  country;  and  then, 
supper  succeeds  the  ball,  those  who 
it,  retire,  with  the  party  staying  in  th 
sup  in  another  room. 

Now,  after  this  assumption  of  a 
which  neither  really  existed  nor  was : 
was  it  condescension  or  pride  which  i 
people  admit  into  their  drawiogHt) 


I 
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whom    the    conventionalities    of    society  had 
toherto  excluded  from  them  ? 

It  is  in  this  spirit  that  the  Imperial  palaces 
are  occasionally  thrown  open  to  all  the  Emperor's 


Id  the   present   instance,    thousands    upon 

thousands  were  partaking  of  their  Sovereign's 

hospitality  to  the  roar  of  those  innumerable  foun- 

^  which  have  caused  the  gardens  of  PeterhofF 

to  be  designated  "  gardens  of  the  many  waters." 

All  classes  were  represented  in  the  motley  as- 

*^Wy — the  moujik,  the  trader,  and  the  mer- 

^*^t,  feeling  secure  from  observation  amongst 

*c  crowd  of  their  fellows ;  and  the  noble,  whose 

•*^^ce  might  be  marked  in  some  black  list, 

^^^itkg  anxious  to  display  his  loyal  attendance. 

Ilie  Sovereign's  invitation  is  imiversal,  and 

^^'^J^stricted.   Lazarus  in  his  rags  is  not  excluded 

^01  it ;  but  then  there  are  so  many  hundred 

Police  agents,  avowed  and   disguised,   who   do 

^ot  consider  such  a  spectacle  as  fitting  for  an 

^imperor,  that  a  selection  is  made ;  and  neither 

^1)6  wan  and  hollow  cheek  nor  the  very  sordid 

ludnliment  are  admitted,   should   they  present 

themselves.     A  good  well-fed  countenance  and 

decent  clothing,  of  however  humble  a  dass  it 

may  be  distinctive,  or  whatever  filth  it  may 

cover,  are  the  real  tickets  of  admission  for  the 

lower  oninrs. 
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The  Emperor*s  eyes  must  rest  on  none  but 
happy-Iookiiig  people;  and,  in  truth,  it  would 
be  difficult  to  see  a  more  pleased  or  oontented^ 
looking  crowd  than  greet  the  Imperial  fionOy 
with  the  thunder  of  their  acdamations,  when 
the  signal  is  given — ^not  before. 

The  fact  itself  is  not  to  be  denied,  diougii 
how  false  the  conclusions  drawn  by  those  vAo, 
— contrasting  the  condition  of  this  people  with 
a  sullen  assemblage  of  French  or  £Dg^ 
operatives — ^would  draw  from  this  momentiij 
appearance  of  contentment,  any  inferences  in 
favour  of  the  former. 

Without  inquiring   how    much    of  human 
happiness     may     arise     from    natural    deer- 
fulness   of    temper,  it   is   obvious  to   all  who 
have  seen  much  of  men  and  things,  that  races 
are    bom    with    marked    distinctions    in   the 
natural  contentedness  of  their  dispositions,  j^ 
as   individuals  possess  it  in  a  greater   or  1^^ 
degree  in  their  respective  races.      The   ejtp®" 
rience  of  the  man  who  has  never  stirred  t^ 
yond  his  village,  may  have   shown  him  thc^^ 
whom  health,  and  wealth,  and  every  prosper^^ 
have  crowned,    a  prey   to  gloom  and  mea^ 
misery,  whilst  perhaps  the  unluddest  of  oobU^ 
sings  over  his  scanty  ill-paid  work  as  moii^ 
as  the  caged  lark  suspended  from  his  stall 

The  author  has  heard  a  hearty  song 
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&  tenants  of  the  bagnios,  and  beheld  happy 
ices,  as  their  owners  kept  time  to  the  dank 
( their  irons ;  and  he  has  seen  a  devotee — not 
f  the  ascetic  school,  but  one  in  the  very  act  of 
Jwurs  of  love  and  charity — ^look  as  miserable  as 
K  personification  of  the  ills  which  he  considered 
his  gentle  mission  to  relieve.  Cheerfulness 
)e8  not  therefore  depend  upon  virtue.  He  has 
ea  one  of  the  most  healthy  of  Athletae,  wear 
bee  as  imchangeable  in  its  mournful  rigidity 
the  mask  of  a  sculptured  Melpomene ;  and 
J  remembers  once  conversing  with  a  merry, 
ingry  beggar,  who  had  just  been  turned  out 

an  hospital,  with  an  incurable  cancer. 
When  you  know  life  to  be  so  short,  why 
*  pass  through  it  gaily  ?"  said  he. 
It  is  therefore  neither  wealth,  nor  health,  nor 
"fee,  nor  competence,  nor  independence, — 
28ent  or  prospective, — ^which  has  anything  to 

with  this  tendency  of  the  mind  in  indi- 
Uals;  and  so  it  is  with  races,  whilst  both 
b  races  and  individuals  it  is  accidental   as 

colour  of  their  hair  and  as  little  connected 
fi  the  comfort  or  discomfort  of  their  condi- 

the  Lazzaroni  in  their  rags,  and  the  negroes 
the  slave  colonies  on  their  holiday,  present 
Hcture  of  contented  mirth,  which  you  will 


258  THE  WHITE   SLAVE. 

never  see  breaking  forth  from  the  profiperitf 
of  other  people;  for  instance  the  English.  With- 
out alluding  to  a  crowd  of  artisans  or  of  lir 
bourers,  with  their  many  causes  of  oomplaint- 
thrown  into  such  relief  by  the  luxury  and  qn- 
lence  which  insult  and  surroimd  them;— tab 
any  assemblage  of  the  prosperous  and  weal% 
look  into  the  faces  of  the  members  of  the  House 
of  Commons,  can  you  read  the  same  contented 
merriment  there  as  on  the  countenance  of  die 
Neapolitan  beggar  or  the  captive  black  ?  And 
this  felicitous  contentedness  of  disposition,  the 
lower  orders  of  Muscovites  possess  to  sdice 
them  beneath  their  many  burdens;  but  never 
believe,  dear  reader,  however  speciously  it  be 
argued  by  those  who  confound  the  "because" 
with  the  "  notwithstanding,"  that  they  would 
look  a  whit  less  happy  if  as  secure  from  the 
lash  of  a  master  and  the  rapacity  and  tyranny 
of  the  omnipresent  police  as  the  white  populitioo 
of  a  state  of  the  Union. 

As  a  superficial  spectacle,  however,  one  of  these 
princely  entertainments  is  highly  mterestingf 
though  subject  to  a  drawback,  to  which  au 
classes  of  Russians  have  been  long  aocustoDoed; 
but  to  which  a  stranger  can  never  become 
wholly  habituated — the  insupportable  odour  » 
the  crowd,  exceeding  that  of  a  million  of  rabbit 
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s — ^when  the  breeze  mingles  the  perfume 
r  bread,  and  semi-putrid  cabbage,  and 
oil,  with  the  abundant  musk  of  the 
»-  burghers,  noUes,  and  employes,  and 
t  across  a  space  of  many  hundred 
sfore  you  join  tiie  assembly  whose 
ty  is  so  odoriferously  heralded, 
oe  had  not  been  long  in  the  garden 
e  descried  his  friend  the  poet,  who  was 
Iking  arm-in-arm  with  him.  Of  course 
followed  by  his  diief  admirer,  the  Lieu- 
Alexius. 

»k,"  said  the  poet,  '^do  you  see  tiiat 
r  Starr 

osense  !  it  is  a  rocket — one  of  the  fire- 
said  Horace. 

ell  you  it  was  a  shooting  star — ^it  was 
ve  the  paper-mills ;  there  would  be  no 
in  that  direction." 

fl,  if  it  be  a  shooting  star,  it  might 
a  poetical  allusion,  if  it  were  seen  flash- 
ve  a  castle,  or  a  ruin,  or  a  dungeon,  or 
mlace ;  but  a  prosaic  paper-mill !" 
paper-mill  may  be  prosaic  ;  but  even 
y  paper-mill  might  point  a  moral,  if  you 
s  history ;  at  least  a  Riissian  moral." 
N  SO?"  said  Horace.  "Does  any  story 
lit?" 
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"  Scarody  a  story,"  replied  the  poet  "  'ftc* 
mills  were  tenanted  by  an  Anglo-German.  Ite 
Emperor  Alexander  was  determined  to  write  (A 
paper  as  fine  as  English  made  withm  hisowa 
dominions ;  and  these  paper-works  were  one  of 
the  great  hobbies  of  his  reign.  He  laid  out-1 
am  afraid  to  say  how  many  million  roubles  on 
them,  and  their  director,  who  was  a  relative,  hj 
the  way,  of  Sir  William  C — 's,  who  has  gifn 
his  name  to  the  rockets  of  his  invention,  stood 
high  in  his  favour — so  high,  that,  foigettbg 
that  man  was  mortal,  he  refused  to  allow  a  po^ 
tion  of  the  premises  of  the  Imperial  manufrctoi; 
to  be  taken  to  enlarge  and  embellish  the  wyob- 
ing  residence  of  the  Grand  Duke  Nicholas.  But 
Alexander  died,  and  Nicholas  became  E^potf; 
the  director  had  forgotten  the  offence  he  hid 
given ;  but  the  Prince  had  not  foigotten  or 
forgiven  it.  The  first  act  of  his  reign  was  to 
send  a  commission  to  inquire  into  the  manu&o- 
turer's  accounts ;  and,  as  there  are  no  aooouA 
in  any  public  oflice  or  direction  in  the  Empirei 
which  will  bear  such  determined  scrutinyi  he 
was  declared  a  defaulter  and  expeDed,  vjsbA 
and  beggared. 

"  And  the  moral  of  all  this?" 

"Why   the    imcertain   tenure    of  Imfff^ 
favour — a  moral  of  which   I   should  lik0  ^ 
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we  those  who  now  monopolise  it  more  per- 
suaded" 

Hie  poet  here  suddenly  started,  and  his  brow 
OQDtracted  for  a  moment,  as  two  ladies,  on  the 
um  of  an  officer,  appeared  at  the  end  of  an 
%;  but  it  was  only  momentary ;  and,  apolo- 
;iDog  to  Horace,  he  went  to  join  his  wife,  his 
sother-in-law,  and  his  wife's  sister;  for  such 
vere  the  three  personages.  ' 

**I,"  said  the  Lieutenant  Alexius,  **  am  most 
lodou&Iy  watching  for  the  Obrasoffs.  I  trust 
hey  win  be  here." 

^  At  least  it  was  their  intention  an  hour  ago ; 
br  I  dmed  with  them." 

"701*  dined  vnth  them  ?  Tell  me  then," 
6{died  the  Lieutenant  eagerly,  "was  not  the 
)udiess  of  Lowicz  there  ?" 

**The  Duchess  of  Lowicz  was  there." 

"Ah!  how  provoking,"  exclaimed  the  Lieu- 
^t,  "  that  I  should  not  have  seen  them  this 
lomingr' 

**And  now  tell  me,"  said  Horace,  "who  is 
^  Duchess  of  Lowicz  ?" 
But  as  the   Lieutenant  was  about  to  reply, 
y    perceived    Madame    Obrasoff   and     her 
titers. 

Blrst  of  all,  his  companion  entered  into  very 
tiest  conversation  with  the  former ;  and  then 
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he  appeared  to  be  referred  by  her  to  An*^ 
Almost  unmediately,  Anna   appeared  to  Bi*^ 
and  reply  to  Alexius  with  such  eager  into^^ 
that  Horace,   a  little  piqued,  devoted  all  bi^ 
attention  to  the  fidr  mother;  and  he  rendoed 
it   none  the  less  marked  because  he  thaugfat 
that  he  read  in  their  eyes   a  sort   of  rivalry 
betwixt   the    mother     and     daught^.     Con- 
sidering the  attractions  of  the  former,  her  rail 
insensibility  of  heart,  and  the  pains  she  took 
to   please,   he   could    not  help    thinkiiig  tint 
the   spirit  of  intrigue  and  the  vanity  of  the 
mother  must  often  have  led  her  to  neutraSse 
the  matrimonial  schemes  whidi  she  had  tanoA 
for  her  daughter. 

Now  it  happened  that,  amidst  the  lig^t,  te 
crowd,  and  the  bustle,  the  little  party  «ve 
separated  at  every  turn,  and  therefore  they 
fixed  upon  a  place  of  rendezvous  to  wUd  they 
constantly  returned.  At  first  tiie  appoint©** 
was  duly  kept;  but  at  length  Madame  Obn* 
soflf  waited  in  vain  with  her  cavalier  for  than 
nearly  half  an  hour. 

''  Who  has  carried  off  my  daughter^  i» 
said  to  a  passer  by. 

"  I  have  just  met  them ;  turn  to  the  lig^ 
and  you  wiH  overtake  them.  They  are  wi4  ^ 
Princess  Lowicz." 
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"With  the  Duchess?  Oh  it  is  all  right 
We  shall  see  nothing  of  them  for  an  hour; 
and,  in  Act,  if  we  take  this  direction,  I  know 
her  fiivourite  haunt ;  and,  at  least,  we  shall  be 
out  of  the  glare,  and  heat,  and  crowd." 

After  a  short  walk,  Horace  and  Madame 
Obrasoff  sat  down  together;  and,  falling  into 
her  own  vein  of  s^timental  German  mysticism, 
that  of  the  Krudener  school,  with  whidi  the 
Emperor  Alexander  became  so  imbued,  he  took 
a  malicious  pleasure — as  he  thought  of  the 
passage  which  the  poet  had  related  of  her 
history — in  leading  her,  step  by  step,  to  commit 
herself,  by  pretending  all  those  delicate  refine- 
ments of  sensibility  whidi  are  incomprehoisible 
— say  those  who  pretend  to  them — to  the  gross- 
ness  of  natures  less  susceptible  than  their  own. 

The  Count  piqued  himself  in  not  being 
outdone  in  eloquence  or  pathos,  as  they  pro- 
ceeded deep  into  these  dreamy  abstractions; 
but  though  he  was  so  perfectly  aware  that  he 
¥^as  listening  to  an  actrice,  and  an  actrice  who, 
unlike  one  professional  was  endeavouring  to 
practise  upon  him  a  real  deceit>  instead  of 
avowedly  conjuring  up  an  illusion  to  extent  his 
admiration  for  her  skill ;  still, — cognisant  of  the 
heartlessness   which   dictated  them — ^he  could 
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not  hdp  wondering  at  the  involuntary  cflfcct  ^ 
her  words  upon  him. 

And,   as   it   not  unfrequently  happens,  tb^ 
visionary  generalities  which  they  discussed  sooD 
resulted  in  quite  individual  application.   When  on 
the   subject  of  those  magnetic,  or  sympathetic, 
or  sympathetically  magnetic   influences,  vAkb 
involuntarily  and  at  once  attract  the  affectbos, 
and,  sometimes  with   the  rapidity  of  a  single 
glance,   determine   through  Itfe,  and,  perhaps, 
through  eternity,  the  fate  of  two  beings;  the 
lady — ^led  on  by  the  pretension  which  Horace  sig- 
nificantly set  forth  "  of  being  under  the  empire 
of  one  of  those  sudden,  inexplicable,  and  over- 
powering fascinations  of  which  he  had  ofte^ 
heard  and  doubted,"    and  from   somewhat  of 
which  it  was  perhaps  true  that  only  his  kno«^- 
ledge  of  her  secret  preserved  him — she  avowed 
that  she  had  felt  singularly  troubled  ever  siace 
the  first  time  that  her  eyes  had  met  his,  ana 
that  she  had   first   heard    the  accents  of  ^ 
voice;   because — although  there  was  no  resem- 
blance of  feature  —  so  striking,   startling,  «**" 
painful  was  the  likeness  of  expression  to  tfas^ 
of  one  long  loved,  unceasingly  mourned,  ^od 
unhappily  departed,  that  she  had  hastened  ^ 
her  carriage  and  fainted  there  outright.  In  the  ^ 
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Wirf  of  that  mysterious    sympathy,   of   the 

ezistenoe  of  which  she  had  always  entertained 

ao  intuitive  conviction,  and  which  his  assurance 

confinoed  so  strangely — she  had  ventured  to 

OMifide  to  him  that,  which  he  would  too  readily 

onderstaiMi  to  misconceive  her  motive  or  abuse 

her  confidence.    To  him,  who  protested  that  he 

had  fek   the   same    involuntary   simultaneous 

interest,  she  was  led  to  entrust,  on  so  brief  an 

acquaintance,  what  an  age  of  intimacy  would 

never  have  induced  her  to  lay  open  to  a  nature 

'^  ooDgenial ;    for  how  could  any  other  un- 

"®5tand   or    respect    the    recollection    of   an 

•Action,  which    was    at    once    a   happiness, 

■    rtmorse,    an    agony,    and    a     terror — an 

affection  of  whose  enduring  memory  nothing 

^^°^ever usurp  the  place  ?  Whilst  at  the  same 

^^  it  must  account  for  the  deep  thrilling  interest, 

*^  the  unfeminine   eagerness  with  which  she 

^^^t  to  look  into  his  eyes  whose  glance,  and  to 

^^^  to  his  words  whose  tone  recalled  in  a 

^t^rffing  and  miraculous  manner  to  her  faithful 

^^  sensitive  recollection  those  looks  and  sounds 

"^^Hhe  remembrance  of   which  was   the   only 

^Olaoe  to  one  for  whom  hope  and  happiness 

^cre  buried." 

A  deep  bhish  of  indignation  rose  to  Horaoe'« 
brow,  and  he  was  about  to  ask, 

VOL.   II.  K 


266  THB   WHITE   SLAVE. 

"  In  the  grave,  at  the  yaJlows' foot  ?  But 
he  restrained  the  words  upon  his  lips,  and 
endeavouring  to  modulate  his  voice  to  the 
touching  harmony  of  hers,  he  continued,  as 
he  seized  the  hand  which  trembled  in  the  most 
natural  manner  in  the  world  within  his  own, 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  can  fully  understand  the 
plenitude,  the  depth,  the  constancy,  of  such 
an  affection !  and  how  much  indulgence  there 
is  in  the  hearts  of  men  for  love,  even  for  that 
which  they  stigmatise  as  guilty  love,  when  it  is 
true  to  itself  in  death,  and  beyond  death,  like 
yours,  gentle  lady ! — one  may  judge  by  the 
picture,  which  Dante,  the  orthodox  Dante,  has 
drawn  in  his  Inferno  of  the  daughter  of  Guido 
da  Polenta,  and  the  imiversal  sympathy  which 
the  touching  tale  elicits — you  remember  it? 
Francesca  de  Rimini  has  been  slain,  with  her 
lover,  by  the  deformed  and  outraged  husband, 
Malatesta ;  and,  dying  in  their  unrepented  sin, 
they  are  doomed  to  the  regions  of  the  damned, 
where  Dante  sees  them  wandering,  but  together  I 
— and  where  the  soft  Francesca's  shade  boasts 
of  this  happiness  amidst  her  pain — 

He,  who  from  me  shall  never  separate ! 

"  So  redeeming  has  the  depth  of  love's  de- 
votion been  held  in  its  guilt,  and  so  hallowing 
in  its  innocence — as  in  yours  !" 
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Madame  Obrasoff  only  withdrew  her  trem- 
Uiog  band,  and  Horace  continued :  '*  In  Dante's 
picture— Lanciotto  Malatesta  no  longer  pursues 
them;  he  has  wreaked  his  mad  anger  upon 
ttrth.  It  is  true,  that  the  case  must  h&ve 
been  reversed — ^to  have  made  the  husband's  the 
poisuing  shade;  and,  perhaps,  if  it  had  been 
Instead  an  injured  woman,  the  poet  might  have 
^ttsented  her  as  an  avenging  fury — in  the 
**>n  of  a  wife,  whom  jealousy,  or  grief ^  or 
^er  had  maddened  r 

'*  Maddened  1''  said  the  lady,  scarcely  audibly, 
i  at  that  moment  a  doud  suddenly  clearing 
^y  from  before  the  moon,  its  light  penetrated 
^  the  sombre  solitude — which  the  general 
Doination  had  made  so  rare  a  place  of 
ige — ^beaming  with  all  the  cold  brightness  of 
c\»en  sun  ray  through  the  leaves,  full  on  her 
^ ;  and  Horace  was  startled  for  a  moment  as 
Mw  her  hands  clasped,  and  her  humid  eyes 
ned  up  to  heaven. 

But  they  heard  voices  and  footsteps  approach- 
;,  and  by  the  same  transient  light  Horace 
dnguished  the  Duchess  of  Lowicz  in  deep 
iversation  with  Alexius,  and  a  little  behind 
m,  the  two  daughters  of  Madame  Obrasoff. 
the  moon  became  again  clouded,  the  mother 
de  him  a  signal  to  let  them  pass  in  silence, 
N  2 


268  THE   WHITE   SLAVE. 

and  when  they  had  passed  about  a  minute,  she 
rose,  and  peremptorily  insisting  on  foDomiig 
them,  pursued  the  same  path  in  silence,  her  arm 
in  the  Count's,  and  hurrying  him  on  at  a  n^Hd 
pace.  They  were  soon  again  in  the  glare 
and  crowd  of  the  illuminated  walks. 

As  this  artificial  light  shone  upon  her  coun- 
tenance, Horace  saw  that  all  traces  of  her  no 
less   artificial   emotion   had  vanished,  and  its 
expression   was   of   the   same   placid  wimung 
gentleness   as   usual,   as  the  variegated  lamps 
appeared  reflected  from  those  peculiar  opaHik.* 
eyes,  which  seemed  without  a  colour  of  their  oitki 
Here,  at  the  place  of  rendezvous,  —  whilst  skic 
was  occupied  in  the  interchange  of  friendly  worc3s 
and  kindly  congratulations  with  a  party  who  wemt 
pre-occupying  it  for  the  same  purpose — ^Hoi».^3e 
took  his  leave.     He  had  not  rambled  far,  whezi, 
suddenly,  the  crowd,  which  he  was  seeking  ** 
avoid,  ebbed  away :  the  fireworks  were  beginnioj^ 
— a  rocket  or  two  had  given  the  signal  that  tbe 
antagonistic  element  was  now  to  be  allowed  to 
play  in  sheets,  cascades,  and  streams,  and  aB 
the  innumerable  devices   of  the   artificer— «»  ^ 
in  emulation  of  the  water,  whose  reign  bad 
hitherto    been    triumphant,    as    thousuids   ^ 
fountains  scattered  it  about  in  glittering  dew. 
At  this  moment,  with  a  veiy  hasty  step,  two 
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persons  hurried  past  him.    A  man  in  imiform, — 
for  almost  every  one  who,  in  England,  wears  any- 
thing but  a  smock-frock,  appears  in  Russia  in 
tmifonn,   or    in    professional  black  —  seemed 
dragging  along  a  female  figure ;  and  in  her  Horace 
again  recognised  the  Duchess  of  Lowicz.   But  she 
gHve  him   no   opportunity  of  bowing,   as   she 
^ked  resolutely  straight  before  her,  although 
her  cavalier  paused  for  an  instant  as  he  passed 
Horace,  and,  scowling  at  him  under  a  pair  of 
'^hy  eyebrows,   gave  a  sort  of  growl  like  a 
'^^ar;  and  then  again,  with  a  rude  jerk,  hurried 

^  the  Duchess. 
Ilorace  smiled.     "  No  doubt  the  husband  !" 
*'  Poor  husband  I   frown   not   on  me,"   and 

*^^  he  added  to  himself,     "What    marvel! 

^^  who  ever  saw  a  better  illustration  of  Beauty 

^d  the  Beast." 

But  before  this  couple  had  proceeded   five 

^^oes,  the  Duchess  dropped  a  note  upon  the 

^vel-walk.  There  were  other  persons  approach- 

dg,  and  so  Horace  —  having  dexterously  placed 

^  foot  upon  it — picked  it  up. 

"  Bravo  !"  said  Horace,  "  talk  of  Venice  the 

oyous  in  its  carnival ! — this  is  the  place  for 

intrigues." 
The  seal  of  the  note  was  imbroken,  but  it  was 

Erected  to  Mme.  de  L,  destroying  the  illusion, 
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which  for  an  instant  had  taken  possession  of  his 
mind,  that  it  might  be  addressed  to  himself. 

*'At  least,  Madam,  you  have  fallen  into 
discreet  hands ;  and  if  I  deliver  it  to  any  person 
but  yourself,  it  shall  be  to  the  young  Lieutenant, 
not  to  the  bashaw-looking  husband." 

"  It  is  very  singular,"  he  thought,  "  that,  ia  a 
place  so  scandalous  as  Petersburg,  I  can  hear 
nothing  about  this  Duchess  of  Lowicz;  butther^ 
is  Tsaakoff,  he  will  not  blink  the  question." 

"  My  dear  Isaakoff  !^you  must  solve  a  riddUe 
for  me;  for  I  cannot  get  a  straightforwB:^^ 
answer  from  any  one." 

"  I  hope  you  are  not  going  to  ask  me  aany 
more  questions  about  conspirators  or  politics.*^ 

"  Oh,  no ;  it  is  on  the  subject  ^ 
a  lady—" 

"  Ah !  a  lady,  indeed,  on  this  head  any  tr«"^" 
may  be  told ;  or,  indeed,  any  untruth  repeated- 

"  Who,  and  what — I  want  to  know — is  *^** 
Duchess  of  Lowicz  ?" 

"Now,  in  the  name  of  oomnoon  sense,  ^^^ 
there  ever  such  a  mania  for  fishing  in  troubl^*^ 
waters  1 — ^The  Dudiess  of  Lowicz,  is  the  Dud»^^ 
of  Lowicz." 

"Thank  you  for  your  information;  sha  ^ 
handsome  and  amiable,  and  I  suppose  weahby  i 
and  she  has  a  husband  with  an  aspect  iUf^ 
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enough  for    a    door-knocker;   but   who  was 

she?'' 
**  Latde  more  than  a  Polish  peasant  girl." 
'*  And  the  rank  and  wealth  of  her  husband 

bwijrhther?" 
'*  No,  he  paid  a  price  besides — a  crown." 
**  A  crown-piece  ?  You  are  jesting." 

No,     the    imperial    Crown     of    all    the 


••  What?  Her  husband  is—" 

**The  Grand  Duke  Constantino,  who,  to 
^^¥Ty  Janna  Grudzinska,  sacrificed  his  chum 
^  the  autocratic  throne.  Now,  let  the  subject 
'^^p; — ^but,  curse  your  inquisitiveneas  I  what, 
^'Ve  you  been  meddling  with  the  Princess 
"Owicz  ?  Look !  do  you  see  that  fellow  coming 
^l>to  us,  I  know  him  well,  he  is  an  agent  of  the 
^tret  police.  God  only  grant  that  I  do  not  get 
^^ed  up  in  it!" 

Our  old  acquaintance.  Baron  Bamberg,  here 
stepped  up  to  them,  and  held  out  a  hand,  which 
^e  Prince  shook  with  a  fervour  which  was  in- 
kended  to  conceal  a  momentary  expression  of 
disgust. 

"  Win  you  present  me  to  your  friend  ?" 

"  Oh  yes,"  said  the  Prince,  eagerly.  "  Count 
Horace  de  Montressan,  Baron  de  Bamberg." 

The  Count  drew  himself  up  stiffly  and  con- 
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temptuously,  and  looked  the  new  oomer  fid 
the  &ce,  whilst  the  Prince,  retiring  with  indo 
haste,  said : 

*'  Excuse  my  leaving  you  an  instant  togetl 

Horace  turned  on  his  heeL  When  the  stn 
seized  him  by  the  button-hole,  he  clinched 
fist  and  was  about  to  put  in  practice  one  ol 
Thomas  Blunt's  lessons,  by  knocking  him  d( 
but  he  was  thus  addressed : 

"  Pardon  me,  Sir,  you  have  picked  up  a 
belonging  to  me." 

"To  you?— It  is  false." 

"  False !"  said  the  Baron,  fiercely.  "  D 
know  whom  you  are  speaking  to  ?" 

"By  profession  if  not  by  name,"  an 
Horace. 

"  Well  then,"  said  the  Baron, "  as  an  i 
of  the  Imperial  High  Police,  since  you  ' 
I  demand  that  note  which  you  picked  u 

"  I  win  not  give  it  you,"  said  Hot 
lutely. 

"You  refuse?" 

"  I  refuse." 

"  Then  follow  me  this  instant  to 
Master.     You  had  better,  or  a  sign  i 
assistance." 

"  Let  us  go  then." 

They  walked  on  side  by  side; 
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third  person  Mowing  at  their  heek, 

give  aid  in  case  of  his  attempting  to 

)  pick  up  anything  he  might  throw 

ind  Master,  whom  Horace  had  met 
ig,  was  seated  in  an  apartment  of  an 
ivilion.  The  Baron  Bamberg  went 
id  then  Horace  was  introduced  alone, 
an  officer  of  the  gendarmerie  in  his 
id  white  uniform,  who  quitted  the 
signal  from  his  chief;  and  before  the 
er  were  pens,  ink,  sealing  wax,  paper, 

and   a   lighted    taper,    all     hastily 
i  a  portable  apparatus. 

said  Count  Benkendorf,  blandly 
lis  hand,  "  do  we  meet  again  ?" 
5ars  so,"  said  Horace ;  "  but  I — " 
Count  de  Montressan,  you  bear  an 
than  I  should  have  imagined  on  such 
alders;  and  I  compliment  you  on 
don  in  not  giving  up  a  note  dropped 

into  any  but  proper  hands.  How 
know  that  it  was  a  matter  of  the 
ifference  ?  But  as  it  is,  my  discreet 
d,  the  Duchess — ^knowing  how  easily 
iches  to  one  in  her  station — ^has  re- 
I  to  ask  you  for  it,  to  remit  it  direct 
band,  whom  it  principally  concerns, 
N  3 
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as  she  saw  at  a  first  glance,  whidi  prevented  t^^ 
from  reading  further." 

The  manner  of  the  Grand  Master  w«s  ^S€} 
frank  and  urbane,  that  perhaps  Horace  migliA 
have  been  deceived,  had  not  the  poweiful  afficial 
betrayed  himself  by  saying  that  the  Duchess  iocf 
opened  the  note,  the  seal  of  whidh,  Horace  koew 
to  be  unbroken ;  so  after  a  moment's  hesitation, 
he  replied : 

''  You  are  pleased  to  rate  my  discretion  per- 
haps more  highly  than  it  deserves ;  but  at  least 
it  extends  thus  far,  that  if  the  Duchess  bad 
dropped  a  note  and  I  had  picked  it  up,  I  should 
never  have  dreamed  of  giving  any  but  the  most 
respectful  interpretation  to  an  incident  so  oozn- 
mon-place  ;  but  I  think  that,  before  either 
praising  or  calling  in  question  this  quality  ii^ 
me,  it  would  have  been  as  well  to  ascertain 
whether  I  ever  had  picked  up  a  note  at  an.** 

"  You  do  not,  Monsieiu-  le  Comte,  meet  ^*^ 
in  an  equable  spirit  of  frankness,''  said    ^ 
Grand  Master,  slighdy  knitting  his  brows.  <'^^ 
fact  i8  ascertained  though  you  dexterously  ^^ 
your  foot  upon  the  letter." 

"  Well,"  answered  Horace,  « if  it  be  so,- 
I  never  denied,  I  only  called  on  you  to  sul 
tiate  it, — ^what  then  ?" 

''Simply/'  said  the  Grand  Master, 
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die  DuchesB  desires  me  to  ask  you  f<k  her 
note." 

"Whatf"  replied  Horace,  "give  up  a  note 
I  had  found  to  any  but  the  person  who 
Atippeditf  Though  pray  observe  that  I  have 
B0^  admowledged  piddng  up  anything  of  the 
KdA" 

*  You  forget,  perhaps,  young  man,  the  nature 
^iny  office.  If  the  wife  of  a  lavoshnik  (shop- 
^^^ffer)  had  dropped  her  gilt  ear-ring,  it  is  my 
^t)r  to  demand  it ;  nay,  farthermore,  I  should 
P^ioish  any  finder  who  did  not  bring  it  to  the 
^^^lioe-oflBce;  and  you  pick  up  a  written  docu- 
^t,  which,  for  aught  you  know,  may  be  a 
^^us  one ;  for,  as  you  have  not  read  it,  how 
^  you  be  sure  of  its  insignificance?  And 
^  you  have  seen  dropped  by  an  august  per- 
^^.  You  dare  tamper  with  me  about  it  ?" 
**  If  I  have  such  a  paper,  I  am  willing  to 
iver  it  into  the  hands  of  the  person  who 
fcpped  if 

^  Porhaps  you  would  wish  for  an  autograph 
position  to  that  effect  fi*om  the  Duchess  ?'* 
d  the  Grand  Master,  ironically. 
"No,"  said  Horace  coolly,  "that  would  be 
no  use;  for  I  do  not  know  her  hand- 
iting." 
"*  What  !'*   thundered    the    Grand    Master, 
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'^  would  you  wish  the  wife  of  the  Grand  Duke  to 
demand  it  of  you  in  person  ?" 

"  If  I  had  it,  to  none  other  would  I  give  i* 
up." 

"  Harkye,"  said  Count  Benkendor^  who  was 
losing  all  patience,  "  do  you  know  that  I  have 
the  power,  by  raising  my  little  finger,  of  cau«Dg 
you  to  be  searched  ?  Do  you  know  that  I  have 
the  power  to  strip  your  flesh  of  its  very  skin  if 
requisite  to  seek  beneath  it  ?  Do  you  knonw 
that  I  have  the  power  of  making  you  rot  in  a 
dungeon  ?" 

''  I  am  a  subject  of  the  King  of  Franoe,''  uiicl 
Horace. 

"  And  do  you  forget,"  continued  Count  Bex»- 
kendorf,  "  that  France,  like  every  other  country, 
acknowledges  om-  right  to  enforce  our  ow^n 
laws ;  and  that  the  detention  you  are  practisiK^j 
is  a  felony  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know,"  answered  Horace,  "  wV^ 
may  or  what  may  not  be  yoiu*  power ;  but  ***** 
I  know,  that,  for  me  as  a  gentleman,  diere  i^  * 
law  of  honoiur  and  of  chivaky,  which  no  aut^^^ 
rity,  however  despotic,  will  ever  cause  me  -^^ 
hngly  to  violate ;  and,  just  on  account  of  ^ 
threat  you  have  held  out,  I  must  crave  jr^*^ 
indulgence  for  a  step  which  will  place  the  mAi^'*^ 
beyond  dispute ;"  and  Horace,  taking  the  xb.<^ 
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n  his  pocket,  lighted  it    at    the  burning. 
er. 

7ount  Benkendorf  called  out  aloud,  at  the 
le  time  endeavouring  to  snatch  the  burning 
er  trom  his  hand ;  but  Horace  held  it  reso- 
ly  and  successfully  at  the  full  length  of  his 
ig  and  vigorous  right  arm,  so  resolutely  that 
flame  scorched  his  fingers  to  the  quick^ 
caused  him  to  extinguish  it  by  crushing 
remnant  in  his  hand;  and  then,  as  the 
:r  of  gendarmerie  hastened  to  the  Grand 
ter's  assistance,  with  considerable  presence  of 
I  be  swallowed  the  small  darkened  remain- 
ragment. 

[]!all  for  a  stomach-pump  !"  said  the  Grand 
er  furiously;  and  then,  as  Horace  looked 
coolly  and  contemptuously  at  the  sword 
1  the  ofiioer  of  gendarmerie  had  drawn,  his 
x)gator  continued  more  calmly  :  "  No,  stay ; 
"agment  was  too  small.  Now,  headstrong 
I,  you  have  sealed  your  ruin,  unless  you  are 
g  to  repair  the  mischief  you  have  done." 
^ow,"  said  Horace,  a  little  elated  with  his 
Doination,  as  men  are  apt  to  be  when  they 
made  up  their  minds  to  brave  the  worst, 
lave  acted  up  to  the  dictates  of  their  enthu- 
,  ^'now,  that  question  settled,  I  am 
g  to  do  anything  to  oblige  you." 


''After   what  has  passed  between 
Horace,  ''do  you  think  that  I,  th^ 
Montressan,  am  likely  to  play  the 
spy?" 

The  Grand  Master  reflected  for  i 
and  then  whispering  to  the  officer  o 
merie,  he  said  aloud: 

"You  must  follow  me  into  the  pr 
the  Grand  Duke." 
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CHAPTER  XL 

"^Hacb,  together  with  Count  Benkendorf 
^"  tlie  officer  of  Gendarmerie  stepped  into  a 
^^^'^^^^ge,  which,  with  six  horses  abreast,  rattled 
^P^^y  along  the  high  road,  till  it  stopped  at 
^  palace  of  Strelna,  just  opposite  to  the 
^^house,  where  Blanche  and  Mattheus  had 
^^^^ed  three  days  before  on  their  road  to  St. 
^tetsbui^. 

It  was  evident  that  the  Grand  Master  of 
^^  secret  police  was  vexed  at  being  thus 
^^ed;  for  he  made  only  this  menacing  ob- 
servation: 

"  You  are  now  going  into  the  Grand  Duke's 
(Presence ;  and  on  your  own  head  be  whatever 


The  domestics  of  this  palace  were  all  grey- 
headed  soldiers,  prim,  and  buckled  up  to  the 
last  d^ree  of  military  stiffiiess.     They  were  led 
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by   an    aide-de-camp,    who    moved  stealMy 
and  noiselessly  as  a  cat  through  a  long  suite 
of  apartments,   the   walk    of  which  ^wre  ss 
closely   hung    as   a  picture-galleiy  with  paint- 
ings,  but   all  small   military  paintings,  chiefly 
representing  the  soldiers  of  different  raiments 
in    their    most    rigidly    professional  attitudes.' 
At    length  they   reached   a   room,  in  which 
Generals  Rhoda  and  Le  Gendre  seeitied  to  be 
keeping  watch ;   the  former  was  the  diirf  of 
the   staff,   the  latter   was   a   cavalry  general 
Dismissed  from  the  Russian  army  on  account 
of  his  inordinate  rapacity,  which  probably  ruined 
him,  by  causing  him  to  deny  his  superion  a 
share  in   his  spoliations,  he  had  taken  refuge 
under  the  wing  of  the  Grand  Duke  ConstantiDe. 
There  was  nothing  forbidding  about  his  coun- 
tenance, on  which  even  appeared  a  substratum 
of  good  nature,  had  not  the  formation  of  ^ 
fleshy  mouth  and  jaws  indicated,  in  unequiv<^ 
lines,  habitual  sensuality  and  the  predomin^^ 
of  all  the  animal  appetites. 

And  his  physiognomy  did  not  belie 
nature.  Without  a  grain  of  malice  in  his  o^^ 
position,  to  lead  him  to  do  harm  for  hai<^ 
sake,  whenever  these  appetites,  or  his  insati^^ 
love  of  play,  instigated  him;  there  was  ^ 
thing  to  which  he  would  not  descend  or^ 
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which    he    would     not     apply     his     natural 
cunning. 

So— although  formerly  known  for  a  mere  jolly 
companion  when  the  Grand  Duke  employed  him 
in  the  secret  police  of  the  kingdom  of  Poland, 
of  which  he  was  viceroy — ^he  had  become  one 
of  the  most  unscrupulous  and  dreaded  agents  of 
an  institution,  which  proved  so  terrible  a  curse 
to  thousands,  and  which,  in  Poland,  as  in 
Russia,  can  only  be  compared  for  its  power  and 
cruelty  to  the  old  inquisition  of  Spain. 

''  Stop,"  whispered  both  these  worthies  in  a 
breath  to  the  Grand  Master,  pointing  signifi- 
cantly to  an  inner  room,  one  of  the  folding 
doors  of  which,  was  half  open. 

"What !  can  I  not  go  in?"  said  Count  Ben- 
kendorf. 

"  Not  now ;  the  fit  is  upon  hinu" 

"  Indeed !"  replied  the  Grand  Master  with  an 
involuntary  expression  of  awe ;  and,  suddenly 
drawing  himself  up,  he  seemed  to  hesitate  for  a 
few  minutes,  during  which  no  one  interrupted 
the  silence. 

At  length,  a  deep  rough  voice  broke  out  upon 
it  fix>m  the  inner  room,  thundering  out  the 
question :  "  Who  is  there  ?" 

It  was  the  Grand  Duke :  his  quick  ears  had 
caught  the  jingle  of  die  spurs  of  the  poKoe- 
master,  who  Judging  fix>m  this  interrogation  that 
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the  fit  of  insane  animal  ferocity,  to  vludi  he 
knew  that  Constantine  was  subject,  and  undier 
which  he  imagmed  him  to  be  labouring,  hid 
given   way,   at  least  to   some  glimmering  d 
reason,  was  now  emboldened — by  the  mi^ 
power  of  his  office,  which  gave  him  fiill  authoril} 
in  the  absence  of  the  Emperor  even  imc  tlie 
Imperial  family — to  intrude  upon  him,  ivfaeo 
even  his  two  favourites  dared  not  approadt  Be 
entered  the  apartment.     After  an  interval,  the;      | 
were  heard  in  a  conversation  scarcely  andibfe, 
except  for  a  storm  of  guard-house  oaths  aD^ 
expletives,  which  every  now  and  then  the  QnB^ 
Duke  thundered  out. 

"Thank   God!"   said  Lc  Gendre,  cvideatJ-'i 
much  relieved,  "  the  fit  has  passed  away." 

"Perhaps,"  replied  Rhoda  doubtfully,  in  th^^ 
lowest  of  whispers. 

At  length  the  Grand  Duke's  voice  was  heard,  -^ 
as  he  concluded  a  burst  of  boisterous  indignation 
by,  "  I  have  defiled  his  mother !     I  have  deBkd 
his  mother  I — bring  him  in." 

The  police  director  opened  the  fblding  door, 
and  beckoned  quietly  with  his  finger  to  Honoe, 
who  endeavoured,  by  a  firm  step  and  an  assiirBd 
countenance,  to  conceal  and  perhaps  repd 
the  rising  thoughts  of  Siberiai  and  dungeons, 
and  perpetual  imprisonment  and  mines.  The 
doors  dosed  after  him,  and  he  stood  in  the 
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presence  of  the  Grand  Duke.  But  the  fit  was 
not  over.  Count  Benkendorf  put  his  finger  to 
his  lip,  and,  seizing  Horace  by  the  arm  with  his 
left  hand,  as  if  to  prevent  his  moving  another 
step,  they  both  remained  silent  and  motion- 
less. 

Constandne,  who  had  torn  open  his  imiform, 
was  seated  on  a  divan ;  his  hair  and  garments 
were  in  utter  disarray,  and  the  upper  part  of  his 
body  seemed  to  double  over  the  lower,  as  he 
roeked  it  to  and  fro  with  a  see-saw  motion. 
His  eyes  were  red  and  bloodshot,  and  glared 
from  under  his  shaggy  eye-brows  with  all  the 
ferocity  of  those  of  an  infuriated  animal;  his 
lips  quivered  and  worked,  while  the  foam  firothed 
over  them ;  and  there  broke  fi^m  him  a  low 
moan,  which  sometimes  subsided  into  a  plain- 
tive intonation  and  then  rose  to  a  howl,  which 
it  was  terrible  to  hear  from  a  human  being. 

Afler  a  few  minutes,  this  nervous  agony  or 
excitement  seemed  to  subside ;  and,  making  a 
sign  to  them  to  remain,  he  swore  an  oath  or 
two,  and  then  followed  another  howl  as  he 
rocked  to  and  6ro ;  and  then  an  oath  until  a 
full  and  uninterrupted  volley  showed  his  restora- 
tion to  his  habitual  reason. 

'<  This  is  the  French  Count,"  said  the  Grand 
Master,  as  if  anxious  to  arrest  his  attention. 
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Hereupon  Constantine  rose ;  and  Horaoey 
who  had  scarcely  noticed  him  in  the  gardens, 
had  an  opportunity  of  surveying  his  figure. 
His  make  and  statxu^  were  tall  and  command- 
ing ;  for  incessant  driU  had  modified  its  natural 
burliness;  but  there  was  a  peculiar  stoop  and 
forward  projection  of  his  bull-neck,  which  gave 
him  an  appearance  of  deformity.  His  face  was 
not  ignoble,  although  his  forehead  was  low ;  but 
it  was  knitted  by  a  scowl,  which  was  &r  firom 
prepossessing;  and  his  bloodshot  eyes  roDed 
just  like  those  of  an  angry  boar,  as  they  twinkled 
through  the  overhanging  grey  and  bushy  eye- 
brows, which  were  bristled  up  and  staring. 

''  Oh  this  is  the  Frenchman  1"  said  the  QrBni 
Duke,  clenching  his  fist  and  approaching  with  a 
step  like  that  of  an  elephant. 

"Now,"  whispered  the  Grand  Master  to 
Horace,  "beware!  answer  firankly,  promptly, 
and  submissively."  * 

"  Yom-  rank,  name,  and  regiment  ?"  asked  the 
Grand  Duke  angrily  and  abruptly ;  and  then, 
recalling  his  wandering  thoughts,  he  added: 
"  Oh !  I  remember !  you  are  the  man  who  have 
dared  to  refuse  a  note,  which  you  picked  up, 
when  asked  for  it  in  my  name?"  Speak T 
thundered  the  Grand  Duke;  **how  dared 
you?" 
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"In  tnith,**  replied  Horace,  "if your  Im- 
perial Highness  had  let  it  M,  I  should  have 
been  the  first  to  restore  it." 
"What?  He  answers  me ! — he  argues  with 
^-  me !— he  gives  me  reasons,  forsooth !  Where 
r      is  that  letter?" 

"Burnt,"  said  the  Grand  Master;  "he  de- 
stroyed it  in  my  presence." 
"He  dared !"  exclaimed  Constantine. 
"I  would  now   suggest   to   yoiu*   Imperial 
Highness  that,  the   mischief  being   done,   he 
should  repair  it  as  best  he  can.      From  the 
fl^oment  your  Imperial    Highness    called    my 
s^ntion  to  the  matter,  he  has  been  watched ; 
^o^  who  saw  him  pick  up  the  paper  know  that 
*^  sever  read  it ;  but  there,  is  every  reason  to 
oetieve  that  he  could  give  us  the  antecedent 
''^^^t)miation  we  require  as  to  who  delivered  it, 
^Ough,"  added  the   Grand  Master  warily,   to 
f^^ovetall  his  scruples,  "  it  is  as  well  to  inform 
^^^n  you  had  perused  its  contents." 

«I !"  said  the  Grand  Duke;  "  that  is  an  out- 
|^^[eous  lie.  I  never  saw  the  outside  of  it,  much 
^»  the  contents." 

Tlie  Count  Benkendorf  shrugged  his  shoul- 
ders. 

"  But,  look  you,  things  are  come  to  such  a 
)»s^  that  there  are  people  who,  reckoning  on 
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feminine  ignorance  and  sensibility,  step  at  em 
turn  betwixt  me  and  the  culprit,  and  stay  tk 
sword  of  military  and  civil  justice — trarkon 
seeking  to  relax  the  bonds  of  military  disdpfine 
and  civil  order — to  turn  the  guard-houses  ioto 
bear-gardens,  and  my  soldiers  into  sbvo^ 
logicians  and  philosophers.  Whenever  I  am 
about  to  make  an  example,  these  busy-bodies 
set  her  to  interfere :  I  shall  soon  not  be  aUe  to 
punish  a  soldier,  degrade  a  n^gent  offioer,,or 
send  a  disaffected  dog  to  the  mines,  without  i 
domestic  scene ;  and  of  those  meddlers  thon- 
selves — I  have  defiled  their  mothers ! — ^I  wi 
make  a  terrible  example.  Who  are  they,  Bea- 
kendorf?  I  have  defiled  thy  mother!  Why 
dost  thou  not  speak  ?  It  is  thy  business  to 
know!" 

"  I  have  brought  your  Imperial  Highness  one 
who  can  speak,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  pointiDg 
to  Horace.  • 

"  Yes,"  continued  Constantine,  '*  «Ae  hasbeea 
tampered  with.  I  d^raded  two  of  my  people; 
and  yesterday,  forsooth,  the  one  turned  doggsd 
and  the  other  insolent.  Why  shouldn't  they 
when  so  sure  of  an  intercessor?  Now, to-night, 
she  spoke  to  me  of  them  ;  and  some  OM 
prompted  her.  Who  was  it,  Benkendorf  ?  or  are 
you  yourself  in  league  with  them  f    But  d 
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M  not  avail,  if  you  all  baud  together.  I  had 
vdered  tbem  fire  hundred  lashes  apiece,  and 
m  thejr  shaU  share  five  thousand  between 
iKflo,  and  b^in  the  tale  at  sun-rise  to-morrow, 
io  ffloch  far  interfeience — and  now  let'  me  see  if 

cttDot  do  something  f<H*  those  who  set  her  on 
ospeik.    Who  they  are  I  will  know." 

Count  Benkendorf,  with  a  low  bow,  again 
ninted  to  Hcnuoe. 

"  You,  Sir,  speak  out.  What  do  you  know  ? 
^  dropped  that  note  ?  Where  did  you  pick 
op?  Who  gave  it  to  her?" 
As  the  angry  observations  made  by  Constan- 
^  had  been  in  Russ,  which,  spoken  with 
De  yehemence  and  volubility  was  wholly 
intelligible  to  Horace,  he  was  still  under  the 
ptession  that  all  the  wrath  of  his  interrogator 
I  caused  by  his  doubts  of  his  wife's  fidelity, 
t  mbSisl  he  mentally  cursed  all  the  intrigues 
hese  Russian  and  Polish  women,  he  turned 
r  his  position  in  his  own  mind,  and  resolved, 
itever  the  &te  in  which  a  refiisal  would 
>lve  him,  that  his  pride   of  &mily  station 

of  nationality,  to  say  nothing  of  the  interest 
eh  she  inspired,  forbade  his  giving  her  up, 
nppen  what  might — so  he  replied : 
^  Is  your  Imperial  Highness,  whose  rank  I  so 
foundly  respect,  so  ignorant  of  mine,  as  not.. 
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to  know  that  I,  the  Count  de  Montrann; 
—owing  my  allegiance  to  the  King  of  Fnooe, 
and  being  responsible  to  my  family  and  mysdf 
for  maintaining  its  honour; — that  I  caiUKit, 
without  disgracmg  myself,  give  any  evidence  in 
such  a  matter,  if  I  had  any  to  give ;  or,  that  it 
would  be  a  worthy  part  to  feed  the  jealousy  of 
a  husband,  or  to  turn  spy  on  an  iDustrious 
Lady  ?  I  pray  your  Highness  to  consider  my 
respectful  refusal — notwithstanding  the  painful 
situation  in  which  I  am  placed,  as  final,  absolute, 
and  irrevocable/* 

^'  A  jealous  husband  !"  exclaimed  ConstantiDe 
in  astonishment.  ''  What  does  he  mean? 
Speak,  scoundrel  1"  And  he  twisted  his  hind 
furiously  into  Horace's  neckcloth,  whofcat 
the  latter  losing  all  his  self-possession,  pushed 
the  Grand  Duke  so  suddenly  and  fbrdUy  from 
him,  that  he  staggered  back  one  pace,  whibt 
Horace,  by  receding  another,  augmented  tbe 
distance  between  them. 

"  This,"  exclaimed  Horace,  doubling  his  fist, 
which  smarted  with  the  pain  of  the  bum,  '^is 
infamous  treatment  1  I  have  kept  within  tbe 
bounds  of  the  respect  I  owe ;  but,  be  it  at  tbe 
peril  of  any  man  breathing  to  lay  a  band  ^Kio 
me  whilst  my  arms  are  fi^  I"  And,  in  his 
desperation,  he  so  evidently  looked  aioond  Ar 
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weapon,  that  the  Grand  Duke  perceived 

dy  just  as  the  police-master  was  making  a 

I  he  desired  him  by  an  impatient  gesture 

isL 

Tou  were  looking  for  a  sword !"  exclaimed 

rand  Duke,  less  in  wrath    than   amaze- 

''  In  God's  name  what  to  do  ?" 
'o  pay  back  blow  for  blow,  and  blood  for 
!"    said  Horace,   who   had  grown  quite 

!SS. 

Lnd  vou  refuse  to  answer  me  !" 

f  the  earth  yawned  at  my  feet" 

f  so,"    said  the    Grand     Duke,    cooling 

nly,  and  speaking  to  himself  aloud ;  "  he 

3rt  of  Tcherkess,  there  is  no  forcing  such 

es."     A|[id  then,  with  all  the  fickleness  of 

ther  Paul,  he  began  to  survey  him  atten- 

and  without    anger,    till    his    features 
ally  relaxed  into  a  positively  benevolent 
of  approbation. 
X)  you  know,  Benkendorf,"  he  observed  in 

"that  a  fellow  like  that  is  a  true  man 
aUl"  And  then  he  said  to  Horace  in 
h,  "What  height  are  you? — Five  feet 
I?" 

four  Highne9S  is  fi*e^  to  jest,  so  you  do 
)uph  me." 
U  Ih  o 
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"  Jest !  gad's  death,  I  am  very  serioru ;  but 
what  is  the  matter  with  your  hand  ?" 

*'A  jiist  consequence  of  his  obstinacy  in 
holding  the  burning  letter  till  it  was  consumed,'* 
said  the  grand  master  in  Russ. 

"  Obstinacy !  only  hear,  you  call  firmness 
obstinacy;  you  would  (I  have  defiled  your 
mothers)  call  that  Roman — the  man  of  the 
statue-makers,  what  was  his  name?  Mutos 
Scsevola — obstinate  ?  Now,  I  say  that  it  is 
very  fine.  A  man  who  will  do  that,  has  got  a 
heart  in  his  body. 

"Come,"  said  the  Grand  Duke,  with  a 
cordiality  so  frank  and  natural,  that  even  the 
deep  irritation  of  Horace  gave  way.  "  I  forgot 
what  I  owed  both  to  you  and  to  myself;  I  was 
too  hasty.  As  to  the  disorder  of  your  cravat, 
you  are  not  in  uniform,  and  look  at  my  con- 
dition, it  is  more  scandalously  disarranged. 

Still  it  was  a  little  suspiciously  that  Horace 
allowed  the  Duke  to  press  his  hand. 

"  You  don't  bear  malice,  do  you  f 

"  I  am  only  glad,  no  longer  innocently  to 
offend  yoiu*  Highness." 

"  But  that  bum  is  an  ugly  one.  Here  Bco- 
kendorf  let  them  call  some  of  my  doctors.'' 

"No,  I  thank  yoiu*  Highness;  I  will  wnp 
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it  m  the  cotton  of  my  doak  wadding,  and  if 
permitted,  will  hasten  back  to  Petersburg." 

"Permitted  1  I  will  peimit  you  in  my  own 
damage,  with  my  best  horses;  you  shall  be 
bimi  like  the  mnd ;  as  for  the  cotton,  here, 
^  us  cut  some  out  of  the  lining  of  Benkendorfs 
loak."  And  the  impetuosity  of  Constantine 
Bs  only  restrained  by  the  want  of  some  incisive 
<trument  from  making  an  immediate  attack 
I  the  grand  master's  garment. 
"  Good  bye !"  said  the  Grand  Duke,  whose 
^  peering  beneath  his  now  upraised  shaggy 
ms,  had  assumed  an  expression  of  sagacious 
idliness,  not  unlike  that  of  the  water-spaniel 
poodle ;  "  remember,  that  you  have  a  friend 
Constantine." 

Horace  bowed  profoundly  and  was  retiring. 
*'  Stop  1"    exclaimed  the   Grand  Duke,  re- 
Dmg  him,  as  the  door  ck>sed ;  and  observing 

himself  enthusiastically,  "He  is  six  feet! 
K  feet,  within  the  eighth  of  a  veshok,  I  will 
B^,  and  has  the  carriage  of  a  sddier !" 
*'Your  Imperial   Highness  was  pleased  to 
can  me." 

''  You  have  no  idea  of  taking  service  ?" 
**  None  whatever,''  said  Horace. 
**  Oh,  veiy  well !  we  bear  no  malice  to  each 

o  2 
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**  Nothing  but  respectful  devotioiL" 

"  Good  bye/' 

They  had  not  closed  the  fdding-doors,  wiieo 
Benkendorf  and  Rhoda  were  called. 

Constantine  gave  his  directions  to  Rbodi, 
and  then  he  said  to  Berkendorf,  ''Mark  me; 
I  will  not  aDow  of  any  molestation  whatever." 

'^  Your  Imperial  Highness  will  allow  me  to 
observe,  that  his  conduct  was  outrageously  in- 
temperate." 

"  That  is  my  affair." 

"  And  then  to  speak  plainly,  he  is  a  FteoAr 
man — ^who  knows  the  coloiu-  and  interpretation 
he  may  put  on  this  affiur,  or  what  stigma  he 
may  affix  upon  an  august  name  ?  The  wk  of 
Caesar  should  not  be  suspected ;  and  he  nttj 
think  ....  In  a  word,  he  even  ought  to  be  it 
least  fnghtened  into  discretion." 

"  I  tell  you,  no  !  no  !  no  ! — ^there  is  mflW 
discretion  in  that  youth  than  in  all  of  yoiL  I 
have  defiled  your  mothers ! — now,  go— anyliuDg 
that  is  done  to  annoy  him  I  shall  consider  done 
to  myself." 

In  a  few  minutes,  Benkendorf  joined  him: 
his  aspect  was  stem,  his  tone  of  voice  severe. 

^'  Hark  ye  1  Count  de  Montressan,  yoa  have 
seen  and  heard  things  to-day,  which  it  wen^ 
for  you  entirely  to  forget;  but  if  you  sbouU 
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tnber  one  tittle  of  them,  at  least,  recal  what 
y  tell  you — I,  to  whom  you  owe,  perhaps, 
Sberty — ^that  it  would  be  better  for  you  to 
at  your  tongue  than  use  it  indiscreetly, 
win  you  give  me  your  word  of  honour, 
9thing  of  this  matter  shall  ever  pass  your 

ev^,  upon  my  honour!    and  I  think  I 
iven  proof  of  my  discretion." 
len,  go !"  said  the  grand  master,  ''  the 
e  of   his  gracious    Highness   waits   to 

you  to  the  city." 

next  morning,  when  Horace  awoke  from 
shing  sleep,  a  small  parcel  was  delivered 
* 

x>ntained,  detached  from  its  chain,  the 
d  whidi  he  had  seen  on  the  arm  of  the 
»  of  Lowicz,  and  it  was  accompanied  by 
vords, 

r,  you  have  saved  two  lives  I    Do  not 
that  she,  who  is  indebted  to  you  for 
win  not  prove  ungrateful,  if  ever  it  be 
power  to  serve  you. 

**J.  L." 

1  efNsode  for  a  novel  in  three  volumes, 
truly  pleasant  termination  1"  exdaimed 
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the  Count ;  "  if  it  were  not  for  my  burnt 
fingers.  I  suppose  she  means  her  own  \&t 
and  that  of  the  Lieutenant.  Poor  Grand  Duke! 
but  what  else  was  to  be  expected  from  sudi  an 
ill-assorted  luiion !" 

But  it  is  not  fitting  that  the  reader  shiwld 
remain,  perchance,  under  the  same  impresskm 
as  Horace  respecting  that  illustrious  lady,  yAmd 
exalted  station,  and  whose  unhappy  decease  have 
made  her  virtues — interrupted  only  by  the 
grave — ^matter  of  history,  and,  as  matter  rf 
history,  the  property  of  the  novdist,  so  that 
he  approach  with  due  respect  those  manes,  and 
handle  tenderly  that  gentle  memory. 

The  Duchess  of  Lowicz  loved,  indeed,  she 
loved  with  all  the  devotion  of  an  undivided 
affection  in  a  woman's  bosom;  she  loved  her 
husband,  the  Grand  Duke  Constantine,  the 
capricious,  sullen,  cruel  compoimd  of  the  bear 
and  boar,  the  moody  sanguinary  tyrant,  whose 
name  was  a  terror  in  the  mouths  of  men,  ^M 
whom,  on  account  of  the  animal  ferocity  of  his 
brutal  instincts,  even  those  who  did  not  trefnUe 
in  his  dependence,  approached  at  times  with 
trepidation.  Constantine,  who  was  daily  doomiDg 
men  to  exile,  or  to  perish  by  the  knout  or  lash, 
almost  without  a  shadow  of  a  cause;  ConstaotiD^ 
who  had  immolated  victims  wiUi  his  own  handf 
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i  who,  in  savage  pastime  had  shot  a  female 
t'e  in  hil  gardens ;  this  man,  or  monster, 
i  the  only  object  of  the  beautiful  and  kind- 
rted  Duchess's  love.  Through  ^life  until  his 
th,  she  seemed  attached  to  him  like  a  good 
el  to  the  path  of  a  malevolent  being,  effacing 
soothing  by  her  beneficent  influence  the 
)rs  and  the  traces  of  its  fatal  passage. 
Tiere  is  no  praise  too  exalted  for  the  good 
did  and  the  evil  she  prevented — as  she 
jhed  with  tender  solicitude  to  save  all  the 
d  from  him,  and  to  save  from  all  the  world 
rude  Constantine. 

ut  how,  it  will  be  asked,  could  a  creature  so 
I,  and  amiable,  and  sensitive — even  admitting 
le  attractive  force  of  contrast — ^love  a  man  so 
ul? 

his  is  one  of  those  mysteries  of  the  female 
t,  which,  in  life,  daily  present  to  our  obser- 
►n  effects  the  causes  of  which  remain 
etually  insoluble  to  oiu*  comprehension. 
\  it  not  unspeakably  flattering  to  a  woman, 
ee  this  terrible  and  unimpressible  nature, 
h  resisted  so  obdurately  all  softening 
ences,  so  utterly  subdued  and  conquered 
s  love  for  her — to  see— like  Una'3  lamb-like 
-the  imtameable  and  ravening  beast  crouch 
er  feet,   and  lick   them — to  see  the  eyes 


her  fair  hands  with  kisses ! 

And  then,  was  it  strange  that  i 
make  all  the  aDowanoes  for  heredit 
position,  which  her  indulgence  migl 
in  fitvour  of  the  man,  who  had  twice  g 
highest  position  upon  earth  for  her ;  n 
questionable  honours  of  a  oonstitutioi 
with  their  daily  petty  annoyances 
absolute  Imperial  throne  of  Russia, 
millions,  not  of  subjects,  but  of  slaves 

When  Constantine  first  became 

of  Janna  Grudzinska,  the  daughter 

those  petty  Polish  gentlemen,  who  n 

rose  above  the  condition  of  the  small 

and  whom  the  present  Emperor  hai 

again  to  the  ranks  of  plebeianism ;  C 

to  obtain  the  consent  of  his  brother 

to  his  marriage  with  her,  agreed  to  a 
u:«u.k«:^k4.  4.^  i.1 1.1 Ti.  u^«  V 


ir- 
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same  occasional  {^predation  of  what  was  noble, 
the  same  fitfiil  benevolence ;  he  was  the  true 
inheritor  of  Paulas  eccentric  virtues — ^Paul,  who 
« aO  the  worid  knows,  arose  one  morning,  and 
^-judging  that,  since  the  quarrels  of  nations  origi- 
nated fitnn  the  ambition  or  the  madiinations  of 
piiices  and   their  ministers,   it  was  unjust  to 
«hed  their  subjects'  blood,  or  waste  their  treasure 
^  the  prosecution  of  their  wars, — forthwith  pro- 
posed to  the  hostile  sovereigns  of  Europe,  that 
^ef  and  thdr  respective  premiers  should  meet 
'^Un  and  his  minister  in  single  combat ;  Paul, 
'^ho,  struck  with  the  admiration  for  Napoleon's 
S^Dius,  changed  his  policy  in  a  night,  in  the 
spirit  of  what  Carlyle  cafls  hero-worship ;    Paul, 
^^0,  when  he  could  be  brought  to  see  that  he 
'^^  jpumshed,  imadvisedly,   acknowledged   his 
^mr,  with  almost  ostentatious  humility,   and 
Endeavoured  magnificently  to  repair  the  injury. 

In  short,  all  the  noble  qualities  of  Paul,  which 
insanity  often  distorted  into  ridicule,  were  abun- 
dantly reproduced  in  Constantine,  and  in  this 
he  ak>ne  bore  a  characteristic  likeness  to  him. 
For»  if  Alexander  himself  injured  no  one,  he 
fled  from  the  importunity  of  those  whom  he 
had  allowed  to  be  injured,  and  to  whose  suffering 
no  mental  offiiscation  blinded  him.  Nicholas, 
in  the    ooldi    unrelenting,    almost  passionless 

o3 
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cruelty  of  his  persecution,  seems  to  increase  in 
obduracy  as  he  continues  it,  —  as  if  he  paid 
back  by  augmenting  hate  the  hatred  ^diich  his 
treatment  must  inspire  in  those  who  suffer, — 
and  who  has  never  once  acknowledged  himself 
in  error  in  all  his  multitudinous  inflictions 
whether  it  be  that,  measuring  as  it  has  been 
just  suggested,  his  hatred  by  that  of  his 
victims,  he  judges,  that  the  more  unjustiy  they 
have  been  punished,  the  more  vividly  this 
treasonable  feeling  must  rise  up  in  their 
inmost  hearts ;  or,  that  he  considers  it  more 
fitting  that  the  guiltiess  should  suffer,  than 
that  he  should  be  convicted  in  men's  estima- 
tion of  having  ever  erred. 

It  is  true  that,  like  Paul,  Constantine  was  a 
monster  —  not  the  cold,  calculating,  'crafty 
monster  of  Louis  XI's  stamp,  whose  crimes, 
deliberate  atrocities,  were  coldly  and  con- 
sciously committed;  but  of  the  achocIL  of 
outrageous  tyrants  of  the  Nero  and  Caligula 
stamp;  men,  whom  in  private,  a  British 
jury  absolves  from  the  last  responsibility  of 
their  crimes,  and  locks  up  in  the  wards  of 
Bedlam. 

And  was  it  not  natural,  that  his  wife's 
affection  should  refer  all  the  hideous  side  of 
the     Grand    Duke's    character    to    hereditary 
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iosanify,  whilst  she  looked  at  the  virtues  which 
it  obscured  as  all  his  own  ? 

But  as  she  endured  the  long  protracted 
^y  of  seeing,  one  by  one,  all  the  Violences 
frhich  she  could  not  prevent  his  committing, — 
resides  being  cognisant  of  those  premeditated, 
fhicbi  she  dissuaded  him  from  perpetrating, — 
be  soon  turned  all  her  efforts  to  deter  him 
om  aspiring  to  the  purple  ;  in  which  she  knew 
at  the  imperative  law  of  self-preservation 
Hild  soon  lead  his  subjects  to  strangle  him 
:e  his  father  Paul. 

She  felt  that  there  was  none  but  herself  in 
e  wide  world  to  love,  perhaps  to  save, 
m ;  and  she  dreaded  that,  if  armed  with  the 
iHmited  and  destroying  power  of  Imperial 
irereignty, — ^where  a  single  command  the 
3ath  of  passion  may  have  such  a  terrible 
d  extended  action, — she  should  no  longer  be 
le  to  step  in  as  a  sweet  mediatrix  between  the 
Dions  whom  she  pitied,  and  him  whom  she 
mUed  for,  and  loved,  and  pitied. 
For,  although,  Constantine  had  renounced  his 
ims  to  the  Empire,  his  sombre  spirit,  now 
38tbning  his  brother's  right  to  impose  such 
condition  on  his  marriage,  and  now  per- 
ded  by  his  wife  to  doubt  his  fitness  to 
;n,  was  in  a  state  of  dangerous  fermentation, 

as,  before  the  sudden  death  of  Alexander^ 
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the  political  atmosphere  was  rife  with  nunoLUrs 
of  plots,  conspiracies,  and  secret  societieSi  wlucsb, 
in  reality,  had  undermined  society  beneath  tba 
feet  of  Nicholas — that  cautious  Prince  dreaded^ 
that,  if  he  accepted  his  elder  brother's  resignatioii 
of  the  crown  and  assumed  it  himself,  a  change  in 
Constantine's  capricious  and  uncertain  mindmiglit 
involve  him  and  his  family  in  utter  ruin ;  and, 
therefore,   the  moment  Alexander's  death  was 
known,  he  sent  and  hailed  his  brother,  Caesar  1 

The  fretful  spirit  of  Constantine,  who,  Esaii' 
like,  had  been  long  brooding  over  his  resigntt^ 
tion,  was  sorely  tempted ;  and  then  the  Duches* 
of  Lowicz  put  forth  all  her  influence  to  indac^^ 
him  to  renounce   a  second  time  the  Imperi^^ 
throne.     After  a  long  and  terrible  struggle. wit^^ 
himself,  he  again  sacrificed  it  to  her — he  sacrT^-* 
ficed  it  not  as  a  thing  in  perspective — not  VB^ 
the  impatience  of  ungratified  passion,  but  real,^ 
present,  tangible,  and  only  to  the  tears  of  his '^ 
tender  wife. 

Now  it  happened  that  the  two  d^raded  offi- 
cers who  were  the  next  morning  to  suffer,  had 
found  no  means  of  appealing  to  the  Dadiess, 
until  the  Lieutenant  Alexius,  on  the  eveeing  of 
the  fite  of  Peterhoff  had  succeeded  in  securing 
her  intercession;  and  he  had  oommenoed  by 
giving  her  the  case  in  writing,  in  the  event  of 
their  being  interrupted  before  he  could  explain 
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f     the  fiiD  particulars.     This  was  the  note  which 
f     Horace  had  picked  up. 

As  the  Duchess  anticipated,  the  short  space 
of  time  allowed,  obliged  her  to  interfere  too 
suddenly,  and  without  sufficient  preparation  to 
enaUe  her  to  succeed.   If  the  document  in  ques- 
tioQ  had  fiJlen  into  the  hands  of  the  Grand 
;      Duke,  their  doom  would  have  been  irremissibly 
Kaled;  as  it  was,  the  Duchess,  who  had  over- 
beard  all  that  had  passed  between  her  husband 
vul  Count  Horace,  and  was  all  the  time  in  the 
^t^oiniDg  room  upon  her  knees  in  prayer,  re- 
^ed,  with  desperate  resolution,  to  profit   by 
^  returning  sunshine  of  his  temper ;  but  alas ! 
^  only  effect  of  her  generous  intercession  ap- 
peared to  be  to  evoke  again  the  tempest,  which 
^^  hiDing  into  a  calm. 

"The fit*'  returned  in  all  its  fiiry :  the  window 
^as  thrown  open ;  and  the  Grand  Duke  was  left 
^lone — mth  her. 

After  a  time,  according  to  her  wont,  she  took 
His  head  upon  her  lap  ;  for  she  only  had  the 
))ower  somewhat  to  soothe  him  in  these  moments, 
Vben  he  was  unapproachable  to  all  the  world 
Imt  her ;  and  thus  the  night  passed ;  and  after 

the  nigfit  the  first  hours  of  morning. 

#  *  *  * 

It  win  be  asked,  how  was  Constantine  allowed. 
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in  Russia,  away  from  his  own  govammen^ 
exercise  such  terrible  and  gratuitous  severities  f 

Let  the  reader  imagine  it  to  be  an  hour  pesi 
midnight.     The   Grand  Master  of  the  secret 
police  has  r^ained  his  dwelling,  and  a  higfalv 
influential  petitioner  is  waiting  for  his  return. 
Count  Benkendorf  answers  him : 

"  It  is  impossible !  I  have  just  left  the  Graod 
Duke.     He  is  furious  !" 

"But  he  has  ordered  them  five  thousand 
lashes !  It  is  a  certain  death — the  most  cniel 
death  !" 

"  Death  three  times  told ;  but  what  is  to  be 
done?" 

"  And  all  for  nothing  !" 

"  Most  likely,  when  the  Grand  Duke  orders 
the  punishment." 

"But  is  it  not  terrible?  It  is  all  very  well 
to  send  such  a  King  Stork  to  those  turbulent 
Poles ;  but  I  cannot  understand  that  he  should 
be  allowed  to  go  on  so  here.  What  says  the 
Emperor?" 

"What  would  you  have  him  say?  His 
brother  has  given  up  enough  not  to  be  thwarted 
in  his  humour  in  such  trifles." 

"  Well,  there  is  then  nothing  to  be  done?" 

"Nothing." 

"  Adieu  then.     I  shall  not  go  hoiqe.    I  k*^ 
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men  indusiye  of  my  own  in  tears  in 
boudoir.     I  shall  go  and  see  if  it  is 
sup  at  La  Sapphira's." 
!  would   accompany   you   if  I   were 

py.     Good  night." 

*  *  * 

the  hour  when  Horace  was  half 
is  slumbers^  and  having  got  his  head 
^o  pillows,  turned  restlessly  round  as 
1  himself  at  the  dinner  table  of  the 
where,  bursting  through  the  ceiling, 
lant  R  .  .  .  .  with  the  rope  still  roimd 
nd  the  cap  drawn  over  his  face,  fell  on 
ween  Madame  Obrasoff  and  Horace, 
to  inquire  superciliously  of  the  latter, 
[ared  to  personate  him  by  assuming  so 
face  and  manner."  Just  as  Horace  on 
ilapsed  into  profound  oblivion  fh)m 
istent  and  fantastic  dream,  the  chill 
Homing  blew  through  the  open  win- 
1  apartment  of  the  Palace  of  Strelna, 
ented  a  very  different  scene, 
tine,  long  since  exhausted,  had  fallen 
it  sleep,  his  head  reclining  on  the  la 
less  of  Lowicz,  who  was  still  watching, 

and  statue-like,  but  yet  unwear}ing 
le  vigil.     At  length  his  eyes  opened 

grasped  her  hand,  it  was  cold  as 
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marble ;  and  when  she  attempted  to  speak,  her 
teeth  chattered,  so  chilled  was  she  ¥rith  the  night 
air ;  and  she  coughed  a  hollow  oougL  He  ad- 
dressed her  affectionately : 

"  You  are  not  well,  my  souL  You  have  not 
slept ;  you  were  watching  me.** 

"  I  should  not  otherwise  have  slept,  thinking 
of  those  poor  men  who  are  to  suffer." 

"  You  must  do  something." 

"  How  can  I  think  of  myself  when  my  feDow 
beings  are  about  to  endure  such  pain  ?" 

"  What  can  J  do  ?"  asked  the  Grand  Duke 
gloomily. 

''  Pardon  them,"  said  the  Duchess,  clasping 
her  cold  hands  together. 

A  doud  passed  over  Constantine's  brow ;  and 
then  he  said :  ''  So  be  it !"  and,  impetuous  in 
everything,  he  almost  upset  the  exhausted 
Duchess  as  he  rose  and  rushed  to  the  door. 
"Here,  Rhoda!" 

Rhoda  started  from  the  sleep  into  which  he 
had  fallen, — booted  and  spurred  as  he  was,  and 
without  having  even  ungirded  his  sword ; — and 
hastily  passing  his  hand  down  the  front  of  his 
uniform  to  ascertain  that  every  hook  and  button 
was  in  its  place,  as  he  answered,  stood  up  in  a 
precise  military  position,  erect  as  an  arrow, 
and  letting  his  hands  &11  to  his  sides,  against 
which  he  pressed  the  palms  slightly,  turning 
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the  thumbs    outwards  as  the  regulation  pre- 
scribed. 

"  Rhoda  !  see  to  it.  I  suspend  the  sentence 
of  those  two  men  who  were  to  run  the 
gauntlet." 
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CHAPTER  XII. 

JoHANN  Sauer  was  half-brother  to  Dictridi 
Susse.  They  had  both  of  late  years  contrived 
to  ingratiate  themselves  so  completely  with  die 
late  Prince  Isaakoff,  that  Dietrich  had  beoome 
by  degrees  the  factotum  of  his  master's  pr(q)erty 
in  St.  Petersburg  and  Moscow;  andJohannhad 
been  entrusted  with  the  stewardship  of  the  estate 
of  Bialoe  Darevnia,  with  its  ten  thousand  pea- 
sants, in  the  government  of  Kalouga. 

In  figure  and  features  there  was  consideiaUB 
resemblance  between  the  two  relatives;  and  both 
had  succeeded  in  supplanting  their  predeoesaofi' 

But  in  the  character  they  assumed  and  m 
their  modus  operandi  they  utterly  diffierei 
Dietrich,  by  an  assumption  of  honest  mv^6/^ 
and  unbounded  philanthropy, — ^which  was  the 
result  of  so  low  a  cunning  that  it  was  trans* 
parent  to  every  one  but  the  old  Rrinoe  himadf— 
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m  his  way  to  his  master's  unlimited  con- 
on  Sauer,  on  the  contrary,  affected  the 
ind  the  man  of  science ;  and  the  Prince 
I  in  the  belief  that  he  was  pat3x>nising 
be  great  men  of  his  centuiy — a  sort  of 
id  between  Newton,  Leibnitz,  and  James 

Qtle  reader,  you  have  ever  taken  up  your 
any  small  town  or  village  of  northern 
al  Germany,  you  can  no  more  &il  to 
t  with  such  a  character  as  the  steward  of 
oe  Darevnia,  than  with  a  church  and 

jlt  for  a  moment  your  scattered  recoUec- 
id  they  wiU  siu^ly  remind  you  of  some 
ledant,  with  a  little  ill-digested  reading 
it  enough  mechanical  knowledge  to  put 

a  Dutch  ck)ck,  who  modestly  styles 
mechanicus  and  philosaphuSy  and  is 
f  self-satisfied  that  he  has  monopolised 
in  knowledge,  wisdom,  and  talent. 
in  Sauer  was  the  type  of  that  thoughtful 
idy  genus,  so  prevalent  in  Germany, 
rery  man  is  said  to  think  ten  times  more 
L  Englishman,  and  twenty  times  more 
Frenchman — a  fact  which  tiaere  is  no 

though  it  be  so  slowly  and  in  general 
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to  SO  very  little  purpose.      A  dispodbMl 
mind  too,  which  is  characterised  by  an  ^alas/^ 
conceit,  naturally  in  the  inverse  ratio  rf  tt'^ 
thinker's  power  and  lucidity  of  intdlect,  ^fiod^ 
leads  him  to  imagine,  when  he  has  slowly  dbo- 
tangled  a  complete  idea  from   the  ooeansof 
words,  in  which  the  talent  of  his  countrymm 
obscures   and  buries  it,  that  its  value  is  to  be 
rated  by  the  trouble  which  it  has  cost  him  to 
disinter  and  master  it,  in  addition  to  whichi  he 
is  almost  sure  either  seriously  to  appropriate  its 
originality,  or  at  least  to  set  forth  airogant  pre- 
tensions thereunto. 

Thus  the  philosophical  systems  of  the  GrdOi 
those  inteUectual  demi-gods  who  seem  neai^  to 
have  exhausted  the  wide  range  of  metq>h]facal 
speculation,  have  been  taken  up  by  the  phikvo- 
phers  of  Germany,  and  diluted  and  obsoired  in 
such  interminable  volumes,  that  some  perqpe- 
cacity  and  unwearying  perseverance  areneceisaiy 
to  extract  what  need  never  have  been  thus  ooa- 
cealed ;  but  when  any  portion  of  the  worb  of 
these  interminable  thinkers  &Ils  into  the  hmdi 
of  one  of  these  village  sages,  if  after  vast  hboar 
he  can  snatch  out  one  rag  of  the  ftncifiil  mantlei 
which  his  author  originally  purioined  from  the 
Greeks,  he  swells  in  his  own  estimatioD,  at  kiA 
to  the  level  of  his  master. 
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l^ysical  sciences,  if  he  reads  some  common^ 
absurdity^  attaibuting  the  invention  of  the 

eogiDe  to  Hiero,  who  observed  the  force 
3  v^ur  from  the  spout  of  a  kettle  of 
;  water,  and  applied  it  to  twirl  round  some 
Dg  toy,  it  immediately  strikes  him  that 

made  the  same  observation ;  and,  ena- 
I  with  the  originality  of  his  own  imappre- 
;enius,  perhaps  he  sets  to  work  to  study 
lam-engine;  and  when  he  has  slowly 
D  far  as  to  understand  its  general  prin- 
3  at  once  satisfied  that  he  could  have 
i  and  can  improve  it ;  and  that  the 
ivilized  world  ought  to^  raise  statues  to 

Johann  Sauer,  though  bom  in  Russia, 
self-styled  philosophus  and  mechanicus. 
rue  that  he  had  never  read  more  than 
i  or  fourteen  volumes  of  history,  geo- 
,  p}iilosophy,  and  literature,  out  of  which, 
re  catalogues  of  pictures,  one  a  spelling. 
nd  the  rest  odd  volumes.  But  then,  as 
,  he  had  well  and  inwardly  digested  them. 
im  to  the  title  of  mechanicuSy  on  which 
fly  piqued  himself,  had  been  long  defe- 
y  admitted   by   many  persons   of  note, 

countenance  the  patronage  of  Prince 
F  had  procured  for  him,  and  rested  chiefly 
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on  his  being  the  hundred  and  ninety-fboidiW 
ventor  (at  least  at  the  date  of  our  stoiy ;  for 
the  same  invention  is  renewed  by  different  per- 
sons in  Germany  and  Russia,  and  figures  in  the 
newspapers  at  least  five-and-twenty  tima  i 
year,)  who,  by  means  of  an  ingenious  system  of 
cog-wheeb,  proposed  to  supersede  the  power  of 
steam. 

Few  of  our  readers,  in  these  days  of  Encyd^ 
pedias  and  Penny  Magazines,  will  assuredly  be 
ignorant  that  all  mechanical  contrivanoes  in 
only  an  application  of  power  in  different  wiji. 
With  all  the  wheels,  and  pulleys,  and  cogs,  and 
springs  in  the  world,  you  cannot  gain  the  power 
of  a  mite,  though  when  you  have  derived  itfifom 
animal  force,  or  steam,  or  falling  wator,  you 
may  regulate  it  so  as  to  give  a  more  rapid  motkn 
with  less  force,  or  more  force  with  kss  rapitfity. 
On  the  contrary,  you  lose  a  little  of  the  power 
you  have  by  fnction.  This  is  the  ^vay  first 
rule — the  A.  B.  C.  of  mechanism,  in  the  teeth 
of  which  these  worthies  proceed  with  tkir 
inventions,  the  ingenuity  of  which  may  k 
aptly  illustrated  by  comparing  it  to  that  of  the 
Irishman,  who  cut  off  the  top  of  his  sheet  aoi 
sewed  it  to  the  bottom  to  make  it  longer. 

Nevertheless,  Johann  acquired  some  oddri^* 
and,  once  brought  into  notice,  found  pkoty  ^ 
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protectors,  among  whom  were  the  minister  of 
public  instruction  and  two  or  three  generals 
of  engineers,  who  proved  their  faith  in  his 
genius  by  considerable  advances  of  money.  He 
constructed  many  little  droschkies,  which  could 
be  moved  with  very  great  labour  by  the  person 
sitting  on  them,  and  a  small  vessel  which  was 
boasted  to  have  come  up  the  Gulf  of  IWand 
from  Peterhoff  in  a  terrible  storm,  a  fact  which 
seemed  for  the  moment  triumphantly  to  establish 
his  success,  until  it  was  found  that  it  would  not 
move  in  a  calm ;  and  that,  on  the  occasion  in 
question,  it  had  come  up  with  the  wind,  and  not 
against  it — a  circumstance  about  which  every 
one  had  hitherto  forgotten  to  inquire. 

Gradually  the  pecuniary  support  of  his  patrons 
was  withdrawn,  though  even  then  the  contemp- 
tuous opinions  of  the  English  mechanics  and 
engineers  were  attributed  to  jealousy,  particu- 
larly when  they  opined  ''  that  the  man  was  one 
part  knave  and  three  parts  fool,  and  that  those 
who  encouraged  him  were  wholly  the  latter." 

Nevertheless,  the  Prince  Isaakoff,  looking 
upon  him  as  a  man  in  advance  of  his  age,  con- 
tinued warmly  to  befriend  him,  and  sent  him  to 
superintend  his  mines  in  the  government  of 
Perm. 

Here  he  further  distinguished    himself    by 
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sending  up  to  the  national  exhibition  thefiri^ 
Russian  locomotive  engine  made  on  the  miA 
of  one  of  Stephenson's,  and  closely  resembEiig 
it,  at  least  externally ;  for  it  would  not  mik* 
and  the  boiler  would  not  even  hold  water. 

The  working  of  these  mines  the  PriDce  wis 
forced  to  abandon,  because,  flourishing  as  they 
were,  he  foimd  that  the  slaves  employed  hroi^ 
him  in  four  times  more  revenue  at  the  occupa- 
tions   from  which   he  had  \rithdrawn  them; 
which,  considering  that  in  those  desert  and  in- 
hospitable regions,  a  truss  of  hay  cost  him  8oa»> 
times  three  shillings  was  not  to  be  wondered  at 
When  this  event  took  place,  Johann  was  phced 
as  assistant  to  the  steward  of  the  estate  in  the 
government   of  ICalouga,  and  in   a  short  time 
contrived  to  step  into  his  shoes. 

Notwithstanding  his  philosophic  mind  vA 
his  mechanical  genius,  Johann  had  long  flooe 
learned  to  look  with  as  vigilant  an  eye  to  the 
"  main  chance"  as  his  half-brother,  the  philiD- 
thropic  Dietrich ;  and,  as  the  scientific  disq)- 
pointments  he  had  met  with  had  soured  hk 
disposition,  he  did  not,  in  his  dealings  irith 
the  serfs  under  his  control,  much  temper  with 
the  suaviter  in  modo  tiiefortiter  in  re. 

He  had  evidently  learned  to  consider  hintfdf 
as  the  worm  of  a  sort  of  social  press^  and  tbo>^ 
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under  his  authority,  as  intended  by  Providence 
to  be  screwed  down  to  the  last  possible  turn, 
and  he  had  always  acted  according  to  this 
conviction,  in  as  &r,  at  least,  as  he  had  not 
been  checked  by  the  fear  of  shocking  the  bene- 
^^olence  of  his  master. 

Johaon  was  blessed  with  a  wife,  a  daughter, 
ttd  a  son.  The  wife  was  fat,  short,  round, 
ttd  fiur,  though  by  no  means  beautiful,  the 
^  covering  her  heavy  features  being  thin 
*nd  of  a  lively  pink,  her  very  light  flaxen  hair, 
cye-lashes,  and  eye-brows,  reminding  one,  as  they 
'dieved  it,  of  the  pale  white  bristles  on  the 
l>lushing  skin  of  the  back  of  a  young  sucking* 

lo  temper  she  was  so  imperious,  that  all  the 
^  on  the  estate  considered  her  as  a  provi- 
^tial  retribution  on  Johann,  and  in  her  habits 
le  was  so  thrifty,  that  she  stinted  him  even  in 
le  sugar  of  his  afternoon's  coffee. 
Their  daughter,  Trautchen,  took  morally  and 
lysically  after  her  parents,  excepting  that,  as 
yarded  her  personal  appearance,  she  seemed  to 
ve  been  drawn  out  from  breadth  into  length, 
18  deeply  pitted  with  the  small-pox,  and  had  one 
e  the  colour  of  her  father's,  the  other  a  fac- 
Dile  of  the  tint  and  shape  of  her  mother's,  not 
litting  those  white  spots  which  constitute  the 
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wall  eye ;  whilst,  furthermore,  as  if  to  convince 
themselves  of  this  unusual  peculiaritY,  the  balk 
of  these  organs  of  vision  were  incessantly  tunuDg 
towards  each  other. 

Hans,  the  son,  was  a  heavy,  stupid,  clownish 
youth,  without  any  very  marked  propcnaty, 
excepting  sloth  and  gluttony,  to  either  good  or 
evil. 

Now,  when  the  old  Prince,  in  the  absence  of 
Mattheus,  treated  his  sister  so  Uke  a  daughter, 
she  had  been  the  object  of  the  unceasing  drS^ 
of  this  family,  both  as  a  means  of  paying  their 
court  to  the  old  man,  and  because  the  £»tber 
and  mother  indulged  the  then  anibitious  hqie 
that  a  match  might  be  patched  up  betwixt  the 
hopeful  Hans  and  a  protegee  for  whom  the 
Prince  avowed  his  intention  of  providing  so 
handsomely. 

But  it  has  been  already  shewn,  how,  when 
the  benevolent  master  of  Nadeshta  sent  hff 
to  complete  her  education  at  Moscow,  oooe 
weaned  fix)m  the  habit  of  her  company,  bd,  on 
her  return,  with  a  very  unusual  delicacy,  jutigni 
it  better  for  her  future  prospects  that,  as  ayoung 
and  beautiful  girl,  she  should  not  live  uttiff 
liis  roof,  and  arranged  that,  until  the  retun  of 
her  brother,  she  should  reside  with  the  fiunily  of 
the  Sauers. 
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Now,  Johann  and  his  wife,  during  the  first 
period  of  her  sojourn  with  them,  treated  her 
quite  like  a  spoiled  child ;  notwithstanding  her 
active  tnd  enthusiastic  advocacy  of  the  cause  of 
the  oppressed  peasantry,  her  spirited  denuncia- 
tions  of  Johann's  conduct,  and  her  fi^uent 
letters  to  the  Prince  upon  the  subject;  the 
IVinoe  reading  with  delight  these  evidences  of 
t  forent  and  poetic  temperament,  though 
without  ever  attaching  the  slightest  weight  to 
their  contents. 

It  was  true  that  Johann,  with  some  Madbia- 
^^dian  ingenuity — aware  of  the  danger  of  the 
lice's  once  becoming  thoroughly  acquainted 
w^  the  condition  of  his  slaves  during  his 
oocasional  visits  to  this  portion  of  his  property, 
^^had  taken  the  precaution  to  assume  in  all 
'us  dealings  with  them  exactly  the  same  tone 
^  maudlin  kindness  in  his  words,  as  was 
habitual  to  the  Prince;  so  that,  accustomed 
ic  hear  it  constantly  associated  with  harslmess 
lod  extortion,  when  the  master  really  came, 
iie  gradousness  of  his  inquiries  had  not  the 
iffect  of  thawing  into  communicativeness  the 
niDen  reserve  of  his  slaves.  But  it  was  not 
dth  the  children  as  with  the  parents,  for 
isDBy  having  been  incessantly  reminded  of 
heir   desire    that    he    should    make    himsdlf 
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agreeable  to  Nadeshta,  had  for  a  long  time, 
in  a  dogged  spirit  of  obstinacy,  preferred  the 
more  easy  and  natural  task  of  rraidering 
himself  exactly  the  reverse :  and,  as  for  the 
daughter,  Trautchen,  her  spite,  ill-nature,  and 
ill-will  she  had  from  the  first  been  unable  to 
conceal.  She  had,  at  least,  however,  the  merit 
of  consistency,  for  she  was  the  only  one  of  the 
family  who  saw  no  cause  to  change  in  their 
treatment  of  her ;  for,  just  as  the  father  and 
mother  were  beginning  to  awaken  Hans  to  a 
sense  of  his  disobedience,  they  heard  through 
the  medium  of  Dietrich,  both  of  the  hopeless 
malady  of  the  old  Prince  and  his  imwiDiDgness 
to  enfranchise  or  provide  effectually  either  for 
her  or  her  brother,  imtil  the  recovery  to  which 
he  vainly  looked  forward.  The  very  different 
position  in  which  Nadeshta  was  thus  {daoed 
made  a  corresponding  difference  in  their  beha- 
viour towards  her,  and  then  they  found  that  the 
interest  which  it  had  been  so  difficult  to  exfltt 
in  Hans,  was  quite  as  difficult  to  allay;  for,  as  he 
said  of  himself,  he  was  like  the  day  stuffing  ^ 
a  Russian  stove,  if  he  was  slow  to  heat,  he  waa 
slow  to  cool. 

Nadeshta — ^whom  we  have  seen,  as  if  with  a 
presentiment  of  what  was  to  befiJl  her,  ao 
painfully  alive  to  her  condition ;  Nadeshta,  cfver 
since  she  had  left  Moscow,    had   obstiiiateif 
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persisted  in  wearing  the  costume  of  a  peasant 
pA,  though  finer  in  material  and  fitted  with  all 
the  art  of  the  milliner,  and  in  this  there  was 
more  pride  than  humility ;  or,  it  was  rather, 
periiaps,  the  result  of  the  ambition  which  had 
vittcriy  absorbed  all  trace  of  vanity  in  her — 
ttnbition  which  aspires  to  be  what  vanity  only 
strives  to  seem.  Anxiously  looking  forward  to 
the  arrival  of  her  brother,  whose  presence  would 
^letennine  the  old  Prince  to  emancipate  them, 
whilst  she  longed  so  ardently  to  be  fi'eed,  she 
^^  utterly  careless  of  appearing  what  she  was 
^  the  eyes  all. 

When  her  star  was  still  supposed  to  be  in 
le  ascendant,  Johann  and  his  wife,  after  vainly 
ideavouring  to  induce  her  whom  they  coveted 
\  their  future  daughter-in-law  to  renoimce  her 
mpathies  and  intercourse  with  the  serfs  of  the 
tate,  and  to  assume  the  costume  of  Western 
irope,  which  is  at  once  distinctive  of  another 
id  higher  caste,  chose  to  remember  that  the 
npress  and  the  ladies  of  the  court  had  recently 
[opted  the  national  dress ;  but,  as  soon  as  the 
rpdess  malady  of  the  old  P^ce  was  known, 
e  wife  vented  all  her  long  dissembled  malice, 
-Trautcben,  that  which  she  had  so  long  been 
Hged  to  restrain — in  heaping  every  humi- 
tbn  on  her.    She  was  twitted  with  her  con- 
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dition ;  she  was  told  that  her  peasant's  dnsi 
was  exactly  fitting  for  a  slave ;  she  was  nCosel 
the  use  of  her  own  piano  by  the  daughter,  and 
told  by  the  mother,  who  locked  up  her  books, 
that  it  would  be  more  fitting  for  her  to  attend 
to  the  kitchen,  the  dairy,  or  the  cow-yard,  to 
which,  doubtless,  she  would  have  been  driwn, 
had  it  not  been  for  the  prudence  of  Johana* 
who  observed  that  the  old  Prince  was  not  yet 
dead. 

"  The  human  frame,"  quoth  he,  "  is  a  madibe 
after  all." 

"  A  machine !"  echoed  the  wife ;  "look  after 
your  stewardship.  I  am  sick  of  your  machining  : 
you  have  spoiled  all  the  chums,  and  stcfpfed 
every  dock  in  the  house;  and  the  bakehouse 
chimney  will  not  draw  at  all  since  you  hav6  im- 
proved it  by  boring  it  fiill  of  holes." 

"And  yet,"  said  Dietrich,  "it  was  on  the 
same  principle  as  the  chimney  I  altered  at  the 
glass-house  works." 

"  Yes,  and  the  Prince's  friend  oomphias  it 
will  not  draw  at  all  since  you  have  meddled 
with  it." 

"  It  did  not  draw  much  before,"  said  Johann, 
in  extenuation  of  his  humiliating  failure. 

"  Hold  your  tongue  about  machines :  wta 
did  any  of  yours  ever  answer?** 
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^'AU  adentiiic  operations  are  proverbially 
uncertain.  But,  as  I  was  saying,  the  human 
frame  is  a  mere  piece  of  mechanism;  and 
precisely  as,  when  I  have  had  reason  to  sup- 
pose, after  long  meditation  and  labour  in  con- 
structing a  piece  of  machinery,  that  it  would 
^  and  that  it  has  fiuled  to  do  so,  by  the  same 
^  of  uncertainty,  although  medical  science 
•nd  experience  may  expect  the  Prince's  internal 
'i^^duuiism  to  stop,  it  may  you  know  just  possibly 
appoint  them  and  continue  to  go  on." 

'*  Well,"  said  the  wife,  "  I  should  think  there 
^^  something  in  that,  if  it  came  out  of  the 
^^Uth  of  anybody  else;  but  do  you,  at  any 
^^  lose  no  time  in  puttmg  all  the  account  of 
^^^U*  stewardship  in  order." 

*'  Yes,"  repeated  Johann,  elated  with  th« 
^Usual  impression  which  he  had  made ;  "  yes, 
^^  human  frame  is  a  machine;  philosophy 
^hes  us  that :  and  the  English  philosopher, 
*^con,  made  the  same  observation.  His  name, 
^y  dear,  means  salted  pigs-flesh." 

*'  Ah  1"  said    the  wife,   ''  the  only  sensible 

^Ung  I  ever  heard  about  philosophy ;  but  now, 

rem^Q^iber,  there  are  nine  sows  expected  to 

tier  within  this  next  week ;  have  they  been 

rougfat  in  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Johann  ;   "  you  are  right,  my 
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dear.  The  peasants  will  cheat  us  out  of  half 
the  young  pigs  if  they  litter  in  their  own  i^' 
And  the  steward  went  off  to  give  his  orden 
before  he  forgot  to  do  so. 

At  length  the  Lord  had  died ;  and  stiU  Ni- 
deshta  met  the  fresh  humiliations  showered  upon 
her  with  the  same  cold,  haughty,  sarcastic,  lod 
unpropitiating  patience  ;  although,  even  nov, 
the  hatred  and  malice  of  the  Sauers  us 
partially  diverted,  and  its  fuU  exercise  postpooed 
by  the  uncertainty  of  the  respect  which  the 
young  heir  might  show  to  his  father's  predOeo- 
tions,  and  of  his  continuing  Johann  in  his 
situation. 

NowNadeshta,  who  by  her  brother's  last  ktter 
had  been  made  aware  that  he  was  on  his  wty 
homewards,  was  intently  watching  for  the  anivil 
of  Hans,  who  had  been  that  day  to  the  adjacent 
post-town ;  but  the  letters  of  which  Hans  vis 
the  bearer  were  taken  fit)m  him  by  JohiDD'^ 
wife,  who  refused  to  allow  her  husband  to  penfls 
them  because  the  coffee  was  getting  ooM.  Ths 
coffee  is  a  particularly  important  meal  with  the 
German  settlers  in  Russia ;  and  after  the  Diid- 
day  dinner  follows  the  two  hours'  siesta  which 
intervenes.  It  was  served  in  the  gold  lod 
purple  Turkish  china  cups,  as  thin  as  an  tgSr 
sheD,  moimted  in  their  stands  of  filagree  vbfx 
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sent  from  the  hte  Prince  to  Nadeshta, 
neAy  had  often  been  called  on  to  preside 
istribution  as  the  greatest  compliment 
wife  could  pay  her.     But  now,  times 
Aged ;  she  was  not  even  offered  any : 
n  Hans  saw  this,  he  heaved  a  deep  sigh 
ission,   and  turned  thoughtful    As  if 
',  she  was  rudely  excluded  whilst  the 
sre  being  read ;  but  she  could  not  help 
;  that  the  result  of  their  perusal  had 
brow  Trautchen  and  her  parents  into  a 
K)me  confusion  and  consternation. 
;  she  was  pondering  over  the  cause  of 
age,    which    was    occasioned  by  the 
ment  of  Prince  Isaakoff's  proximate 
lans  stealthily  approached  her ;    his 
s  on  his  lips,  as  if  to  bespeak  discre- 
re  was  a  small  bunch  of  hot-house 
his  hand,  and  an  awkward  bashfulness 
Qeanoiur. 

shta,"  said  he,  ''  don't  tell  my  mother 
hen,  because  I  do  not  want  to  give 
r.  I — I  like  you  best,  you  know: 
fine  hothouse  muscatels.  I  bought 
nds  of  them ;  and  very  dear,  but  very 
were." — ^Here  he  looked  wistfully  at 
I  have  finished  aU  but  this;  but  as 
I  given  me  the  stomach-ache,  I  dare 
P  3 
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not  eat  any  more.  I  had  saved  them  for 
to-morrow." — Here  Hans  looked  first  at  tbe 
grapes,  and  then  at  Nadeshta,  and  pkdced  off 
several  of  the  largest,  which  he  swallowed. — ^  I 
had  put  them  by  till  to-morrow;  but  as  my 
mother  gave  you  no  coffee," — here  he  picked  off 
a  few  more — "  I  mean  these  for  you ;"  and  with 
a  violent  and  sudden  effort  he  put  an  end  to  his 
mtemal  hesitation  by  handing  them  desperately 
to  hen 

''  Thank  you,  Hans ;  but  keep  your  grapes : 
you  can  do  me  a  greater  favour,  which  won't 
cost  you  anything." 

''Can  I?"  said  Hans,  eag^ly,  withdrawing 
them. 

''  Do  you  think  there  was  any  letter  for  me 
amongst  those  you  brought  ?" 

But  at  this  moment  Nadeshta  was  called  into 

the  kitchen ;  and  the  Frau  Sauer  handed  to  hef 

an  open  letter,  addressed  by  Nadeshta's  brothei 

o   her;    anticipating    all  comment  by   saying 

haughtily : 

"  I  have  opened  this  ;  and  I  should  have 
burned  it,  but  I  cannot  read  it,  for  it  is  in 
Frendh — what  is  it  about  ?" 

Nadeshta  read  —  '*  Dearest  sister  :  In  the 
deepest  affliction  I  am  consoled  to  think  that  in 
a  few  days  after  this  I  shall  be  with  you — " 
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a's  heart  beat  high !  The  writing 
s  SGrawled  ynth  a  tremulous  hand,  the  page 
>tted  with  tears ;  but  still  she  was  about  to 
P  him  to  her  bosom  1 
^  What  does  he  say  ?  It  is  not  long  !" 
^adeshta's  eyes  flashed  fire ;  she  crushed  the 
r  in    her    hand,    and    cast    it    into   the 

Ask  the  flames  1" 

Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  1"  shouted  Hans. 

adame  Sauer  contracted  her  brows  for  a 

tent ;  and  then  appearing  to  reflect,  she 

3d  her  anger,  by  giving  Hans  a  blow  upon 

lead  with  a  rolling-pin. 

ians  whimpered  and  sneaked  off  to  his  own 

1  to  solace  himself  with  the  rejected  bunch 

rapes ;  but  there  he  cried  outright ;  for  he 

J,   alas !    when   he  drew   them  from   his 

et,  that  he  had  sat  down  upon,  and  crushed 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

The  Prince  Isaakoff  was  giving  a  fiurcwdl 
dinner  to  a  small  party  of  his  intimates  befcrc 
he  started  for  the  coimtry.  There  was  Lodiadoff, 
and  Durakoff,  and  Jakof,  and  the  poet,  and  the 
poet's  brother-in-law,  and  Alexius,  with  vhoia 
the  reader  is  already  acquainted ;  and  amoag^ 
those  who  have  not  been  introduced  to  ^ 
notice  a  tall,  hard-featured,  grey-headed,  eldcnf 
gentleman  was  seated  next  to  Horace. 

The  dinner  is  over;  the  vast  qwg^ 
groaning  beneath  its  picturesque  load  of  i^ 
and  modelled  in  graceful  combination  fr^ 
several  of  the  Parisian  fountains,  scatters  in  ti^ 
spray  its  four  streams  of  odours — from  t^ 
mouths  of  dolphins,  or  the  amphora  of  nympl:^ 
or  the  fluvial  urns  of  river  gods,  of  froaW 
silver — the  rose-water  and  the  liquids  perfumti 
with  the  blossoms  of  the  orange  and  the  citrotf 
and  the  scents  of  the  violet,  and  the  aromati 


THE  WHITB  SLAVE.  325 

from  the  borders  of  the  Rhine — the 
the  most  imfragrant  of  cities. 
;undy,  in  recumbent  bottles,  crusted 

I  within,  rolls  slowly  round  on  a 
,  supported  by  the  eager  arms  of 
chiselled  golden  Bacchantes,  who 
»  to  implore  and  to  command  the 
mdle  their  precious  burthen  gently, 
ade  motions  to  disturb  or  ruffle  the 
temper  of  their  god,  whose  spirit 
3  them  in  ruby  red,  in  the  midst 
leposit  which  time  has  made  along 
the  sea-green  glass  in  which  it  has 
;  reposing. 

'as  rather  surprized  to  find  that  his 
vas  an  English  knight,  or  baronet, 
iistanding  the  little  prepossession  his 
y  inspired,  yielding  to  his  predilec- 

II  that  was  English,  he  addressed 
;  language,  and  they  were  soon  deep 

conversation. 

»  Crafty  was  a  canny  Scotsman, 
scotch  character  he  had  nothing  but 
he  shrewdness,  and  the  bravery.  A 
f  half  a  century  in  the  country  had 

in  everything  a  Russian,  and  yet 
xl  occasionally  to  hear  his  native 
1  to  affect  for  an  evening,  to  those 
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with  whom  he  conversed  in  it,  the  liberalit] 
and  freedom  of  opinion,  together  with  the  blunt 
harsh,  sarcastic  frankness  common  to  the  Land 
of  Cakes. 

Horace  soon  learned  from  him  that,  sina 
the  reign  of  Catherine,  he  had  been  deep  ii 
the  confidence  of  the  imperial  fomily,  and,  k 
truth,  he  had  obtained,  on  the  personal  request 
of  the  late  Emperor,  as  his  physician,  hii 
baronetcy  from  Greorge  IV. 

It  was  also  true  that  he  had  presided  ovei 
and  very  creditably  organized  the  whole  medicai 
department  of  the  Russian  empire,  though  his 
own  medical  abilities  were  considered  by  tin 
other  foreign  doctors  as  of  the  lowest  order. 

He  had  amassed  a  large  fortune,  and  risec 
to  high  favour  and  dignity,  and  was  univ^raaUj 
considered  as  the  depositary  of  many  secrets 
not  only  of  the  reigning,  but  of  the  prindpai 
families  of  the  empire. 

Even  recently,  he  had  exhibited  in  the 
Turkish  war  a  cool  and  determined  bravei} 
which  had  put  many  an  aide-de-camp  to  the 
blush.  On  the  other  hand,  he  was  noted 
for  the  un-Scotch  disfavour  and  jealousy  witfa 
which  he  treated  his  countryman,  and  for  the 
parsimonious  meanness  of  his  own  hospitality, 
though  he  was  accoimted  a  man  whose  com- 
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pBDjr  the  prospect  of  a  good  dinner  would  any 
where  secure. 

"So  I  saw  by  the  English  papers,"  replied 
the  Baronet,  in  answer  to  an  observation  Horace 
had  made. 

^'Did  you  ?"  said  Horace,  "  It  appears  a  diffi- 
cult thing  to  see  any  thing  in  them  worth  reading. 
I  receive  them  with  paragraphs   daubed  over 
with  ink  and  whole  columns  cut  out,  whilst  others 
^  not  allowed  to  enter  at  all." 
'*Ay,  mon,  all  that  is  the  censorship." 
"So  I  hear.    And  then  they  have  confiscated 
Wf  my  books.     My  Don  Juan  for  instance." 

**  Oh  that,"  said  the  Baronet,  with  an  ex- 
pressive shrug  of  the  shoulders ;  "  that  is  because 
'*  Reflects  on  the  virtue  of  the  Empress  Car 


••And  Maryatt's  Pacha  of  Many  Tales." 
**The  censorship  suspected  it  to  contain  some 
^plied  satire,   or  something  disrespectful  to 
^^tistituted  authorities." 

"Well,"    said  Horace,   "and  lastly,   I  had 

sort  of  general  history  and  geography,  from 

^liich  they  have  cut  out  the  two  or  three  lines 

^hich   stated   that  Paul  was  the  victim  of  a 

^Dspiracy  and  was  strangled  in  1801." 

"God  bless   you!"    laughed  the  Baronet; 
'^Paul   died   of  apoplexy  in  all  our  Russian 
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histories.  No  Russian  Emperor  could  be  id- 
mitted  to  have  died  by  the  profiine  buds  d 
his  subjects." 

''And  I  find/'  said  Horace,  " that  I cutt* 
even  put  an  advertisement  into  the  pipat 
for  a  valet  mthout  the  sanction  of  the  oensoi's 
office.'* 

''Nothing  can  be  printed  in  the  coontiy, 
nothing  in  print  admitted  from  abroad  under 
the  severest  penalties ;  you  may  not  even  print 
a  prospectus  of  tooth-powder,  or  introduce  one 
of  Day  and  Martin's  blacking  bottles,  on  aooount 
of  its  labels,  without  such  authorisation." 

"  How  very  ridiculous  I"  observed  the  Count. 
"  But  do  you  mean  to  say  that  there  is  toy 
doubt  on  the  subject  of  Paul's  death  ?" 

"  Fill  your  glass,  mon  !"  replied  the  Buomet^ 
with  a  merry  twinkle  in  his  eye.  "There  i^ 
every  doubt  in  the  world  as  to  how  he  cuxt^ 
exactly  by  his  death,  as  I  can  testify,  for  tk^ 
conspirators  all  told  different  stories,  and  hL^ 
head  was  so  beaten  in,  and  his  body  so  l»iuBe(K » 
that  it  was  difficult  to  say,  professioDall^y 
speaking,  what  had  killed  him,  and  wfaethe^^ 
it  was  the  strangulation  of  the  sash,  or  tb^B 
beating  in  of  his  skull  with  a  boo^ack;  thougft^ 
their  agitation  was  excusable  enough,  for  tk.^ 
killing  of  an  Emperor  must  have  been  i 
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a  matter  as  a  young  surgeon's  maiden  amputation. 
I  ought  to  know  as  much  about  it  as  any  one, 
you  will  say,  because,  as  you  know,  it  is  the 
costom  in  Russia  to  lay  the  dead  Emperors  out  in 
Me,  I  was  ordered  to  perform  the  task  of  patch- 
ng  up  the  body,  so  that  by  a  dim  light  it  might 
iresent  no  very  visible  marks  of  violence,  and 
^hat  with  a  little  wax  and  paint,  a  very  tidy 
)b  I  made  of  it ;  so  that  /  don't  believe  that 
?  (Ked  of  apoplexy.  Hout  tout,  mon  !"  he 
mtmued,  seeing  an  involimtary  expression  of 
irror  doud  the  countenance  of  his  neighbour ; 
take  a  glass  of  wine  upon  it.  Why  what 
^  you  do  in  a  dissecting  room  ?" 
Here  the  conversation  became  general 
*'  Scents  !'*  said  Jakof,  "  I  hate  all  odours !" 
'*  Of  course !"  said  Durakoff,  laughing,  "  you 
re  asking  for  a  story,  and  Jakof  reminds 
oi  one,  of  which  he  is  the  hero.  I  will  tell 
4>  you." 

'* Oh  that  stale  stupid  trick!"  said  Jakof. 
fou  want  my  horses  to-night,  and  you  shan't 
^e  them  if  you  bore  us  with  that." 
*'  My  dear  fellow,  when  I  reflect  that  Isaakoff 
ea  not  know  it,  I  cannot  resist  the  temptation 
iiairating  the  little  episode.  Besides,  I  am 
e  when  he  has  heard  it,  that  he  will  lend  me 
own  if  you  refuse." 
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"  111  give  you  a  pair  of  horses  for  a  Ai} 
about  Jakof,"  said  Isaakoff,  "  if  it  is  a  goodoDt* 

"  We  do  not  know  what  you  offer ;  forattk 
rate  you  would  get  rid  of  the  twenty  thoostod 
horses  in  the  old  Countess  Orloff's  stud," 
replied  Durakoff,  "  because  oiu*  friend  there  kods 
to  good  stories." 

"  I  have  lent  to  you,"  observed  Jakof. 

"  So  you  have,  especially  on  that  very  oocsp 
sion." 

"  Yes  ;  and  a  precious  fool  I  was." 

"  The  demonstration  of  which  feet  is  thjB 
very  point  of  my  story.  Know  then,  gendft- 
men,  that  our  friend,  Jakof,  whose  witandweikh 
are  notoriously  in  inverse  ratio  ;  and  as  he  always 
pleads  poverty  to  those  who  come  to  borrow 
of  him,  he  can  only  take  the  axiom  as  a  oompb- 
ment.  Our  friend,  Jakof,  whose  habitual  lib^ 
rality  is  not  proverbial,  will  nevertheless  stick  it 
no  reasonable  or  unreasonable  sum,  when  the 
whim  takes  him,  particularly  for  anything  unique 
in  its  kind ;  he  would  give  more  for  a  moos^ 
trap,  if  it  was  the  only  one  in  the  world,  thiD 
for  all  Canova's  statues.  I  do  not  mean  to  say 
that  sometimes  this  taste  has  not  its  advantage! ; 
for  instance,  there  is  the  cruel  EsmeraUa,  ^ 
has  treated  Jakofs  wealth  and  wit  with  as  anvk 
coldness  and  disdain  as  so  many  other  psopl^' 


THB  WHITE  SLAVE.  331 

|r  and  dulness,  the  Esmeralda  is  raving 
a  dress,  a  cap,  or  a  bonnet — I  forget 
but  it  is  the  only  one  in  the  city ;  and 
is  the  hi^py  possessor  of  it."  Here  the 
',  Lochadoff,  and  the  Prince,  interchanged 
nous  glance,  whilst  Jakof  looked  stolidly 
isfied. 

week  ago  she  would  not  allow  Jakof  to 
ler  threshold  ;  when  she  met  him  she 
ler  coachman  drive  to  the  other  side  of 
d;  and  now  she  dreams  of  him,  they  say. 
irse  you  will  readily  understand,  gentle- 
lat  Jakof  has  become  the  hero  of  her  ima- 
1,  since  he  can  give  her  what  the 
yr  cannot." 

e  Emperor,"  suggested  Lochadoif,  "  might 
le,  give  her  Jakof  himself,  and  the  piece 
nsary  she  covets  too." 

m  could  you  imagine,"  said  Isaakoff, 
an  Emperor  would   make   so   sorry   a 

ell,"  continucKl  the  narrator,  "  I  was 
bo  relate  to  you  why  the  Esmeralda  con- 
luch  an  antipathy  for  Jakof.  You  must 
iien,  that  the  capricious  beauty  took  it 
r  head  to  sport  the  costume  of  an  Anda- 
laja.  I  sent  forthwith  to  our  embassy 
rid. 
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^^  One  of  the  attach^  was  exactly  mjfigve; 
and  according  to  his  own  measure,  he  wot  fif 
to  Seville,  and  despatched  to  me  by  an  eitna4 
nary  courier,  the  fuU  and  orthodox  habit  of  a 
majo. 

'^  Now  I  was  that  very  day  desirous  of  bor- 
rowing ten  thousand  roubles  of  JakoC  and 
Jakof  was  very  little  desirous  of  lending  theo, 
until  he  saw  the  majo's  dress ;  and  then  be 
was  so  pressing  that  I  at  last  gave  it  up  to  hiia 
I  assure  you  it  was  less  the  prospect  of  the  Iou» 
gentlemen,  than  the  idea  of  seeing  him  m  tight 
sky-blue  s^in  inexpressibles,  with  silver  hoe  od 
all  the  seams,  which  tempted  me.  FViendshq) 
triumphed  over  vanity.  He  fulfilled  his  agre^ 
ment  in  sending  me  the  money,  which  I  pn^ 
pose  to  return  to  him  when  the  paper  and  s3nr 
roubles  are  at  par ;  and  I  more  than  folfilkd 
mine ;  for  I  not  only  sent  him  the  Andahflffi 
costume,  but  something  more  in  it : — a  ooqik 
of  little  silver  paper  bags,  sewed  into  it,  cod- 
taining  each  a  half  an  oimce  of  musk.  He  had 
no  sooner  presented  himself  and  reiqped  the 
harvest  of  the  Esmeralda's  smiles,  than  peofile 
began  to  fly  right  and  left, — ^no  musk-nt,  no 
musk-goat,  no  opposum,  ever  smelt  half  ^ 
intolerable — ^the  Esmeralda  changed  her  qlla^ 
ters,  abandoned  her  furniture,  and  burned  her 
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I    They  say  that  Jakof  lay  sixteen  hours 
for  the  next  three  months  up  to  his  chin 
xi-pit,  to  get  rid  of  the  odour ;  and  there 
east  this  foundation  for  it  that  he  was 
seen  abroad,  though  some  say  that  not- 
nding  he  actually  smells  of  musk  yet." 
ver  mind,''  said  Jakof,  resolutely  filling 
»,  **  the  Esmeralda  is  all  right  now,  and 
who  have    the  last  laugh,    gentlemen, 
he  merriest.     I  am  not  often  taken  in." 
)t  often,  but  in    a  manner   worthy    of 
Qg,"  said  the  Prince.     "  I  shall  call  on 
et  for  a  song,  or  a  story,  or  a  sonnet 
meanwhile   here    is  mine.      It  is   nine 
x>ng,  and  Jakof  is  again  the  hero  of  it,  so 
let  us  toast  him,  gentlemen.     It  flashes 
my  mind  like  a  dimly  remembered  dream 
kof^  whilst  still  in  the  service,  was  in  the 
f  giving  little  private  dinners  to  certain 
igw    ghittono^sand  influential.   I  forget 
T  he  wanted  leave   of  absence  or  pro- 
,  but  I  know  that,  whatever  he  wanted, 
ged  that  the  road  to  the  human  heart 
rough  the  stomach.     Always  alive  to  his 
of  seduction,  he  tasted  at  my  table — " 
h  1"    exclaimed    Jakof,    '^  those    cursed 
es!   I  have  never  yet  paid  you  off  for 
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"  Well,  he  tasted  and  became  enamounirf 
some  of  the  West  Indian  pickled  mangoes,  and 
teased  me  for  them.  I  was  putting  on,  as  he 
left  me,  one  of  the  then  newly  invented  dogs  of 
caoutchouc,  and  a  luminous  thought  struck  me; 
I  fished  out  the  vegetable  solid,  and  leaving  odj 
the  thickened  vinegar,  cut  up  one  of  my  ind»- 
rubber  goloshes  into  delicate  slices,  sealed  up 
the  jar  and  sent  it  to  his  house.  The  gourmands, 
hearing  of  a  novelty,  were  all  impatieiMX. 
Imagine  an  old  gentleman  with  just  sevea  teeth 
trying  to  cut  a  slice  of  India-rubber  with  hb 
knife,  and  then,  after  an  ineffectual  effort,  greedOy 
lifting  it  to  his  mouth  with  a  fork,  and  !)&• 
ginning  to  chew  and  chew  away,  whilst  Jakof 
complacently  asked  him  ^  if  it  was  not 
delicious  ?' 

'' '  It  is  very  tough,'  said  the  General,  with  his 
mouth  full. 

" '  Oh  you  have  no  teeth,'  said  his  corn- 
panion,  taking  up  a  piece  unpatiently  with  hit 
fingers." 

"  Confound  your  jokes,"  said  Jakc^  who 
could  not  help  smiling  at  the  reooUectioa  d  ^ 
scene,  '^  that  laugh  cost  me  another  obiigatoiy 
twelve  months  in  the  service.  The  old  fbgi^ 
thought  I  was  quizzing  them." 

"At    all   events    it  is  paid  for  beforehaiid 
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said  Horace ;  ^'  but  I  thought  the  poet 
:t  to  be  called  upon." 
lat  is  the  use  of  calling  upon  me/' 
that  personage^  "  I  know  of  no  merry 
;  my  voice  would  only  be  like  the  tolling 
-al  beUs  in  the  midst  of  a  wedding  or  a 
tking." 

nuch  the  better,"  said  the  Prince,  "  it  will 
I  more  lively  contrast  to  our  buffoonery, 
ore  wine,  and  give  every  man  a  narguik." 
oe,"  said  the  poet  turning  towards 
''  you  have  imposed  upon  me  the  tasl^ 
^  on  you  to  give  me  a  subject." 
ubject,"  said  Horace,  "  if  that  is  all  you 
vill  soon  find  you  a  subject.  If  it  is  to 
IS,  there  is  for  instance,  jealousy,  the  most 
I,  the  most  terrible,  the  most  fatal  of 

it,  then,  jealousy,  the  most  terrible  and 
all  human  emotions,"  replied  the  poet, 
;  for  an  instant  inquiringly  at  Horace, 
in  allowing  his  eyes  to  travel  with  an 
neous  but  sinister  expression  towards  his 
in-law,  after  which  he  continued  : 
len  we  come  to  reflect  on  the  intensity 
aU-absorbing  passion,  it  becomes  only 
when  well  founded,  to  find  any  possible 
on  which  can  inflict  punishment  iqp- 
ig  what  poetical  justice  requires." 
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"  I  never  was  jealous  but  once,"  observtd 
Jakof. 

''  And  then/'  said  Isaakoff,  "  as  it  ms  of  dx 
intelligence  of  your  bull  terrier,  it  is  an  instuoe 
we  will  not  cite ;  so  hold  your  tongue/* 

"  I  was  observing,"  continued  the  poet,  "thik 
nothing  is  more  difficult  to  conceive  than  a 
vengeance  measured  by  the  intensity  of  jeakw. 
Death,  ruin,  d^radation,  pain,  what  are  they  to 
the  long  enduring  pangs  of  those  on  idiom  it 
preys  ?  But  still  it  does  incite  to  ternhk 
vengeances,  and  you  shall  hear  one." 

''  A  poetical  example  ?"  inquired  Isaakoff. 

"  A  real  example,"  replied  the  poet. 

"  Poetically  told  ?" 

"  Prosaically  told,  as  you  will  hear.  I  can 
afford  so  to  divest  the  narration  of  all  poetic 
embellishment,  that  I  can  make  it  an  affair  of 
A,  B,  C,  like  a  problem  in  Eudid,  or  a  sum  in 
proportions. 

"  You  have  only  to  suppose,  gentlemeo,  that 
A  is  an  old  weather-beaten  soldier ;  his  haff  is 
grizzled  less  with  time  than  care.  His  life  ^ 
been  a  life  crowded  with  many  accidents  bj  6^ 
and  flood,  and  the  snows  of  age  have  desoeoded 
on  his  honoured  head,  whilst  his  heart  is  stiD 
generous  and  ardent,  and  his  blood  still  waio 
and  wild.  His  arm  is  yet  full  of  prowess,  bis 
eagle  eye  still  speaks  of  the  detenninatiofi  ^ 
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US  idiich  have  earned  him  the  meed  of 
and  of  wisdom. 

•  is  one  of  two  fair  sisters  loving  and 
and  weak  and  vain.  She  was  pleased 
id  when  she  saw  him,  whose  name  was 
sn's  mouths,  at  her  feet ;  and  he,  whose 
been  the  voyage  of  the  tempest-tossed, 
>  repose  from  all  its  wild  waves  and  its 
8  within  so   sweet    a    haven  as  her 

i^  an  mitutored  boisterous  youth,  pas- 
impetuous,  without  respect  for  any- 
man  or  divine,  and  with  scarcely  more 
;  in  his  downy  beard  than  there  are 
the  breast  of  the  veteran  or  leaves  in 
1-wreath  encircling  his  brows." 
5  it  all,"  mterrupted  the  Prince,  "  as  A 
,  so  was  B  to  C, — at  least  in  the  second 
second  chapter,  or  the  second  stanza, 
\  say,  the  grizzled  A  was  in  love  with 
;  the  fmr  B  loved  the  inconsiderate  and 
isC." 

ly  smce  you  sum  up  so  briefly,  imagbe 
;  where  the  old  man  sought  for  rest  and 
d  love,  and  happiness,  he  found  disquie- 
such  anxieties  as  moved  to  agony  a  breast 
8  he    thought,  to  all  adversities  and 

He  had  spent  some  months  in  all  the 
L  Q 
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horrors,  not  of  jealousy  only,  but  of  douiA, 
when  he  removed  with  his  wife  fer  away  {ram 
cities  and  from  human  society  with  their  odd* 
taminations. 

''They  retired  to  an  old  habitation,  widitiock 
walls  creviced  by  age,  and  long  since  loophokd 
for  defence ;  it  hung  besides  suspended  oo  tbe 
edge  of  a  bare  steep  rock,  like  the  nest  of  i 
king-fisher  over  the  subjacent  waters  ci  an 
angry  torrent. 

''  One  day,  these  overwhelming  doubts  and 
terrible  suspicions  were  fearfully  resolved;  ftr 
his  sudden  return  and  noiseless  step  enabled  him 
to  surprise,  in  the  chamber  of  the  tower  over- 
hanging the  rock  and  river,  a  visitor  in  dose 
converse  with  his  wife. 

"'And  your  dream,  dearestf  said  tk 
visitor. 

"'Oh  my  dream!  my  terrible  dream!  It 
seemed  to  me  as  if  we  were  both  suspended  bf 
that  fearful  rope,  and  that  the  rope  had  brofaa, 
and  that,  still  clasped  in  each  other's  arms,  ^ 
were  dashed  against  the  rocks  and  drowniDgm 
the  tOTrent  1' 

"'At  least,'  said  he,  'we  shodd  not  tiM 
have  been  parted ;  they  would  have  laid  »  o 
one  grave.' 

"  '  In  one  grave !'  echoed  the  wife ;  '  bof«r  voj 
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0  think  that  nothing  should  ever  part  us 
that  the  winter's  blast  should  howl,  and 
liner's  sun  shine  over  it,  and  that  still  we 
lie  there  for  ever  and  ever  together.' 

at  the  sun  is  rising.     I  hear  some  one 
;  &re  thee  wdl;'  and,  with  a  hasty  kiss, 
ihed  throij^h  the  wmdow. 
>-morrow,  dearest !' 
t)-morrow !' 

>-morrow !'  echoed  the  husband,  sheath- 
sword;  and  he  retired  stealthily  as  he 
ne,  to  meditate  for  four  and  twenty 
vengeance  worthy  of  a  man,  who  had 
he  hopes  of  a  long  and  agitated  life  so 
jr  and  pitilessly  wrecked. 
3  day  had  passed — another  night  had 
-the  cold  pale  moon  was  shining  out — 
r  watching.  There  arose  a  sound  like 
i>ling  of  a  thrush  disturbed  from  the  ivy 
)ld  grey  wall  in  some  amorous  dream ; 

lips  of  the  wife  simulated  the  sweet 
I.     She  hastily  threw  down  a  long,  long 

many  fathoms  from  the  window,  and 
he  £Euther  end  round  the  marble  pillar 
nntd-piece,  tying  the  knot  so  eareftiDy ; 

1  maldng  another  signal,  she  held  the 
ides  in  her  fair  hands,  as  if  to  add  their 
I  Ibnd  security  to  the  jvedous  burthen 

Q  2 


''  i 
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which  it  was  to  bear  aloft.  At  this  moment 
the  husband  stepped  forward  noisdesdy,  and, 
with  his  uplifted  sword  in  act  to  strike  above 
her  head,  remained  for  some  seconds   motion- 

j  less " 

1  "He  was  a  fool !"  said  Jakof ;  '* he  should 

*:  have  used  a  whip.     It  was  a  stupid  revenge 

enough  to  strike  her  thus;   for  I  suppose  he 

i  got  tired  of  the  uplifted  sword,  and  strudc  at 

last." 

"  He  struck — ^but  not  his  wife." 
"  Well  then,  the  lover ;  but  he  need  not  have 
reflected  four  and  twenty  hours  for  that." 
"  Not  the  lover." 
;  '  "Himself?" 

"  No.     He  struck  and  half  severed  the  rope 
Ij '  behind   her ;  and   when  his   voice  had   thun- 

'  ;[;  dered  in  her  ear  the  terrible  warning  to  hold 

>;:>;  i  fast  for  the  dear  life  of  him  who  hung  sus- 

:  >9{i  pended  by  it,  he  entirely  severed  its  last  yielding 

i  twists  with  his  trenchant  blade.  Then  sheathing 

.  f  J  it,  he   folded   his  arms  and  looked  quietly  on 

to  enjoy  his  vengeance. 

,  !  "  If  there  be  any  human  retribution  ezoepting 

jealousy  itself,  which  can  measure  out  an  equal 

,1  meed  of  suffering  for  jealousy,  it  must  have  been 

I  in  the  wife's  unspeakable  protracted  agony. 

j  -  "  The  betrayed  husband  was  there  before  her, 


/'' 
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bsdnatmg  her  with  his  fiend-like  gaze ;  and  she 
was  dutdiing  the  rope  which  held  her  lover  over 
the  precipice  and  flood,  with  all  the  desperate 
Boeigy  of  love  and  terror,  and  with  the  hor- 
rible consciousness  that  her  strength  was  fast 
leserting  her. 

"^  Could  she  call  to  her  husband  for  assistance  ? 
?ould  she  even  call  on  Heaven  ?  Imagine, 
^tlemen,  the  superhuman  efforts  of  despair  to 
old  cm  another  second  and  another  second, 
le  terrible  and  hopeless  effort  as  her  frail  wrists 
)came  numbed,  and  her  bloodless  hand  grazed 
f  the  cord,  to  relinquish  which  was  the  mur- 
a*  of  her  lover. 

**  Even  in  this  last  extremity,  when  she  would 
Lve  implored  even  his  pity  and  felt  so  piteous 
I  eloquence  of  supplication  arising  from  her 
u]  as  no  human  obduracy  could  have  with- 
^Hxl,  her  fizzing  lips  refused  her  utterance, 
^d  a  hazy  film,  floating  before  her  eyes,  denied 
^  to  them  the  language  of  imploration« ..." 
*'  There  !**  continued  the  poet  fiercely,  "  was  a 
^geance  worthy  of  an  outraged  husband — the 
^templation  of  such  a  scene !'' 
*  Hcnribler  said  Horace;  "and  how  did  it 

^  Thus : — ^the  savage  ecstacy  of  the  old  man 
4ahed  like  a  dream  dispelled,  to  leave  him 
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nothbg  but  the  memory  of  the  past.    Hie  n^ 
gave  way  at  length : — ^there  was  a  scream — thi 
heavy  sound  of  a  Ming  body,  as  the  mang^ 
I '  trunk  bounded  from  rock  to  rock,  leaving  iti 

clotted  hair  and  the  fi'agments  of  cbthes  on 
every  briar,  and  then  a  sullen  plunge,  and  all  was 
over;  but,  after  all,  the  lady  did  not  kill  ha 
lover,  for  she  died  first ;  and  it  was  only  wh6ii 
her  heart  had  burst  that  the  cord  slid  away  from 
the  relaxing  grasp  of  her  inanimate  hands  !" 

"  Very  good,"  said  IsaakofT.  '^  I  suppose  that 
after  that,  the  husband  hardly  laid  them  in  the 
same  grave,  though  they  had  well  merited  sc 
trifling  an  indulgence." 

"  Pardon  me,   gentlemen,   if  I   venture  tc 
speak  after  so  great  a  poet,"  said  the  Lieutenant 
|j!/'vni  Alexius;    "but,   perhaps,   you    remember   th< 

'i\  i  I  story  of  the  famous  painter  of  Antwerp,  whc 

Ijij^!)  j  had  designed  the  immortal  horrors  of  the  faUeii 

i^^yi  >J  i  angels,  and  whose  pupil,  Quentin  Matsys,  when 

i.!j>:  1 1  all  had  declared  that  nothing  could  add  to  the 

>>  I" '  picture,  heightened  its  terrors  by  designing  on 

1^-4  '■  the  thigh  of  the  arch-fiend,  a  bee,  the  emUen 

TV    ''" ' 

d;  i'  'I  I  of  remorse :  so,  in  a  like  mannar,  I  can  humUj 

11:!'  |, ;  pretend,  by  setting  forth  the  sequd,  whidi  the 

i^.f  \ ;  narrator  has  either  never  heard  or  forgotten,  tc 

.^/  ![  j  impart  one  deeper  shade  to  the  story." 

'X  If!  •*  Let  us  hear." 


I 


I 


ill 
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'^Tben^  gentlemen,  after  the  catastrophe,  the 

^reteraa  £nmd  amongst  his  wife's  papers  some 

reason  to  believe  that  the  supposed  lover  was  a 

oatunl  brother  of  his  wife ;  and,  as   he  could 

o^er  dear  up  whether  this  was  truth  or  a  tale^ 

wiuA  they  were  getting  up  to  deceive  him,  he 

^  on  in  the  cruel  doubt  of  having  wreaked 

^ius  diabolic  vengeance  on  a  tender,  guiltless 

*^oman;  and  so  it  happened  that,  after  all,  whe- 

^  lovers  or  brother  and  sister,  in  a  moment  of 

'^orse  they  were  laid  to  sleep  in  a  common 

**  Oh  r*  said  the  poet,  burying  his  fiance  for  a 
foment  in  his  hands,  '*  yes  that  doubt  must 
^V"e  been  horrible!  horrible!  horrible!  better 
-1  the  pangs  of  jealousy  than  that ;"  and  he 
^c^ke  not  another  syllable  the  whole  evening. 

Sir  James  Crafty  now  rose,  and,  pleading  an 
^^[agement,  took  his  departure.  As  he  was 
^^^log  he  cordially  shook  hands  with  Horace. 

"  Did  you  ever  taste  a  Welch  rabbit  ?"  said  he. 

"No-" 

"  Then  come  and  sup  with  me  to-morrow." 

"  You  are  very  kind,"  replied  Horace  ;  "  but 
^e  start  before  break  of  day  for  the  interior." 

"  Dear  me,  how  provokmg !  Then  we  must 
^er  it  tiU  your  return." 

"  Oh  we  can  put  off  our  departure  till  the  next 
^ay,"  said  the  Prince,  making  a  sign  to  HcxroGe. 
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Really/'  said  Horace, ''  I  think  it  wouU  be 
better  to  postpone  the  pleasure  of  supping  with 
Sir  James." 

i  ;  i ;  ^'111  not  hear  of  it,"  exclaimed  Sir  James. 

/;'  |;  ''I  will  not  hear  of  disturbing  your  arrange- 

ments." 

"  Now  I  reflect,"  replied  the  Prince,  "  we  shaD 

hardly  be  able  to  start  to-morrow." 

,  ]■  "  No,  no;  no,"  said  Sir  James,  pressing  Horace 

by  the  hand  and  darting  off.     **  I  withdraw  my 

invitation.     I  will  not  be  the  means  of  detaining 

i  -  ■  a  whole   party;   but   on   yoiu*  return   do   not 

.:  i :  'I  ;  forget  the  Welch  rabbit ;"  and  with  these  words, 

y    !' :  the  worthy  Doctor  vanished. 

yw;  "What  an   old  fox!"   laughed  the  Prince. 

!•  J]  I  "  Why  did  you  not  accept  at  once." 

(V  \  'I  "  I  thought  we  were  to  start  to-morrow." 


:\ 


mi' 
4li 


V 


"  So  we  are ;  but  do  you  think  he  would  have 


^ij-ii^  !'  I  asked  you  if  he  had  not  heard  it?" 

;^.  ;l{ !  "  Never  mind,  he  was  frightened,"  said  Dura- 

';?;;' Si  ^^^' 
i^rJ.!  The  wine  passed  round;  and  the  party  had 

,fc  fi|  I  retired  to  another  room  for  coffee,  when  it  was 

'Ipr  :Fj  discovered  that  the   poet   and  his  brother-in- 

^"'  law  had,  as  Jakof  termed  it,   'quietly  evapo- 


ft  i  i  rated.' 

■gjjj  fl !  "  How  very  odd,"  continued  Jakof,  "  that  he, 

being  the  only  man  allowed  to  speak  fredj, 

should  commonly  be  so  silent  1" 


■ii; 
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'*  My  dear  Jakof,"  said  Alexius^  "  I  can 
•'^^er  you  by  a  quotation  from  his  own  works, 
^here,  in  a  cofloquy  between  a  poet  and  the 
cn>W(].^the  crowd  with  whom  you  may  identify 
yourself— says : 

•  • .  .Fashion  the  minds  of  thy  brethren ! — we  are 
^atttte  and  wicked,  shameless  and  ungratefiil — ^we 
feel  oar  hearts  to  be  of  cky,  our  souls  filled  up 
^th  rottenness." 

THB   POST. 

<Away!  what  can  a  gentle  poet  do  with  ye  ? 
^ !  petrify  in  your  debasement !     He  cannot 
^▼e  ye  soul.    Away  !  your  breath  to  him  is 
like  the  tainted  air  of  tombs.     To  restrain  your 
grovelling  passions,  ye  have  the  lash,  the  dungeon, 
and  the  axe.    They  must  suffice  for  ye,  vile  slaves  !* 

"  Hush !  hush !"  said  Lochadoff,  ''  your  friend 
^^  a  great  poet  and  all  that  sort  of  thing ;  but 
^t)n't  let  us  repeat  all  that  he  writes.  We  have 
^^o  licence ;  but  imagine  Count  Horace  giving 
^Xim  jealousy  as  a  theme !" 

"  Where  was  the  impropriety  ?"  asked  Horace. 

''  It  was  like  talking  of  ropes  to  a  man  whose 

^ther  has  been  hanged.      His  brother-in-law, 

^ho  sat  next  to  me,  is  a  young  Frenchman  in 

^m  service.     The  poet  took  umbrage   at  the 

♦  Pushkin. 

Q  3 


do  they  get  on  together  now,  Alexhis 
"  Alas  !"  said  Alexius,  ''  it  is  a  sort 
with  my  ^gifted  friend,  and  he  stiU 
betwixt  affection  and  suspicion  of  his  1 
law." 

"In  short,"  said  Jakof,  "everybo 
that  he  is  alvrays  trying  to  make  up 
whether  he  shall  cherish  him  or  cut  h 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

IiKT  the  reader  now  imagine  several  hours  to 

"*^  passed  by, — the   card-tables,   with   their 

P'^en  baize,  have  been  drawn  out — the  baize 

'teelf  is  whitened  with   the   intricacies  of  the 

^^fe  ;  for,  according  to  the  true  Russian  custom, 

"^ore  every  player  are  placed,  a  piece  of  pointed 

^^'^aUc  and  a  small  brush,  with  which  he  marks 

upod  the  cloth  the  points  of  the  game,  and  the 

^^^n[i|)er  of  games,  and  the  money  he  owes,  and 

^^   i3ioney  owing  to  him. 

"XTie  play  is  waxing  high;  piles  of  notes 
'ha.i[^  hands ;  and  the  heaps  of  humbler  gold 
^'^  shovdled  over,  as  scarcely  valued  dross. 
^^^c3  then  when  the  notes  are  exhausted,  the 
^^^•^whave  recourse  to  pencil  and  paper — the 
•"^^^^^ursOTS  of  stiU  deeper  stakes ;  the  iced  cham* 
*^^^e  goes  frothing  round,  and  cools  the  fever 
excitement.     Horace  has  won  considerably 
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of  the  Prince ;  but  the  Prince's  gains,  even  with 
this  drawback,  have  been  excessive ;  perhaps  on 
this  account  he  is  not  unwilling  to  interrupt  the 
jj  i;  game ;  for,  when  Dimitri  whispers,  he  rises  up 

I  •  and    says :    "  Gentlemen,     the     Tsigani — the 

gipsies  !" 

Jakof,  staggering  a  little,  swears  that  he 
cannot  decipher  his  own  score,  though  some 
one  owes  him  a  little  fortune ;  so  he  quietly  cuts 
out  the  piece  of  baize  from  the  table  and  thrusts 
it  into  his  pocket,  saying,  he  will  unravel  it  to- 
morrow; for  he  is  too  drunk  and  too  much 
excited  to  perceive  that  the  chalk  marks  will  all 
be  effaced  by  the  time  he  gets  home. 

"  The  Tsigani !  the  Tsigani !"  say  the  players, 
forgetting  their  losses  and  their  gains,  and  the 
folding  doors  being  thrown  open,  in  troop  the 
ff;;.  I !  gipsies  with  their  guitars  and  tambourines. 

.;y  If  i  All  over  the  world,  the  gipsies  are  still  in 

:ul';  I!  i  their  main  characteristics  the  same.     Still  the 

^;  f,  W  j!  same  wild  wandering  race,  belonging  in  feeling, 

^y  I :  tendencies,  and  feature,  to  one  great  family  origi- 

^j-^.'f[  :  nally,  a  thieving  caste  of  India,  dispersed  about 

*   jfij  the   western   world,   but   always  retaining  its 

identity,  in  a  manner  so  distinct  as  would  be 
f'i;  |j  j-  wonderful,  if  it  were  not  for  the  singularly  ex- 

;i^i;,||;|  elusive   nature   of  the   sympathies   of  all  this 

til  1 1'  people.     For  the  gipsy  there  is  no  fraternity 

tt'-t-      i.    u. 

i  ■!: 
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with  the  gipsy  : — true  to  his  brethren,  his 
gatoiy  devotion  to  them  he  hardly  counts  a 
lie;  but  against  all  the  rest  of  the  human 

he  nourishes  an  unquenchable  hatred, 
iiing  can  dispel  this  deeply-rooted  malice. 
)enefits,  no  kindnesses,  can  move  his  soul 
'atitude,  or  love,  or  pity ;  and  he  lives  and 
with  detestation  in  his  heart  of  all  the  world, 
)t  his  tribe,  and  with  the  one  hope  and 
ition  of  injuring  and  deceiving  the  Busn^  or 
ales. 

We  know  not,"  observes  a  Polish  author, 
ence  this  people  comes,  nor  whither  it  is 
J.  The  gipsy  seems  utterly  to  want  the 
d  of  religion,  he  assumes  carelessly  the 
of  the  country  in  which  he  is  dwelling,  to 
it  aside  when  he  has  crossed  its  boundary, 
psy  recently  put  to  a  cruel  death  in  one  of 
Austrian  provinces,  turned  to  the  Greek 
Catholic  priests,  who  were  exhorting  him, 
promised  to  embrace  the  faith  of  whichever 
d  furnish  him  with  a  pipe.  The  gipsy 
I  taken  in  early  childhood,  and  brought  up 
II^;es — after  going  through  his  studies  with 
t  and  when  distinguishing  himself  by  his 
isity — some  day,  truq  to  his  instincts,  escapes 

the  midst  of  his  colleagues  on  a  stolen 
3,  verifying  the  adage  of  his  people,  that 
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the  gipsy  only  remains  amongst  the  Gentiks^ 
like  the  wild  goose  amidst  the  tame,  till  the 
season  of  migration  is  arrived." 

The  community  of  this  peculiar  bent  of 
mind,  more  than  their  nomade  habits  or 
their  universal  language,  has  caused  the  gipsies 
to  retain  in  every  country  of  Europe  a  striking 
similarity,  although  their  condition  naturally 
differs ;  since,  everywhere  studying  to  take  advan-' 
tage  of  the  Gentiles,  to  the  utmost  that  cir- 
cumstances will  allow,  it  varies  according  to 
the  facilities  which  these  circumstances  afford. 

There  is  no  coimtry  in  which  they  are,  how- 
ever, more  prosperous  than  Russia : — not  that 
the  laws  are  there  less  stringent  against  them 
than  elsewhere ;  but  then  the  laws  are  so  easily 
eluded  by  wealth,  and  wealth  is  here  to  the 
gipsy  so  easily  attainable. 

As  they  have  taken  in  Elngland  to  tinkering 
and  fortune-telling,  and  in  Spain  to  horse  and 
mule  dealing  and  stealing,  so  in  Russia  they 
resort  to  the  song  and  dance. 

The  gipsy  singers  and  dancers  are  as  mudi 
in  request  with  the  higher  order  of  Russians  as 
the  foreign  dancers  and  singers  with  us;  but 
there  is  this  distinction  that  their  taste  for  them 
is  not  forced,  acquired,  or  affected,  Uke  our 
own ;  but  a  genume,  intense,  absorbing  passion. 
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i^  some  of  our  nobility  have  sought  their 
»  behind  the  scenes,  the  Russian  mag- 
shave  sometimes  shared  their  names  and 
ines  with  these  gipsy  singers,  and  the  gipsy 
I  has  entered,  in  the  spirit  of  Judith  repair- 
0  the  tent  of  Holofemes,  the  palaoe  of  the 
tate,  to   scatter  his  wealth  abroad  to  her 

is  troop  consists  of  men  and  women.  Of 
tter,  those  who  are  a  little  past  the  bloom 
)uth  are  growing  hideous;  but  the  two 
^  of  the  party  have  the  same  dear  olive 
iezion,  the  same  beautiful  lips  and  pearly 
as  some  of  their  fortune-telling  sisters  of 
od;  but  their  costume  is  semi-oriental  : 
deep  dark  eyes  are  rendered  still  mwe 
mt  by  the  arts  of  eastern  coquetry,  which 
yed  the  interior  of  the  lid. 
dr  profession,  which  is  that  of  the  Baya- 
has  developed  their  natural  grace,  and 
to  their  limbs  the  lightness  and  vigour  of 
of  the  antelope.  Cinderella  herself  could 
;et  on  their  slippers^  whilst  their  figures 
y  a  snake-like,  superhuman  suppleness, 
sry  movement. 

e  harmony  of  motion  in  their  pantomimic 
8,  like  the  wild  sweetness  of  their  notes,  is, 
sms  to  be,  uttedy  untutored;  the  plain- 
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tive  wailing  chant  of  the  chorus,  wcompankd 
by  the  guitar,  touched  without  any  regard  to 
the  notes,  is  suddenly  hushed,  and  one  of  the 
singers  begins  and  pours  out  all  the  melody  of  a 
bird — a  melody  as  spontaneous  as  impossible  to 
record. 

Then  follow  their  lascivious  dances  — the 
writhings  of  the  snake,  and  the  bound  of  the 
deer,  and  the  amorous  notes  of  the  singer  tnns- 
lated  into  motion.  Meanwhile,  the  wine  bubbles 
freely  round  amongst  the  spectators ;  and  when 
the  gipsies  pause  at  length  exhausted,  eray 
one  rewards  them  with  heaps  of  notes  and  gdd, 
and  then  besides  their  very  rings  and  diamond 
studs  and  pins,  resorting  to  the  chimney-pieoe, 
they  cast  the  gold  and  agate  toys,  the  antique 
rosaries  of  Venetian  gold,  all  into  the  jqwtm  of 
the  sorceress. 

Even  Jakof  cannot  resist  the  temptation ;  be 
throws  on  the  pile  a  bank  note  of  laige  amount, 
and  then  suddenly  repenting,  he  draws  out  half 
its  value  in  change. 

The  gipsy  flashes,  from  the  depths  of  her  dark 
eyes,  an  instantaneous  but  withering  glance  of 
hatred ;  but  its  effect  is  intercepted  by  his  ^ 
tades. 

Then,  having  placed  their  treasures  in  8afet)i 
and  glared  over  them  with  an  avidity  ftazful  to 
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behold  in  ^es  so  beautiful,  as  if  refreshed  with 
tbe  sight  of  gold,  the  gipsy  girls  began  their 
diooe  again. 

Again  the  music  sounds ;  the  guitars  seem  to 
Tix^lie  almost  into  fierceness ;  the  other  gipsies 
itampand  accompany  it  in  chorus  with  their 
vild  notes,  and  the  dancers  are  excited  to  fury, 
ind  from  fury  to  the  phrensy  of  Bacchantes — the 
bodiantes  when  they  tore  to  pieces  Orpheus 
J  their  delirium.  At  length  they  sink  utterly 
thausted  on  the  floor,  aQ  excepting  the 
vo  younger  ones,  whose  beauty  is  judged 
^t  likely  to  fascinate  the  spectators  into 
^e  utmost  liberality ;  they,  according  to  their 
ifitom,  leap  at  a  boimd  into  the  laps  of  the 
■ectators,  whom,  interlacing  in  their  arms,  they 
abraoe. 

One  has  given  the  Prince  the  kiss  which 
luibdes  the  entertainment,  the  other  has 
mped  on  to  the  knees  of  Jakof. 

"Oh!  oh!- oh!"  bellows  out  Jakof,  like  a 

in. 

''  Jakof  is  too  bashful  !"  exclaims  the 
rince. 

**  He  is  afraid  of  being  devoured  !"  laughed 
xdiadoff. 

"  So  I  am,"  said  Jakof;  "  the  cursed  she- 
\M  has  bitten  through  my  dieek !" 
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And  true  enough,  whether  the  spontaneoi 
vengeance  of  the  gipsy,    or  whether  she 
acting   on   a  well-paid   hint   from   some 
present,  her  small,  white  teeth  had  left  a  dr- 
cular  bleeding  mark,  as  deeply  indented  as  with 
the  sharp  fangs  of  a  viper. 

"  Hark,"  said  the  Prince ;  "  who  wiD  oome 
with  me  to  Moscow,  or  as  much  farther  as  m 
like? — My  cook  has  already  preceded  me.  I 
am  going  to  engage  all  the  gipsies  to  accom- 
pany us  in  four  carriages  as  far  as  that  city :  two 
Italian  singers  are  already  joining  our  caravan. 
We  will  make  the  journey  a  race  from  one 
feast  to  another;  we  shall  arrive  at  stations 
where  a  banquet  is  all  prepared  for  us,  and 
revel,  and  gamble,  and  drink  till  daylight,  and 
then  sleep  through  the  day  as  we  rattle  over  te 
road!" 

"  Hurrah  !"  reply  with  one  accord  the  gatfte, 
who  that  night  are  captivated  with  the  pro^ 
of  an  expedition,  which  half  of  them  will  dedine 
in  the  morning. 

The  gipsies  drive  a  hard  bargain;  tbor 
season  is  not  very  successful,  and  they  are  rtwy 
about  to  return  to  Moscow ;  but  this  is  a  &^ 
which  they  carefully  conceal;  and  the  n^ 
lavished  on  them  for  that  night's  performaooe 
enables  the  guests,  in  estimating  IsaalraffixoV* 
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nifioenoe^  to  judge  of  the  fortune  which  it  has 
cost  him  to  secure  them  for  the  journey. 

The  gipsies  retire,  to  sink — as  soon  as  they 

w  left  alone  —  pell-meQ    upon     the    floor, 

utterly   exhausted    by    the   intensity  of  their 

aertioDs,  into  a  serpent-like  torpor.     For  the 

scmd  they  have  been  this  night  enacting  they  have 

f^ted,  not  only  many  times  during  the  same 

day,  but  for  many  successive  days  and   nights, 

in  their  eagerness  to  gather  in  an  ample  harvest ; 

find  yet  this   scene   they   have   just    engaged 

to  act  over  and  over — so  galvanically  does  the 

P«t)spect  of  gain  seem  to  waken  up  their  over- 

*tiiing  nerves  firom  the  death-like  reaction  into 

^hich  they  are  ready  to  relapse  to  the  most  vivid 

^imation, 

Jakof  ^  is  gone  home,  wiping  his  cheek 
^th  the  green  baize  which  he  cut  from  the 
^rd-table,  and  now  mistakes  for  his  hand- 
kerchief, and  cursing  all  dancing-girls,  as  he 
binks  on  the  black  patch  he  will  have  to 


Isaakoff  and  Horace,  and  some  of  the  guests, 
lave  retired  to  seek  the  refreshment  of  the 
lath  and  of  the  couch;  the  rest  have  driven 
lomewards ;  and,  at  the  noise  of  their  vehicles 
s  they  drive  out  of  the  yard,  the  slave,  Mat- 
heus,   is   awakened,   and  starts  up  from  the 
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straw  on  which  he  has  been  sleeping  in  the 
kennel.  Last  night,  wan,  weary  and  enfeebled, 
he  was  brought  back  fix>m  the  siege,  and  locked 
tip  there  to  await  his  master's  pleasure  in  the 
morning. 

Sleep,  which  sometimes  flies  from  the  rest- 
less eyelids  of  the  pampered  oppressor  to  com- 
fort the  oppressed,  had  stolen  over  him,  and 
he  was  dreaming  of  the  balmy  South,  and  of 
Blanche,  and  of  happiness ;  and  was  again 
transported  back  to  the  horn-  when  she  first 
confessed  to  him  her  love. 

The  noise  of  the  carriage-wheels,  and  the 
shouts  of  the  lacqueys  as  they  roused  the  drowsy 
coachmen  on  their  boxes,  have  disturbed  this 
consoling  vision.  As  he  rises  up,  he  strikes  the 
pail  from  which  he  quenched  his  thirst  last 
night,  and  the  cold  water,  as  he  spills  it  over 
him,  recalls  him  to  the  present. 

A  rat,  which  has  been  daintSy  nibbling  at 
the  black  loaf  beside  him,  rushes  right  into  the 
very  sleeve  of  the  coarse  brown  cailan,  which 
he  has  drawn  over  him  like  a  blanket. 

"  Go,"  says  Mattheus,  disengaging  the  ani- 
mal with  sorrowful  serenity;  "I  wish  I  oouM 
thus  let  free  all  the  captives  in  the  world." 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

The  Prince  Ivan  and  Horace  stopped  to 
dine  a  few  stations  beyond  Moscow,  whither, 
as  usual,  the  cook  had  preceded  them.  But 
of  all  their  numerous  accompaniment  there 
remained  only  one  single  attendant,  whom 
they  had  brought  with  them  in  the  rumble 
of  the  solitary  carriage. 

Tired  out  and  wearied  with  their  journey, 
which  had  been  one  long  protracted  orgie, 
mixed  up  with  the  fatigue  of  travelling  six 
hundred  miles,  they  had  determined  to  spend 
the  night  at  the  post-house,  so  that,  being  thus 
r^neshed,  they  might  start  early  on  the  following 
morning,  and  get  to  the  place  of  destination 
before  nightfalL 

Although  the  repast  was  as  luxurious  as 
usual,  nothing  could  exceed  the  moderation 
with  which  they  partook  of  it:  Moselle,   and 
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Seltzer  water  appearing  alone  to  possess  attrac- 
tions for  the  frugal  tastes  of  our  travellers. 

"  We  shall  enjoy  this  quiet  night  by  con- 
trast/' said  Horace,  drawing  from  his  podtet 
two  or  three  letters,  and  looking  carelessly  it 
the  superscriptions.  "  See,  we  have  been  so 
long  on  the  road  that  these  letters  have  om- 
taken  us." 

"  You  are  not  obliged  to  read  them." 

"My  dear  Prince,'*  continued  Horace,  "now 
we  are  alone  together  I  want  to  ask  you  t 
question  about  Madame  Obrasoff  and  ber 
daughter." 

"  Ask  me  a  question  about  them  1**  replied 
the  Prince.  "  Why,  my  good  fellow,  you  vt 
surely  inverting  the  natural  order  of  things, 
which  would  be  for  me  to  ask  questiwis 
on  such  a  subject,  and  for  you  to  ansffv 
them.  Have  you  not  been,  for  the  last  t«o 
months,  riding  about  the  Sxunmer  Gardens,  umI 
the  gardens  of  Peterhoff,  and  the  island  of 
the  Krestofisky  with  the  daughters,  and  per- 
petually driving  out  with  the  mother?" 

"  Nevertheless,"  said  Horace,  "  though  I 
have  learned,  through  my  intimai^  with  them, 
how  anxious  both  mother  and  daughter  tf* 
to  find  husbands,  I  wonder  why  they  sele^ 
me  as  a  matrimonial  victim,  when  thgr  ^ 
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jently  still  considered  rich  by  so  many  who 
richer  than  I  ?* 

My  dear  Horace,"  repfied  the  Prince,  *'  do 
for  a  moment,  imagine  that  your  French 
ime  can  be  of  the  slightest  object  to  the 
"asoffs:  their  own  is  indisputably  too  con- 
Table." 

'  Are  you  sure  ?" 

^  Their  estates  adjoin  my  own.  It  is  a 
to*  of  notoriety  that  they  have  not  a  peasant 
rtgaged." 

'Then,"  said  Horace,  ''why  should  they  at 
!e  have  laid  a  most  transparent  plan  to  draw 
humble  an  individual  as  myself  into  their 
trimonial  snares  ?" 

"You  are  as  mudi  in  error  there  as  in  your 
!vious  supposition.  Those  women  do  not 
ny;  they  are  arch-coquettes;  it  is  in  the 
%  Uood ;  the  daughter  takes  it  from  the 
ther;  they  lead  men  on  to  propose,  for  the 
isure  of  laughing  at  them/' 
Horace  mused  for  a  moment. 
^  Madame  Obrasoff,  with  h^  feminine 
KHSBS,"  continued  the  Prince,  "and  Anna, 
1  her  invidious  frankness,  are  two  of  the 
Kt  artful  women  I  know ;  it  is  impossible 
athom  them ;  they  nev&r  compromise  them- 
"es,  and  they  raise  a  kugfa  at  the  expense  of 
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all  their  admirers — ^probably  at  yours  jiist  D^' 
my  dear  Horace." 

"  If  there  be  a  laugh,"  said  Horace,  "  »* 
least  it  will  not  be  at  me,  but  with  me." 

The  Prince  shook  his  head  incredulously,  aDO 
Horace  smiled. 

"  They  had  not  to  do  with  a  novice.  1  ffUA 
you  that  mother  and  daughter  may  have  both 
intended  to  deceive  me,  but  I  have  deceived 
them  both." 

Isaakoff  shook  his  head  again. 

"  Then  listen,"  said  Horace.  "  This  is  from 
the  daughter/'  and  breaking  the  seal  from  ooe 
of  his  letters,  he  read  : — 

"  So  at  length,  dearest  Horace,  you  arc 
really  going  to  Moscow,  and  going  for  thi« 
long  weeks !  You  plead  an  engagement ;  oh ! 
Horace,  how  many  reasons  I  should  have  fbund 
not  only  to  infringe  such  a  hollow  formality,  bot 
even  to  neglect,  as  in  truth  I  am  neglectiDgi 
serious  and  sacred  duties,  wherever  they  tbti*- 
ened  to  separate  us !  And  yet  I  reproadi  j^ 
not,  perhaps  it  is  as  well ;  you  ought  to  posM 
a  firmness  which  I  neither  covet  nor  iisn 
because,  endowed  with  it,  I  should  seem  to  h^ 
you  somewhat  less." 

"Is  that  from  Anna  Obrasoff?"  laid  tk 
PrincCi  with  astonishment. 


rhich  you  are  going,  th:it  I  dnnid." 
lot  mean  the  Tsiganes  ?" 
N  I  hate  and  fear  that  Prince  Ivan, 
d   clammy    hand    and   the  frigid 
[lis  death-like  eye!'* 
Y  you  to  that,  Isaakoff  ?" 
ar !"  observed  the  Prince, 
vare   of  him,  Horace,"   continued 
"  only  yesterday  I  heard  that  he 

DU." 

the  little  minx  spoke  truth !"  ex- 
Prince.     "Hitherto   it   has   been 
jT,  I  am  sorry  to  say,  Miss  Anna !" 
orace,  to-morrow,  as  you   request, 
pu,  and    still  hope  to  prevail  on 
at  all  events,  I  shall  hear  from  your 
)S  that  you  will  not  be  an  hour 
those  long  interminable  one  and 
Even  now  that  you  are  near  me, 
•angely  compounded  of  disquietude 
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"  I  remember  that  to  become  your  wife  1  may 
not  only  have  to  fly  to  a  strange  land — renounced 
by  her — but  Ishall  probablyadd  tothedisobe&oce 
of  the  child  all  those  torments  which  I  mysdf 
have  felt,  when  at  times  I  foolishly  imagined  that 
you  loved  my  mother. 

"  You  know,  Horace,  that  1  have  often  said  to 
you — bewildered  by  my  affection  for  you  both— 
'  Love  her,  and  forget  your  Anna! '  and  then 
you  have  ever  answered  me  that  love  depended 
not  upon  ourselves ;  and  alas  I  I  knew  you  spoke 
truly,  for  how  could  any  effort  have  made  me 
cease  to  love  you  ? 

"  When  you  return,  Horace,  you  will  at  least 
put  an  end  to  this :  for,  since  you  cannot  love  her, 
she  is  so  anxious  for  the  happiness  of  her  chil- 
dren, that  I  am  sure  she  will  not  oflfa'  the 
objections  you  anticipate  and  dread. 

"I  almost  feared  that  I  could  not  see  you  to- 
morrow, but  I  foimd  that  my  mother  had  suddenly 
made  up  her  mind  to  come  to  town,  for  the  day 
after  is  her  regular  day.  You  know  I  have  told 
you  of  her  gloomy  and  mysterious  days :  oneevoy 
week  she  spends  in  town  ;  the  next  locked  vpi 
— ^whether  here  or  in  the  country — ^in  a  boudoir 
with  its  treble  oaken  doors,  beyond  the  outenoost 
of  which  we  have  never  penetrated.  At  my 
pressing  solicitation  she  has  agreed,  against  her 
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isoal  habit,  that  I  should  accompany  her ;  and  as 
Ml  these  occasions  she  is  the  whole  day  absent, 
we  can  ride  in  the  Summer  Garden,  and  then  you 
can  come  home  to  us,  where  there  will  be  no  one 
but  the  deaf  old  governess  Mamselle  Mimi. 

"  You  tell  me  that  the  lock  of  hair  I  gave  you 
w^as  not  long  enough  for  what  you  wanted,  so  I 
adose  you  another :  may  you  only  prize  it, 
•earest,  as  I  value  yours,  which  I  am  kissing 
low." 

"Look"  said  Horace,  "here  is  the  lock  of 
!Ur  in  question." 

"  And  has  she  signed  it  ?"  said  the  Prince. 

"Here  is  the  signature  of  the  would-be 
ountess  of  Montressan  "  said  Horace — at  least 
e  christian  name  and  the  initial,  "Anna  O." 

"  Very  good !"  said  the  Prince. 

"  And  now,"  continued  Horace  exultingly, 
fon  shall  hear  what  the  mother  says :  but  stop, 
10  is  this  letter  from  ?  O !  from  my  English 
oom ;  I  must  read  that  first." 
"  Nonsense !"  replied  the  Prince,  "  let  us  hear 
tat  Madame  Obrasoff  says : — begin  with  the 
)st  interesting." 

"  Then,  frankly,  to  me  the  groom's  letter  is  the 
)6t  interesting." 
"  Ungrateful  I" 

"  Now  for  the  groom's  letter ;  he  always  b^ns 

R  2 
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his  sentences  with  small  letters ;  and  strenuou^* 
insists  on  doing  so  till  you  can  shew  \m  some 
difference  of  pronunciation  betwixt  them  and 
the  capitals. 

"  What,"  he  says,  "  is  the  use  of  troubfing 
yourself  to  make  capita  if  you  are  to  read 
them  just  like  ordinary  letters. 

BOB   bridle's   epistle. 

"  Honored  Su-,  this  is  the  1 2th  of  August 
which  the  slow  coaches  of  this  coimtry  caDs  the 
1st.  I  have  reached  this  place,  which  I  cannot 
tell  you  by  name  because  I  hav'nt  yet  contrived 
to  spell  it.  The  horse  is  doing  well,  and 
according  to  your  desire  I  am  training  him  along 
the  road  side.  He  was  a  little  off  his  feed  last 
night,  and  they  have  stole  his  bandages,  but  1 
have  made  some  new  ims  by  tearing  up  a  shirt; 
they  keeps  the  legs  wonderful  cool  and  comforta- 
ble ;  and  though  the  strip  of  grass  by  the  road 
side  is  the  best  ground  ive  seen  to  gallop  on,  stiD 
it  is  hard,  with  the  dry  weather. 

"  Fm  afeard  I  shall  have  to  part  company  with 
Dimitry,  he  will  hurry  on  so,  which  if  he  wouU 
read  his  Bible  he  would  know  that  the  meirifcl 
man  was  merciful  to  his  beast ;  besides  wbiAi 
honored  sir,  as  I  purceed  with  with  his  acquaint- 
ance, I  find  that  he  "  runs  cunning^*  and  bcgitt 


currcspondence   is   vcr\'   flattering   to 
the  Prince  ;  "  but  Bob's  letter  contains 
Dutable  truth,  where  he  states  Dimitri's 
ind  even  one  sentence  of  truth  is  not  so 
in  epistolary  eloquence." 
more  I  look  for  his  honesty,"  continued 
1;he  more  it  won't  shew  itself." 
ait  mine  or  Dimitri's,"  said  IsaakofF. 
author's  meaning  is  obscure." 
igh  I  don't  think  he  can  circumvent 
g  that  since  I  have  been  in  foreign 
we  learned  to  keep  a  sharp  look  out 
gn  counts,  which,  no  offence,  honoured 
u,    though  you  are  a  count  yourself, 
lot  mean  you  or  the  like  of  you,  which 
nen  as  cut  figures,  but  I  mean  the 
the  count-books,  which  you,  sir,  is  so 
itting,  leaving  them  all  to  me  to  settle 
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bottle  up  till  I  see  yourself,  because  I  hear  tbtf 
letters  are  apt  to  be  opened,  as  my  father's  was, 
though  that  don't  signify,  because  if  them  ss 
peeped  into  it  could  read  his  writing  they  coiiU 
do  more  than  Bob  Bridle,  and  was  wdoonM:. 

''  I  found  it  out  because  the  governor  put<i 
wax  and  wafer,  and  they  say  it  is  the  govern- 
ment, whidi  can  have  no  reason  unless  they 
wants  to  get  at  the  receipt  for  cleaning  boot- 
tops  or  something  of  that  sort,  which  they  might 
have  by  asking  above  board  and  civilly  fcH-. 

''  We  hold  in  England  that  what  one  im 
writes  to  another,  what  I  might  write,  honored 
sir,  to  you,  should  be  strictly  between  you  and 
I  and  the  post,  which  I  suppose  is  where  the 
Rooshians  mistakes  it — for  what  aint  so  pki- 
sant — they  likes  to  make  it  between  you  I  and 
the  post-office.  With  my  respect  and  duty, 
I  remain  your  humble  servant, 

Bob  Bridle. 
(christened  Robert.) 

P.S. — excuse  my  not  sending  any  postscript 
which  I  know  is  manners,  but  I  have  nothiDg 
more  to  say. 

"  A  very  good  notion  of  a  letter,"  obecrwd 
the  Prince;  " now  for  Madame  Obrasaflfs." 
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'*Here  it  is,"  said  Horace,  "  you  see  it  looks 
almost  like  her ;  the  paper  is  just  tinted  with  a 
scarce  perceptible  shade,  and  the  wax  exactly 
matches  it  in  colour ;  the  ink  is  pale  and  indis- 
onct,  and  on  the  seal  is  the  impression  of  a 
cameleon." 

MADAME   OBRASOFF's  LETTER. 

**  You  write  me,  dear  Horace,  that  you  are 
jobg  beyond  Moscow,  and  I  was  not  surprised ; 
i*  1  rose  with  a  presentiment  of  evil ;  but  at 
iast  to-morrow  evening  we  will  meet  as  you 
ropose,  at  the  same  hour  and  on  the  same  spot 
i  before :  my  boat  will  remain  out  of  the 
iirrcDt,  under  the  shade  of  the  thickets  of  the 
Jcstovsky,  so  that  you  will  not  perceive  it  till 
^u  come  dose  in. 

"  On  reading  your  letter  through,  I  am  startled 
^  find  that  yesterday  was  one  of  your  days  on 
tiich  we  can  hold  no  intercommunion  of 
^t :  you  are  like  one  of  those  mortals,  who  at 
^rtain  times  can-  hear  and  understand  the 
^Dguage  of  fairies,  or  the  meaning  of  the  song 
r  birds,  or  the  murmuring  of  the  wind,  but  to 
ixHn  the  gift  is  utterly  denied  at  others.  Some- 
Does  I  am  almost  led  to  doubt  those  ethereal  and 
lagnetic  sympathies  on  which  is  foimded  that 
ybtical  a£fection  which  attracts  us  so  irresistibly, 
id  which  must  be  so  incomprehensible  to  those 
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who  live  beyond  the  sphere  of  these  inexpMle 
influences." — 

"  What  the  devil  does  she  mean  ?"  said  the 
Prince. 

"  I  dare  say  she  would  like  to  know  hesdf," 
replied  Horace ;  **forit  is  fresh  translated  from 
the  German." 

"Sometimes,"    continues    the  lady,   "after 
days  of  ecstacy  the  feeling  which  I  reciprocate 
grows  suddenly  hideous  to  me,  when  I  see  it 
glowing  into  an  earthly  love,  hideous  because  in 
that  character  it  would  be  as  unnatural  as  the 
communion  of  an  embodied  with  a  disembodied 
spirit,  from  which  an  instinctive  terror  protects 
the  soul  whilst  still  linked  to  its  day.    So  that 
the  recollection  of  a  passion — ^which   is  mine 
— responded   to    by   the   feeling  which  seems 
overpowering  you  —  a     passion    warm  in  aD 
its     earthly  vitality — ^would    be    as  awfiil  as 
\vht:'n     a     living   hand,    with   its  hot,    throb- 
bing  pulse,   grasps   the  dead,    cold,    palm  of 
an  unreciprocating  stiffened  corpse  !     We  know 
that  matter  does  not  perish,  since  from  death} 
which   is   its   great   step   to   transition,  life  ^ 
perpetually  springing ;  we  know  that  our  bodies 
laid  in  the  earth  to-day  must  in  the  course  of 
time  be  vivified  again,  and  that,  whether  their 
atoms    ever,    or  never,  meet  again   in   their 
present  unity,  assuredly  they  will  at  some  time  be 


THE  WHITE   SLAVE.  369 

elled  out  amongst  many  animated  beings. 
it  not  thus  also  with  the  spirit?  In  the 
■se  of  its  immortality,  may  it  not  pass  through 
unerable  phases,  and  may  it  not  scatter  itself 
)ad  like  the  vapour  of  a  cloud  or  the  waters 
a  stream,  and  unite  with  the  congenial 
nee,  whether  fixed  in  its  embodied  or  wan- 
Qg  in  its  disembodied  state,  just  as  the  day 
ch  it  has  abandoned  incorporates  itself  at 
;th  with  other  bodies  already  living  or  which 
to  be  vivified  ? 

It  is  thus  that  I  dream,  perhaps  in  madness, 
ad  yet  I  will  not  believe  I  err — that  something 
lat  immortal  principle  breathes  in  you — at 
i  &scmated  and  so  fatally  fascinating — that 
I  of  the  eye,  that  expression  of  the  look, 
voice,  all  immaterial,  all  motion,  a  myste- 
J  agency  on  matter,  all  reproduced  in  you 
ley  were  long  since  living.  If  it  were  not 
i?hy  should  you  have  felt  that  attractive 
)athy,  why  should  my  daughter  alas,  have 
he  same,  we  transmitting  somewhat  of  our 
to  our  children?  Poor  Anna!  when  the 
flowed  passion  struggles  with  that  mystic 
why  can  you  not  transfer  it  from  me  to 
You  say  that  love,  so  far  from  yielding 
r  wifl  coerces  it — and  perhaps  it  is  as  well — 
would  be  no  horror  to  me  now,  like  not 
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daring  to  recall  that  which  I  thought  for  ever 
lost  to  me,  and  how  should  I  have  dared,  dear 
Horace,  as  my  daughter's  husband,  to  invoke 
the  dead  as  I  do  by  drinking  in,  in  an  intoxi^ 
eating  draught,  the  light  of  yow  eyes  and  the 
accents  of  your  voice.  Poor  Anna !  it  is  not  your 
fault  and  it  is  not  my  fault  that  you  do  not  love 
her — for  you  do  not  love  her." 

''  Certainly  not,  Madam,"  said  Horace,  and 
then  continued  reading : 

"  Why,  dear  Horace,  why  do  you  go  so  ftr 
away,  and  above  all,  why  do  you  go  with  that 
Isaakoff?  From  that  man  will  come  evil  to 
you — I  feel  it.  To  me  he  is  loathsome  as 
a  slimy  snake.  He  is  like  a  dead  body,  whidi 
a  ghoul  or  evil  spirit  has  possessed — with  the 
eye  still  death-like  and  the  heart  gnawed  away. 
To-morrow  I  will  tell  you  a  terrible  history  about 
him. 

"  This  is  complimentary  to  you,"  said  Horace, 
laughing.  "  Your  eye  is  certainly  not  bright ; 
but  the  idea  of  the  heart  devoured  and  decayed 
is  very  flattering." 

''  Perhaps  she  means  my  Uver,"  replied  the 
Prince ;  '^  and  if  so  I  am  afraid  she  is  right ; 
but  on  the  whole,  I  think  it  more  complimentary 
to  have  such  things  written  of  me  by  a 
woman  like  Madame  Obrasoff  than    such    a 
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letter  writtm  to  me.  Tt  does  not  say  much  for 
the  estimation  in  which  she  holds  your  intel- 
lect" 

Horace  continued : 

"  As  for  the  lock  of  hair,  I  inclose  you  another 
iiiioe  you  wish  it.  Have  you  lost  the  first  ?  If 
0 1  have  been  more  careful  with  yours/* 

'*And  did  you  keep  the  appointment?"  in* 
oiled  the  Prince. 

''  How  should  I  ?  The  letters  are  dated,  you 
e,  Wednesday ;   and  on  Thursday  morning, 

you  know,  we  started.  Now,  though  I  really 
»  not  understand  their  drift,  these  women  are 
4h  under  the  impression  that  they  are  deceiv- 
9  me.** 

"  I  could  hardly  have  believed  it,  if  I  did  not 
e  and  recognise  the  writing,"  replied  the 
iDoe.  *'  They  would  never  have  dared  thus  to 
mpromise  themselves  with  a  Russian ;  and  I 
%pwt  that  they  have  not  mended  matters  by 
isting  to  the  discretion  of  a  Frenchman.  As 
'  88  Madame  Obrasoff  is  concerned,  it  is 
ar  that  you  have  let  her  perceive  that  you 
ow  that  story  of  her  connexion  with  the  con- 
racy  ;  and  her  curiosity  has  been  piqued  to 
i  if  she  can,  notwithstanding,  impose  on  yoiur 
dulity. 
"  There  is  something  so  disgustingly  heartless 
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in  the  unblushing  manner  in  which  she  seeks 
to  take  advantage  of  what  should  overwhelin 
her  with  remorse  and  shame,  that  I  feel  vexed 
at  myself  for  laughing  at  an  incident  which  is 
irresistibly  ludicrous  in  this  game  of  diamond 
cut  diamond.  Just  imagine  then,  that  those 
two  locks  of  my  hair,  which  the  mother  and 
daughter  are  respectfully  treasuring,  or  which 
I  have  here  their  written  acknowledgement  that 
they  are  treasimng — which  will  answer  my  pur- 
pose equally  well — are  Jakof's." 

"  Jakof's  !  impossible ! — He  wears  a  wig." 
"  My  dear  Isaakoff,  I  tell  you  I  saw  them 
cut  from  his  own  head.  I  called  in  upon  him 
as  I  was  going  last  to  PeterhoflF.  He  was 
under  the  hands  of  his  French  hair-dresser; 
and  as  I  was  loth  to  waste  one  of  my  own 
ciu*ls,  I  picked  up  a  mesh,  which  had  fallen 
from  the  operator's  scissors,  and  divided  it 
between  the  mystic  mother  and  the  artless 
daughter." 

'*  Oh !"  said  Isaakoff,  laughing  as  no  one 
had  ever  seen  him  laugh  before,  **  this  is  too 
ridiculous  !  Know  then,  my  dear  Horace,  that 
Jakof  is  bald.  He  does  wear  a  wig  ;  bat  it  is 
one  of  his  weaknesses  to  conceal  it ;  he  spends  a 
little  fortune  with  that  French  hair-dresser. 
He  has  thirty  wigs  of  progressive  lengths,  and 
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unaitably  true  to  nature,  from  a  short  Brutus 
op,  which  he  puts  on  when  he  wishes  it 
iought  that  he  has  been  sheared,  to  the  long 
owing  locks  which  he  dons  at  the  end  of  the 
lonth ;  and  if  you  happen  to  look  at  his  head 
uspiciously,  it  is  ten  to  one  if,  the  first  time  you 
;o  to  see  him,  he  does  not  have  his  hair  snipped 
lefore  you  by  the  coiffeur,  to  convince  you ;  and 
his  is  what  happened  on  your  visit  to  him." 

"  Oh  !  that  is  too  rich  !"  said  Horace.  "  The 
iea  of  Madame  Obrasoff  and  the  dainty  Miss 
Jina,  treasuring  a  lock  of  Jakof's  wig." 

"  The  story  will  run  through  the  capital  like 
ildfire,"  said  the  Prince.  How  do  you  propose 
>  open  their  eyes  ?" 

"By  answering  these  two  letters  and  pur- 
osely  mis-directing  that  of  the  mother  to  the 
aughter,  and  vice  versd^**  replied  Horace. 
I  have  here  wherewith  to  seal  it — a  delightful 
;tle  English  seal,  a  fox  seizing  a  pheasant,  and 
ized  by  a  terrier,  with  the  motto  of  *  the 
terbit.'" 

"  Oh  but  the  letters,  and  the  hair,  and  the 

)iy  of  the  locks  of  Jakofs  wig  ?"  said  the 

ince. 

"Well  really,"  replied  Horace,  "I  am  too 

od-natured  to  make  full  use  of  the  revenge 

lich  offers  itself.  After  all,  they  are  a  couple  of 
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women ;  and  it  would  be  too  bad,  however  they 
may  deserve  it." 

"  My  worthy  friend/'  said  the  Prince,  "  your 
generous  men  are  always  egotistical  You  make 
no  account  of  my  feelings.  The  only  enjoy- 
ments left  me  are  the  propagation  of  a  good 
story,  and  the  pleasure  of  revenging  one's  self. 
I  am  like  the  man  who  shot  another  for  kicking 
him,  and  longed  to  be  kicked  again  to  taste  the 
same  gratification.  Here  you  have  shown  me 
the  ill-will  of  these  people,  and  you  put  into  my 
hands  an  instrument  for  punishing  my  enemies 
by  treating  my  friends  to  a  laugh,  and  unrea- 
sonably expect  me  not  to  use  it. 

''  It  is  like  giving  one  an  appetite,  putting 
a  beccaiico  on  the  point  of  one's  fork  and  then 
saying,  hold  !  I  shall  neither  return  you  these 
letters  nor  these  locks  of  hair.  The  former 
shall  be  lithographed,  and  the  latter  transmitted 
to  Jakof,  to  whom  by  rights  they  belong, 
as  they  were  given  in  exchange  for  his 
own." 

"  Well,  there  is  no  resisting  force,"  laughed 
Horace ;  ''  but  be  the  remorse  and  the  conse- 
quences on  your  own  head." 

''  Now,"  said  Isaakoff  to  their  solitaiy  atten- 
dant, "  pull  off  my  stockings,  damp  my  feet, 
with  eau  de  Cologne,  and  seek  me  out  a  pair  of 
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>ler  dippers.  And  I  would  advise  you,  Horace, 
undergo  the  same  operation.  Then  put 
Qe  more  Moselle  in  ice,  and  g^  something 
icb  will  serve  as  a  £m,  and  come  and  fan  us." 
e  servitor  obeyed.  When  he  had  fenned 
tn  for  nearly  half  an  hour,  the  Prince  made 
gn  with  his  hand,  and  bade  him  depart. 
*  I  do  not  like  your  new  valet,"  said  Horace, 
lough,  from  his  countenance,  I  should  judge 
ito  possess  all  the  honesty  that  Dimitri  wants ; 
1  though  he  serves  you  with  perfect,  if  with 
practised,  intelligenoe." 

"Why  do  you  not  like  him  then?"  asked  the 
nee. 

'  I  do  not  dislike  him  as  a  man,  but  as  a 
i^ant,"  replied  Horace.  "  There  is  at  times 
aspect  of  such  hopelessly  resigned  and 
ttve  misery  about  him,  as  makes  his  service 
ifbl  to  one." 

'  I  am  sorry,"  said  the  Prince  "  that  his  service 
tdd  be  painful  to  you,  but  I  am  delighted  that 
bould  fbel  so  to  him,  for  he  is  a  slave  of  mine 
^  spoiled  by  my  &ther,  and  to  whom  I  am 
ions  to  give  a  lesson.  Imagine,  my  dear 
ciBoe,  wheni  was  put  to  every  imaginable  shift 
account  of  the  wealth  my  fSather  squandered 
these  fellows ;  imagine  my  meeting  him  and 
Bering  from  his  insolence  and  pride,  without  a 
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hope  or  prospect  of  satis&ction  or  redress,  and 
then  suddenly  finding  that  he  was  the  serf  and 
that  I  the  master."  I 

"  The  deserved  retribution  "  replied  Horace, 
''is  strange  and  dramatic;  tho^  is  notlung 
exceeds  the  insolence  of  the  lacquey,  and  nothing 
more  amusing  than  when  he  unwittingly  displays 
it  against  his  master  —  but  whatever  he  maybe 
morally,  he  is  a  magnificent  animal." 

"And   then,"     observed    the    Prince,  "he 
has  a  sister  in  the  village  to   which  we  are 
proceeding,  who  is  singularly  beautiful — so  beau- 
tiful   as  to    have    attracted    the   enthusiastic 
attention  of  a  celebrated  artist  in  my  fether's 
time." 

"  What,  is  she — a  peasant  girl.?" 

"  Not  exactly :  fi^m  what  I  can  hear,  for  b-^ 
beauty  tempted  my  father  to  lavish  on  her  mxt^ 
accomplishments — ^for  instance,  like  her  broths 
she  speaks  French  as  well  as  you  or  I." 

"  I  should  be  delighted  to  hear  so,"  sa-^ 
Horace  "  if  I  did  not  remember  that  you  a^ 
only  speaking  from  hearsay." 

"  Yes  !"  replied  Isaakoff,  "  but  such  hearsay  ^ 
may  be  relied  upon.  I  will  wairant  you  tb^ 
she  is  a  charming  creature  ;  and  before  I  ha^ 
seen  her  I  will  change  her  for  your  grey  h(X»^ 

"  What !  change  my  horse  Lucifer  fiar  any  ^ 
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known — much  less  unknown?"   said 
;.     "  Is  she  like  her  brother  ?" 

my  word  I  do  not  know,  they  have 
3r  some  years ;  but  whether  like  him  or 
say  that  she  is  singularly  handsome, 
een  as  well  brought  up  as  if  she  were 
dative." 
^ou   know,"  said   Horace   "that  you 

long  to  step  into  the  place   of  the 

ng  in  the  world,"  replied  IsakofF,  "could 
If  you  have  ever  read  the  Memoirs 
le  Du  Barri,  you  must  remember  the 
lich  the  Duke  de  Richelieu  relates  of 
isguising  himself  as  one  of  his  own 
)n  a  similar  occasion  : — supposing  you 
)  so  now  ?" 

; !"  said  Horace,  "  I  play  the  valet,  and 
r  new  valet  play  the  gentleman  ?  Upon 
the  idea  is  very  original,  and  not  un- 
:  when  it  is  to  result  in  my  being 
1  the  arms,  and  smothered  by  the 
lus  kisses  of  this  phoenix  of  sisters  !" 
3se  you  adopt  it,  my  Don  Juan." 
uld  ask  no  better,  were  it  not  for  two 
ctions.  In  the  first  place,  the  sister 
cover,  if  only  by  my  ignorance  of  the 
;  I  was  not  her  brother :  in  the  next 
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the  brother  would  not  readily  consent  to  my 
representing  him." 

"  As  to  your  first  objection,"  said  Isaakoff, 
"I  learned  by  a  letter  which  casually  came 
under  my  eye,  that  my  slave  Mattvei  always 
corresponds  in  French  with  his  sist^  to 
elude  the  inquisitiveness  of  my  land-steward, 
so  that  she  may  reasonably  conclude,  if 
you  address  her  in  that  language  that  her 
brother  chooses  to  speak  no  other  to  her :  and  as 
to  the  second,  I  beg  you  to  believe  that  our 
Russian  serfs  have  no  will  of  their  own,  in  oppo- 
sition to  their  masters." 

Outside  the  thin  partition  which  divided  Uie 
inner  from  the  outer  chamber  of  the  post*house, 
the  slave  was  watching  :  he  was  obliged  to  be 
within  hearing  when  his  master  clapped  his 
hands  to  summon  him,  and  thus  overheard  the 
foregoing  conversation ;  and  as  he  heard,  his  head 
sank  despondingly  upon  his  ample  breast. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


EiE  manor  house  of  the  Bialoe  Darevnia  had 
hastily  prepared  to  receive  its  owner, 
stood  at  the  extremity  of  the  village ;  but 
)ugh  the  chief  place  of  residence  on  an  estate 
rge  and  populous  as  a  German  principality, 
ore  no  resemblance,  except  in  magnitude, 
T  to  the  castles  of  Germany,  or  the  chateaux 
"ance,  or  the  Italian  villas,  or  the  old  mansion 
es  and  modem  country  seats  of  Britain, 
was  built  up  of  logs  and  pine,  whose 
stices  were  caulked  with  moss ;  and  though 
ight  have  been  rendered  picturesque  in  the 
8  cottage  style,  the  taste  of  the  architect  had 
rred  building  after  a  classic  model,  with 
istyle  and  columns,  all  of  planed  deal  wood, 
;ed,  and  to  match  which,  the  rough  walls 
been  covered  with  planks — intended  to  simu- 
the  smoothness  and  colour  of  a  surface  of 
I — ^but  which  warping  here  and  there,  and 
ed  by  the  rusty  nails  which  festened  them, 
guiltless  of  deceiving. 

lere  was  the  desolate  bleakness  of  a  French 
»L.  III.  B 
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chateau  without  its  feudal  grandeur,  the  homely 
meanness  of  Holland  without  its  comfort  and 
neatness. 

No  grounds  or  park  surrounded  the  building, 
it  stood  aloof,  in  the  centre  of  the  widest  part  of 
the  dearing  in  which  the  village  was  situated,  and 
this  in  the  estimation  of  whoever  built  it,  had 
decided  the  eligibility  of  site. 

The  forest  which  had  receded  before  the 
axe  and  plough,  but  which  was  still  on  eveiy 
side  in  sight,  formed  a  beautiful  and  natural 
park,  a  green  lawn — here  and  there  indeed  a 
little  marshy — being  scattered  over  with  clumps 
of  oak,  and  birdi,  and  pine.  Yet  as  fiir  as 
possible  removed  from  this,  the  Lord's  mansion 
had  been  raised  by  Russian  taste  in  the  midst 
of  negligently  cultivated  fields,  divided  by  rugged 
fences  of  rudely  splintered  fir. 

The  prevalence  of  the  wild  forest  all  over  the 
northern  and  middle  governments  of  Russia, 
may,  however,  account  for  this  distaste  (tf  its 
inhabitants  for  trees,  which  leads  them  to  prefer 
the  open  space,  the  most  desolate,  to  the  spot 
the  most  luxuriously  timbered^  since  firxHn 
similar  causes  it  is  said  to  be  in  some  measure 
entertained  throughout  North  America. 

Several  hundred  of  the  villagers  selected  l^ 
the  steward  were  and  had  be^  ^r  the  last  tiro 
days  lounging  in  the  yard.  ^ 

The  women  in  their  gayest  attire  caniad 
aprons  full  of  flowers,  whi^  were  abiiDdant  if 
not  v^  choice,  because  ooly  such  as  the  woods 


la  QUg  up  cue  nowers  ro  sow  ciiouage^. 
ard  himself  was  in  holiday  array,  as 
s  wife  and  family. 

hen,  his  daughter,  incessantly  occupied 
iss,  was  sporting  all  her  finery,  as  if 
3  latent  hope  of  captivating  either  the 
mie  of  his  noble  guests — an  imagination 
berous.  with  a  glass  before  her  as  only 
mnted  for  by  the  supposition  of  some 
lary  treadiery  in  her  visual  organs  and 
ideed  would  have  been  quite  in 
e  with  their  habitually  deceitful  charac- 

their  glances  always  seemed  directed 
hen  in  reality  peering  into  the  face  of 
hbour. 

other  Hans  was  dressed  in  a  very  short 
It  of  silver  grey,  his  broad  face  ex- 
[rinningly  into  a  wider  breadth  beneath 
dense  crop  of  flaxen  hair,  as  he 
the  collation  prepared  for  the  expected 
md   the   flaxen  hair  pyramidally  sur- 

by  a  litde  green  cloth  cap  of  truly 
JEtfhion  and  exiguity,  mih  which  his 
3unted   Sunday  meerschaum  correctly 
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partially  realised  of  profiting  by  the  expected 
confusion  to  increase  his  private  store  of  dainties, 
for  he  had  already  succeeded  in  carrying  off, 
imder  the  lynx  eyes  of  the  Prau  Saucr,  a  smoked 
goose,  a  handful  of  almonds^  and  a  pot  rf 
custard. 

Johann  had  prepared  an  exhibition  of  fire- 
works, manufactured  under  his  own  direcdons, 
and  an  illumination  of  glasses  coloured  ^ 
tinted  paper,  and  which  was  to  be  of  peculiar 
brilliancy  on  account  of  a  method  of  preparing 
the  wicks  of  his  own  invention. 

Though  Johann  was  chiefly  influenced  by 
the  wish  of  receiving  his  master  (at  his  mastei^s 
own  expense)  with  a  warmth  which  might  capti- 
vate his  good-will,  still  in  the  midst  of  all  his 
anxiety  respecting  the  result  of  the  Prince's 
visit  on  his  fortunes,  he  was  gratified  at  diis 
opportunity  of  giving  his  blue-lights,  rodcets 
and  ingenious  lamps  a  fair  trial,  as  he  called  it, 
for  his  wife's  parsimony  had  never  but  once  befiw 
allowed  him  to  essay  them  during  the  last  Tiat 
of  the  late  Lord,  and  on  this  occasion  the  resait 
had  been  marked  but  not  satisfactory ;  for  the 
wicks  had  spluttered  and  exploded,  and  thefir^ 
works  had  gone  off  in  an  instantaneous  flash, 
burning  the  fingers  of  the  peasantry,  an  aocideDt 
for  which  the  benevolent  Prince  begged  Johaim 
to  remember  them,  a  recommendation  ^lich 
he  obeyed  to  the  letter,  though  not  in  the 
spirit  in  which  it  was  given. 

Johann  had  received  some  hint  firom  the 


ing  of  his  slaves  to  receive  him. 
of  the  moujiks  in  their  best  summer 
tans,  with  new  red  woollen  sashes,  in 
ere  stuck  their  axes,  looked  sullen  and 
IS,  particularly  the  older  men. 
Itarost,  the  elder  of  the  village,  a  grey 
man  of  patriarchial  aspect  was  leaning 
the  rail,  surrounded  by  a  group  who 
ing  a  sort  of  camp  dinner,  consisting  of 
ous  hunk  of  the  truffle-coloured  alumny 
I  rye-bread,  on  which  was  scattered  a 
or  of  salt. 

er,"  said  the  elder  shaking  his  head, 
ay  good  come  of  change :  we  do  live 
least,  and  there  is  com  stacked  up 
ve  can  never  want  grain  at  seed  time, 
lid  always  remember,  if  a  hungry  Lord 
\s  well  as  a  hungry  steward  that  we 
are  com  will  fetch  some  price  in  the 
so  that  we  may  be  rationed  down  to 
srast ;  and  then  if  a  crop  fails,  I  know 
ry,  for  I  have  seen  it." 
;  here  1"  said  several  voices, 
not    hftre !      I  was    bom    in   another 
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of  the  country.     Some  of  us  were  brought  bvi 
some  made  soldiers  and  crown  serfe,  and  othos 
enticed  by  the  Barons  of  prosperous  estates,  as 
I  was  here.    The  grand£sidier  of  Vasili  therebal 
just  died ;  I  was  put  on  to  his  passport,  and  so, 
though  he  is  older  than  I,  he  is  my  grandson, 
and  as  the  old  man  died   at  seventy,  and  I 
am  sixty  now,  and  that  it  happened  forty  yens 
ago,  I  am  reckoned  to  be  a  hundred  um!  tea 
years  old." 

At  this  moment  a  scout  informed  the  stewinl 
that  a  carriage  was  discernible.  The  peasants 
were  hastily  marshalled  in  order.  Johann,  ^dio 
was  determined  that  they  should  look  oonteoted 
and  happy,  had  recourse  to  the  infallible  meins 
on  which  he  had  all  along  counted,  of  distri- 
buting a  dram ;  and  where  the  dram  failed  in 
its  effect,  he  used  his  cane  lustily  to  awaken 
to  alacrity  and  cheerfulness  some  stubbornly 
sullen  moujik. 

''  Philosophy  and  religion  should  teadi  yon 
alike,  my  dear  children,  to  show  youisdrtt 
grateful  to  your  Lord,  the  son  of  your  late 
benevolent  master,  whose  heart  yearned  towards 
you,  like  my  own." 

The  carriage  drew  up ;  but  instead  of  beiog 
the  Lord,  it  was  the  Lord's  cook  and  bn 
assistant,  who  very  ruthlessly  and  conteof- 
tuously  put  the  Fi^u  Sauer's  cdlation  to  the 
rout,  Hans  hovering  round  the  retreatiDg 
dishes  like  the  Cossacks  on  the  rear  of  the 
Grande  Arm^e,  after  the  burning  ol  Moscow. 
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as  at  least  the  hour  of  arrival  was  known 
me  precision,  the  joyous  villagers  were 
led  in  the  most  appropriate  order, 
the  infinite  dd^ht  of  the  exulting 
en,  Nadeshta  was  plaged  amongst  the 
peasant  girls  who  were  to  scatter  flowers 
;heir  expected  master,  for  Johann  had 
by  Dietrich's  last  communication  the  pro- 
isgrace  into  which  Mattheus  had  fallen, 
shta's  spirit  rebelled  for  a  moment;  and 
bsorbed  in  the  thought  of  at  length 
her  brother,,  she  yielded  with  a  «gh. 
he  group  of  village  maidens  amongst 
ihe  took  her  place,  on  whom  she  had 
so  many  kindnesses  when  comparatively 
id  happy,  all  regarded  her  degradation 
disguised  and  insolent  satisfaction, 
ngth  another  doud  of  dust  came  rolling 
1  then  there  emerged  dimly  firom  it  a 
f  post-horses,  who  seemed  to  knead  it 
i&r  feet,  adding  this  pleasant  labour 
of  dragging  the  Prince's  carriage  after 


in  remarked  with  some  surprize  that 
*B  valet  was  seated  in  the  carriage 
him,    whilst  his  friend    occupied    the 


ms  true  that  both  he  and  his  servant 
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and  duty,  and  presented  his  wife  and  dau^i 
they  both — master  and  man — turned  aade  to 
ogle  the  four-and-twenty  village  maidens,  heed- 
less alike  of  the  sweetly  add  smile  into  wbidi 
Frau  Sauer  had  relaxed,  and  of  the  graces  d 
her  daughter.     Their  eyes  were  at  once  arrested 
by  the  sight  of  Nadeshta,  who  shone  amidrt 
the    group   like   a  bright   gem  in  a  heap  of 
pebbles,  or  a  rich  pearl  amongst  incrusted  shells, 
and  whose  tall  and  graceful  figure  rose,  con- 
trasting with  the  ignoble  crowd,  like  a  statdj 
swan  surrounded  by  a  flock  of  wfld  fowl 

The  lacquey,  or  at  least  he  who  wore  the 
caped  and  laced  livery  doak,  started  back  in 
some  astonishment;  while  the  Prince,  vdthoot 
deigning  any  answer  to  the  address  of  his 
steward,  asked  him  whether  that  was  not  the 
sister  of  Mattheus  ? 

"Exactly,  my  most  excellent  and  high-born 
master !" 

"  There  then  is  your  sister !"  said  the  Prince. 

The  servitor  staggered  for  an  instant,  and 
then  Nadeshta — ^who  at  this  joyful  announce- 
ment had  recognized  her  brother — opening  her 
arms  with  a  wild  exclamation  of  deUght,  he 
threw  aside  his  doak  and  rushed  into  them. 

But  as  he  threw  his  doak  aside,  Johann  had 
noticed  that  he  was  dressed  as  fiishionafalj 
as  his  master,  and  arguing  from  all  he  saw, 
that  he  had  been  induced  into  some  fiital  error 
respecting  the  disgrace  into  which  Mattheui 
was  said   to  have  fallen,  he  was  officious  in 
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he  brother  and  sister  into  the  mansion 
e  gaze  of  the  crowd. 

here/*  said  the  Prince,  "  is  my  friend, 
it  No  one  assists  him  to  alight !  My 
lint,  you  look  pale  and  faint,  and  if 
d  your  teeth  together  thus,  you  will 
)   enamel,    or  bring    on   a  lock  jaw 

and  so  saying,  he  seized  him  vi- 
by  the  arm,  as  if  to  support  him. 
:,  my  dear  friend !"  he  contmued, 
in  his  face  with  infernal  malice.  "  Look, 
sh  yourself  with  the  touching  spectacle 
leeting  of  a  long  parted   sister  and 

IS  the  Prince  spoke,  the  individual 
\  addressed  had  fixed  his  eyes  intently 
lelighted  couple;  the  blood  had  fled 
white  and  compressed  lips,  and  the 
3ied  entering  into  the  palms  of  his 
contracting  hands. 

hen  he  saw  Nadeshta  just  mounting 
pause,  and,  again  twine  her  fsir  arms 
r  brother's  neck,  he  made  a  sudden 
.  if  to  dash  forward;  but  the  Prince 
p  his  finger,  just  said  "  Beware  !'*  and 
in  he  seemed  magically  to  have  con- 
victim's  terrible  emotion,  he  looked  into 
id  laughed  a  long,  shrill,  fiend-like  laugh, 
ated  even  on  the  ears  of  Johann. 
I  reader  be  told  that  Count  Horace, 
>posed,  had  changed  places  with  Mat- 

B  3 
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"  Dearest  Mattvei  !  my  own,  ovha  brcfliff^ 
said  Nadeshta. 

"  1  have  forgotten  my  Russ  l"  stammeni 
out  Horace;  for  although  flushed  with  ira« 
and  prepared  for  the  adventure,  his  confidence 
was  gone.  He  felt  bewildered  and  doubtful  of 
his  senses  ;  for  in  the  slave  girl  he  was  strode 
to  find  the  form,  the  features,  and  expresaon  of 
that  portrait  in  Anna's  boudoir,  which  had  so 
strangely  impressed  itself  upon  his  recoDectioii 

"  Do  I  dream,"  thought  he,  "  or  am  I  into 
Gated  with  the  wine  and  heat?"  But  as  he 
looked  again,  the  more  attentively  and  cooDyhe 
examined  the  peasant  girl,  the  more  remariobk 
appeared  her  likeness — in  all  but  costume-to 
the  lady  in  that  singular  painting. 

"  Dearest  Mattvei,"  said  Nadeshta,  "  do  w 
then  once  more  meet  again?  Oh!  for  \M 
since  I  have  dreamed  of  you !  My  only  conso- 
lation has  been  the  perusal  of  your  letters,  and 
the  consciousness  of  yoiu-  affection  ;  and  now  do 
I  at  length  behold  you?  Let  me  kiss  thoK 
eyes,  so  like  my  modier's,  and  that  brow  wUcb 
was  so  much  fairer  when  we  parted,  and  tboie 
lips  which  were  then  as  smooth  as  mine  arenoir  I 
You  are  darker — very,  very  much  darker  it 
together,  my  own  brother — but  let  me  look  it 
you  and  admire  you,  and  note  how  bandfloov 
you  have  grown ;  and  oh !  how  one  can  stf 
that  your  time  has  not  been  spent  in  a  land  J 
slaves.  What  a  noble  figure !  what  an  air  of 
haughty  independence !     How  like  those  gaDtft 
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!ien  of  the  west  you  have  become — the  chival- 
ous,  the  brave,  the  wise,  the  good,  the  truthftil ! 
H  dear  Mattvei,  why  do  you  repulse  my  kisses  ? 
H^y,  do  you  bhish  at  a  fond  sister's  praises  ? 
t  is  surely  not  your  poor  Nadeshta's  slave  dress 
hames  you ;  for  since  you  came  on  such  terms 
rith  the  Lord,  you  have,  I  trust,  obtained  your 
wdom  r' 

Never  had  Horace  felt  so  utterly  ashamed  of 
imsdf  as  in  the  perfidious  deceit  which  he  was 
)  wantonly  practising;  but  his  resolution 
w  rapidly  taken.  He  nodded  assent,  and 
peanng  her  hand,  seemed  speechless  with 
notion. 

"  Oh  !"  said  Nadeshta  clasping  h^  hands  and 
)kbgup  her  gratitude.  '^  Heaven  be  praised,! 
en  he  is  free  at  last." 

•*0h !  my  brother,  *'  she  continued  surveying 
n  with  an  intense  affection  and  pride,  *'  so 
id,  and  so  brave,  and  so  beautiful — and  free ! — 
id  now  you  will  obtam  the  freedom  of  your 
(NT  Nadeshta,  and  bear  her  with  you  away  to 
eign  lands,  &r  from  the  scenes  of  our  igno- 
ny,  where  you  go  to  carve  your  fortune— far 
tm  this  land  of  petty  tyrants,  and  of  cringing 
ves,  and  of  men  false,  hollow,  and  servile — 
ay  to  the  historic  climes  of  song  and  chivalry, 
d  liberty,  and  inspiration.  Is  it  not  so,  my 
rttveir 

Again  Horace  nodded  an  assent— and  again 
>  dasped  him  in  her  arms ;  and  never  did  the 
iw  of  a  young  girl  bum  with  fevered  Mushes, 
e  that  of  the  gay  and   somewhat  licentious 
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Count,  when  thus  placed  in  the  very  aituatioDbe 
had  sought  so  eagerly. 

"  But  come, "  said  Nadeshta,  leading  him  by 
the  hand,  "  we  shall  be  interrupted  here— let  i» 
go.  Is  not  your  heart  too  full  to  speak,  MatUei, 
as  mine  has  been  so  often  with  grief? — ^But  itb 
not  so  now,  for  it  is  overflowing  with  its  joy." 

Yet  nevertheless  as  she  conducted  him  by  tbe 
hand,  some  two  hundred  paces,  a  sad  reflectioD 
stole  across  her  countenance  like  a  doud  over 
the  mid-day  sunlight. 

They  were  approaching  the  place  of  many 
groves,  and  whilst  Horace  was  gathering  heart 
to  speak  out  and  explain  the  deception  he  had 
practised,  she  led  him  to  a  shady  comer  of  the 
churchyard,  where  an  old  wooden  cross  rose  up 
from  the  rank  grass.  There  were  withering  on 
it  some  of  the  pale  wood  violets  of  autunm, 
emblematic  of  hope,  and  a  chain  of  the  stalks  of 
the  dandelion,  such  as  children  are  fond  of 
weaving,  and  which  the  slave  girl  had  musii^ 
put  together,  both  sadly  significative  of  her 
condition  and  her  prospects. 

On  this  spot,  saying  "It  is  here,  Mattvei,"8bc 
kneeled,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears ;  and  Honoe 
felt  intuitively  that  he  was  treading  on  the  grave 
of  a  mother ! 

He  too  had  a  mother  once — ^fondly  loved  and 
mouldering  in  the  cold  earth  now ;  and  ht  him 
there  was  no  human  association  so  sacred. 

It  acted  on  him  with  the  suddenness  of  ao 
exorcism ; — ^he  felt  that  it  was  sacrilege  to  stand 


ut  Dy  tne  clJiy  wnich  is  rriDiildrrmg 
r  feet,  and  by  the  spirit  wliich  looks 
us  from  above,   1   will  be  to  you  a 

not  my  brother!  not  Mattvei!" 
Nadeshta  starting  wildly  up,  and 
ck  the  hair  from  his  forehead  to  look 
'  which  should  have  marked  his  skull 
3p  indentation;  and  then  withdrawmg 
ith  a  shriek  of  loathing  and  of  horror, 
ne,"  said  Horace. 

tow  base !  how  in&mous !"  said 
-h^  eye  flashing  with  indignation  and 
turning  with  shame — "May  plague 
N  from  the  contact  of  my  lips! — 
(n  and  earth  avenge  this  foul,  unholy 
Oh  I  shame  and  infamy  to  insult  the 
lonely,  and  the  orphan  !"  and  as  she 
using  her  tall  figure,  and  stretching 
and  in  denunciation,  she  looked  a 
t  image  of  the  angry  Pythoness :  but 
nent  only  lasted  for  an  instant,  and 
3d  by  quick  re-action — ^the  colour  fled 
heek,  the  power  from  her  limbs — she 
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CHAPTER  11. 

When  a  faint  glimmering  of  reason  dawned 
upon  the  mind  of  Blanche^  in  the  midst  of  her 
fever  and  delirium,  though  she  had  no  distinct  re- 
collection of  anything,  she  felt  a  vague  and  oppres- 
sive sense  of  some  undefined  calamity.  Where 
was  Mattheus  ?  She  stretched  out  her  hand  and 
grasped  the  arm  of  an  old,  withered,  toothless 
crone,  who,  muttering  in  a  strange  language,  was 
lifting  up  a  coarse  stone  pipkin,  making  sign  for 
her  to  drink.  The  apartment — ^in  which  the  patirat 
was  stretched  on  a  mattrass  stuffed  with  the  lime- 
bark  matting — was  only  a  few  feet  square.  A  small 
open  window  let  in  a  current  of  air ;  and  in  the 
comer  were  piles  of  rusty  old  iron,  old  dothes,  and 
other  frippery. 

Nothing  could  be  more  sordid  than  the  aspect 
of  the  place.  A  door,  which  just  then  happened 
to  be  open,  gave,  through  a  long,  dark,  nanrow 
passage,  a  distant  vista  of  a  small  shop,  piled  up 
with  chains  and  heaps  of  rusty  nails,  and  bars,  and 
rods  of  iron  in  sheaves  and  bundles. 

She  turned  on  her  mattrass ;  and  lo !  on  the 
other  side  of  her  bed,  there  sat  a  stem-featured 
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long  and  grizzly  beard,  who  looked  into 
nd  read  aloud  in  a  monotonous  tone  from 
)ld  tome,  printed  in  bold  strange   char 

iras  no  sympathy  either  in  his  cold,  hard 
his  voice ;  and  if  she  could  have  under- 
passages  he  was  reading  from  the  Scrip- 
the  obsolete  Sclavonic,  she  would  have 
le  that  was  consolatory  ia  his  lugubrious 

jart  of  the  stem,  old  sectarian  was  long 

and  withered  to  all  hirnian  feelings  ;  and 

guage  had  been  intelligible  to  her,  she 

ve  been  rather  startled  than  soothed  on 

bed  by   his   quotation  of  those  parts  of 

it,   which  referred   only  to  approaching 

1  which  he  used  not  so  as  to  smooth  the 

f  the  departing  soul  by  familiarizing  it 

spect,  but  to  add  to  its  terrors  by  ming- 

it  all  that  seemed  to  imply  a  doubt  of 

tion  of  those  not   pre-elected.      Herein 

his  words    in   the    eternal   book,    Ivan 

1  was  giving  utterance  to  his  own  gloomy 

and  stem  misgivings.     But  on  the  other 

cause  he  deemed  it  his  duty — a  duty  of 

was  even  doubtful — ^he  had  taken  to  his 

home,  in  the  full  deliriiun  of  a  malignant 

iidianite  woman,  as  he  called  her. 

'etrovitch  was  miserably  poor,  because  he 

all  worldly  wealth ;    and  as  one  of  the 

rtsi,  was  peculiarly  subject  to  a  persecu- 

which  his  poverty  had  chiefly  shielded 

yet,  besides  bringing  the  pestilence  under 
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his  roof,  he  exposed  himself  voluntarily  to  the 
wrath  of  the  police  by  infringing  two  distinct  laws 
which  it  endeavours  to  enforce  with  the  utmost 
vigour. 

In  the  first  place,  as  sane  policy  demands  in  all 
countries,  he  had  no  right  to  receive  into  his  house, 
without  giving  notice  to  the  due  authorities,  a  sick 
person  in  a  contagious  fever  in  a  populous  quarter. 
And  in  the  next,  by  a  general  police  law  of  Russian 
stringency  and  severity,  no  individual  has  a  ri^t 
to  harbour  another,  even  for  one  single  night, 
without  presenting  the  passport  of  his  inmate  to 
the  police-office  to  be  inscribed ;  and  the  penalty 
is  enforced  upon  the  housekeeper.  For  every 
night  that  he  neglects  to  lay  this  information,  there 
is  a  distinct  fine :  the  police  generally  allow  these 
to  accumulate  before  they  pounce  upon  the  delin- 
quent; and,  as  a  man  so  poor  as  the  old  fanatic, 
would  have  been  unable  to  pay  it,  he  would  have 
been  punished  by  corporal  chastisement,  and  incar- 
ceration doubly  prolonged,  on  account  of  his  being 
noted  as  a  dissenter  in  the  black-book  of  the 
police-office  of  his  quarter. 

But  Ivan  Petrovitch  braved  this  danger  as  he 
braved  the  contagion.  He  tended  the  patient  with 
unremitting  attention,  if  with  a  stony,  solemn 
indifference ;  and  as  his  religious  duties  added  to 
the  scanty  business  of  his  store,  and  the  hours  of 
indispensable  sleep  occupied  some  portion  of  his 
time,  he  had  engaged  the  old  hag,  a  fdlow* 
sectarian,  to  relieve  him,  and  to  pay  her  the 
miserable  pittance  for  this  duty,  tluree  days  in 
every  week  did  the  peniuy  of  Ivan  Petrovitch  oblige 
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abstain  even  from  his  coarse,    habitual 

bhis  was  one  of  those  days  of  abstinence 
,  as  he  said,  "  he  drank  the  waters  of  the 

satisfy  the  cravings  of  his  body,  and  ate 
"ead  of  eternal  life  to  satisfy  his  soul." 

is  delirious  again,"  muttered  the  crone, 
e  over  soon.  TTiey  will  lay  her  in  the  earth 
xt  Sunday,  young  and  dainty  as  she  is !" 
kest  thou  so?"  said  the  old  man,  shutting 
)ook,  and  casting  up  his  eyes  in  pious 
*  And  thou  shouldst  know  who  watchest  so 
)arting ! — ^who  better?  Oh,  Lord !  when 
sase  thee  to  call  thy  weary  servitor?  Here 
sinful  daughter  of  the  sons  of  men,  thy 
ly  knoweth  whither !  And  I,  who  am  of 
,  still  tarry;  whilst  Abraham's  bosom  is 
receive  one  of  thy  chosen  people !" 
h  Blanche  was  in  so  dangerous  a  condition, 
lost  was  too  determined  a  predestinarian 
to  medicine,  so  that  her  malady  was  left 
to  nature.  But  this  first  lucid  interval 
My  short  duration ;  for,  bewildered  by  the 
and  her,  and  by  the  stem  aspect  of  her 
lurses,  her  brain  speedily  began  again  to 

ngth  the  ravings  of  the  sick  woman 
iwakened  the  attention,  and  aroused 
don  of  his  neighbours,  Ivan  Petrovitch, 
scrupulously  true  to  the  trust  he  had 
sn,  resolved  to  remove  her  to  a  place  of 
icurity.  Now,  none  but  a  very  few  of 
lan's  persuasion  could  have  been  induced 
ake  such  a  charge ;  and  if  they  had  been 
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willing  to  do  so,  those  in  the  dty  oould  have  found 
no  means  of  concealment  better  than  his  own. 
— ^Beyond  the  walls  of  his  dwelling,  Ivan  Petro- 
vitch  could  only  bethink  him  of  one  of  his  brethren, 
a  brickmaker,  quite  as  austere  and  fanatical  as 
himself;  but  then  the  brickmaker  had  long  since 
fallen  away  from  the  orthodox  principles  of  the 
old  faith,  or  at  least  was  reputed  to  have  done  so, 
though,  as  it  was  to  depart  quite  as  widely  from 
the  hateful  tenets  of  the  dominant  church,  he  was 
regarded  rather  as  a  schismatic  than  a  heretic— 
rather  as  one  of  the  elect  who  had  strayed  firom 
the  fold,  than  as  one  predestined  to  perdition.  For 
his  own  part,  the  brickmaker  still  anxiously  heU 
out  a  hand  to  the  uncompromising  votaries  of  the 
faith  from  which  he  contended  that  he  had  not 
swerved,  whilst  they  would  neither  listen  to,  nx 
discuss  the  obscure  metaphysical  abstractions  in 
which  his  uncultivated  mind  had  become  entangled. 
But  he  was  still  anxious  to  conciliate  them — 
persuaded  that  whene\'er  he  could  prevail  upaa 
them  to  listen  to  him,  he  should  convince — and  he 
was  just  an  enthusiast  of  their  own  stamp,  who 
would  set  at  defiance  all  inconvenience  and  danger 
in  anything  he  undertook. 

Anxious  to  oblige  Ivan  Petrovitch,  he  did  agree 
to  undertake  the  charge ;  and  then,  drawing  forth 
a  well-thumbed  volume,  he  tried  whether  gratitude 
would  not  induce  Ivan  to  listen. 

''  Brother  Ivan  Petrovitch,  just  listen  to  this 
one  comment." 

The  stem,  impracticable,  old  sectarian  rose  up 
abruptly : 

"  That  book  wants  no  comment." 
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hear  me  just  explain  according  to  the 

our  fitthers/' 
I  thee  well  l-'  said  the  dealer  in  old  iron ; 

no  ears  to  lend  thee :  if  it  be  old  and 
1  I  know  it ;  and  if  it  be  new,  then  be 
(e    of   folly    and    of   perdition    on   thy 

r  have  eyes  and  see  not,  they  have  ears  and 
"  said  the  brickmaker,  as  his  visitor  retired, 
far  these  men  knew  each  other,  that,  their 
e  passed,  Ivan  Petrovitch  caused  the  wife 
eus  to  be  committed  to  his  charge,  in  the 
lenoe  that  she  would  nevertheless  be  re- 
ind  the  other  received  her  almost  plague- 
as  she  might  be  said  to  be. 
LfOrd  has  sent  me  the  pestilence!"  ex- 
he  brickmaker  ;  "  and  sent  by  him,  I  give 
le/' 

Blanche  again  awoke  to  consciousness,  it 
'  a  long  period  of  utter  insensibility  from 
;  and  even  then,  thoi^h  restored  to  the 
1  of  her  intellectual  faculties,  such  was 
lity,  that  she  had  not  strength  even  to 
r  arm,  or  to  raise  her  voice  so  as  to  utter 
iilate  sound.  She  was  stretched  upon  a 
around  her,  on  three  sid^,  was  perfect 
;  but  the  fourth  showed  h^,  through  a 
aperture,  a  dim,  red,  sullen  glare,  in  the 
which  strange  figures  flitted  to  and  fix), 
roke  upon  her  ear  a  low,  monotonous 
md  at  intervals  the  sounds  of  the  scourge, 
lied  by  groans  and  stifled  cries, 
of  the  figures  that  hovered  about  in  the 
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red  light,  were  those  of  gaunt,  emadated  mcB, 
stripped  to  the  middle  ;  others  seemed  those  o( 
women,  also  naked  to  the  waist — some  having 
arms  and  busts  in  all  the  proportions  of  beauty, 
others  in  hideously  distorted  parody  of  the  form  of 
women,  the  pendent  breasts  being  thrown  bd[ 
over  the  shoulders,  but  all  alike  supporting  on  the 
latter,  heads  black,  shapeless,  and  demon-like  in 
their  aspect. 

The  terrific  idea  seized  the  imaginatioQ  of 
Blanche  that  she  was  dead,  and  that  these  were 
the  shades  of  the  departed  around  her ;  and  then,  the 
light  becoming  gradually  extinct,  and  all  these  voices 
— aftcT  joining  in  a  low  and  mournful  chorus- 
subsiding  into  unbroken  silence,  the  thought  flashed 
across  her  brain  that  she  was  perhaps  doomed  to 
eternal  darkness  and  immobility ;  and  under  the 
influence  of  this  awful  imagination,  it  began  to 
wander  again.  In  vain  she  attempted  to  utters 
prayer ;  in  vain  to  call  upon  the  name  of  Mattheus; 
and  thus  she  relapsed  into  unconsciousness.  Bat 
for  this,  she  might  have  seen,  a  few  minutes  after- 
wards, the  red  flame  blaze  up  again  more  brightlf, 
and  shew  by  its  increased  light  that  these  were  sD 
human  beings  assembled  in  a  rude  log  cabin. 

The  men  seemed,  mostly  by  their  long  beards 
and  the  cut  of  their  hair,  to  be  peasants  or  tnukffi 
though  one  or  two,  by  their  shaven  chins  and  soi 
portions  of  their  usual  attire  as  they  still  i«^ 
appeared  to  be  of  superior  rank. 

The  women,  who  were  barefooted,  trod,  like  the 
men,  over  the  sharp  flints  of  the  floor ;  and  their 
faces  were  masked  with  hoods  of  blade  doth,  10^ 
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some  of    the   religious    orders   of   the 
church. 

thelesSy  it  was  easy  to  distinguish  amongst 
similar  diflference  of  caste.  The  peasant 
vere  mostly  betrayed,  either  by  the  disgust- 
brmatioD  so  common  among  the  Russian 
of  their  dass,  or  by  the  unconcern  with 
ey  trod  over  the  shards  and  pebbles  to  which 
>my  feet  were  insensible ;  whilst  the  peni- 
superior  rank  could  only  move  in  agony. 
J  was  one  in  particular  whose  tender  feet 
it  and  bleeding  ;  she  too,  drew,  like  the 
at  a  given  signal,  a  garment  woven  of 
)rickly  horse-hair,  over  her  back  and  shoul- 
n  and  scarred  by  the  scourge,  but  which 
n  left  carefully  intact  wherever  they,  were 
,  when  she  wore  a  low-bodied  dress ;  for 
ascetic  frequented  the  court  assemblies,  and 
nd  balls,  it  being  one  of  the  rules  of  this 
society,  that  its  members  should  continue 
w   all   the  usual   habits  of  their  walk  of 

ng  this  assemblage,  the  brickmaker  was 
y  regarded  as  the  spiritual  chief,  the  minister 
bet:  and  it  is  time  to  inform  the  reader 
mche  had  been  carried  for  security  into  the 
rf  the  conventicle  of  one  of  those  secret 
bich  of  late  years  have  been  springing  up 
ishrooms  in  the  Russian  empire,  and  are 
liscovered  and  silently  suppressed  by  the 
il  government.  Although  a  very  small 
of  those  in  existence  are  supposed  to  be 
out — for  naturally  all  the  arts  of  the  police 
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in  gathering  information  must  fail  with  men  «l* 
compare  with  every  threat  tlie  eternal  terrors  w 
which  indiscretion  threatens  them,  and  weigh  co 
temptuously  every  bribe  with  the  immortal  rend 
which  they  anticipate — still,  even  those  discovmi 
have  of  late  years  augmented  to  an  extent  ivloch 
would  immediately  alarm  the  government  if  they 
had  any  correspondence  or  connexion  widi  eadi 
other. 

They  appear,  on  the  contrary,  to  be  totally  dis- 
tinct, and  to  embrace  not  only  in  a  few  instances 
tenets  of  austere  and  gloomy  piety,  but  in  the 
majority  of  cases  the  most  opposite  and  unheard-of 
extravagances  of  doctrine  and  of  practice.  AH 
that  the  human  mind  can  conceive  of  most  outn- 
geous  and  revoltingly  horrible  in  the  wildest  abem- 
tions  of  insanity,  has  been  brought  to  light  in  soar 
of  these  recently  discovered  sects  in  the  Rusnn 
(*mpire ;  and  in  fact,  in  any  attempt  to  describe  the 
most  remarkable  of  these  associations  of  iiioatics, 
the  pen  of  fiction  would  find  itself  stopped  short  on 
the  blushing  page  at  the  very  commencement  of  i 
narrative  which  should  attempt  to  pourtray  theiAole 
truth,  as  well  as  to  keep  within  its  limits. 

There  are  even  well-informed  Russians  who  look 
upon  this  recent  and  increasing  tendency  as  thnt- 
ening  more  proximate  and  great  changes  Asm  UK 
other  existing  influence,  and  who  argue  a  more  im- 
minent, inst^  of  a  diminished  dfuiger  finom  the 
disconnexion  of  these  sects,  alleging  reasons  epitom- 
ized in  the  metaphor,  which  compares  them  to 
the  fungi,  poisonous,  and  rank,  and  slimy,  though 
of  different  aspects,  properties,  and  tribes,  wUch, 
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identity  of  root  or  parent  seed,  all  spring 
n  the  rottenness  of  the  prostrate  tree,  from 
)ark  they  take  their  parasitic  growth, 
found  demoralization  of  society,  and  the 
nee  of  the  national  church,  are  supposed 
to  give  involuntary  birth  to  these  dicidences 
^  so  monstrous. 
^  be  said  indeed,  that  of  late  years  there 

no  great,  or  at  least  no  proportionate  in- 
1  the  universal  corruption  and  venality; 
to  this  a  lamentable  truth  is  objected,  that 
wed  organization  and  centralization  of  the 
eign  have  enabled  oppression  to  pervade 
5  fabric  of  society,  restricting  even  that 
•ty  which  the  most  ruthless  tyranny,  unless 
es  this  knowledge,  can  never  prevent  be- 
very  intervals  of  upraising  its  remorseless 
leal  the  blow. 

is  respect  Russia,  not  many  years  ago, 
emblcd  Turkey,  where  the  rapacity,  the 
and  ferocity  of  rulers  being  untutored, 
allow  them  to  do  more  than   strike  and 

and  all  over  its  provinces,  rights,  privi- 
l  liberties,  only  occasionally  violated,  have 
amidst  its  heterogeneous  population.  But 
years,  eidxqrtion  and  oppression,  without 
atly  ino'eased,  have  learned  so  much  more 

and  intimately  to  penetrate  into  every 
ess,  that  the  yoke  has  become  more  be- 

and  intolerable;  and  as  men  are  wont, 
ir  condition  becomes  hopelessly  degraded, 
)eir  consolations  at  the  foot  of  the  altar, 
le  Russian :  but  then,  if  he  is  at  all  of 
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inquiring  mind,  and  rise  above  the  gross  supersti- 
tions— which  the  tenets  of  the  Greek  church  cannot 
be  said  to  authorize,  but  into  which  its  practice  in 
Russia  has  degenerated — ^hesees  the  religion  pre^ 
siding  at  that  altar,  at  whose  foot  he  has  taken 
refuge — so  fer  from  being  able  to  afford  him  hope 
or  protection — hand-bound,  and  suffering  itsd( 
whilst  a  booted  soldier  bestrides  its  neck,  and 
guides  with  iron  grasp  the  hand  professing  to  hold 
the  keys  of  Heaven. 

The  sectarians  over  whom  the  brickmaker  was 
presiding  in  the  lonely  and  abandoned  hut — ^isolated 
in  the  midst  of  wood  and  morass — where  they  were 
holding  their  weekly  meeting,  would,  if  discovered, 
have  been  classed  between  the  Bespopoftchina^  on 
account  of  their  neglect  of  all  the  ceremonial  of 
religion,  and  the  Doukobortsi^  on  account  of  their 
strange  practices ;  the  mysterious  tenets  of  the 
latter  causing  the  vulgar  to  attribute  to  them  forms 
and  doctrines  the  most  contradictory,  so  that  they 
be  only  wild  and  extravagant. 

And  thus  it  happens  that,  with  some  of  these 
known — though  vaguely  known,  persuasions — are 
incessantly  confounded  all  those  original  and  inde- 
pendent sects  which  fill  up  innumerable  shades  of 
difference  betwixt  a  faith  dictated  by  austere  and 
gloomy  self-denial,  and  others  which— degenerating 
into  a  horrible  consecration  of  infamy — appear  to 
have  been  conceived  by  some  morbid  inversion  of 
the  human  brain  during  the  ravings  of  insanity. 

The  assemblage  to  which  the  reader  has  been 
introduced  consisted  of  the  votaries  of  a  belief  into 
whose  dreamy  tenets  we  will  not  enter,  but  which 
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a  form  of  worship  and  rites  which  were 
ized  by  an  almost  Trappist  severity, 
dtemate  intervals  of  silence  and  of  prayer, 
vds  taken  up  in  the  centre  of  the  apart- 
d  exhibited  an  oblong  hole.  The  females 
Dgregation  now  came  forward,  two  at  a 
L€^  with  spades,  and  di^  away  at  it  amidst 
ed  prayers  of  the  rest  for  several  minutes, 
n  relieved  by  two  more  in  succession  till 
Iged  to  be  sufficiently  deep, 
he  elder  or  prophet,  or  whatever  they  styled 
rickmaker,  seated  himself  on  the  mound 
thrown  up,  letting  his  feet  fall  into  the 
)r  it  was  a  grave — and,  thus  seated,  he 
f  to  the  enthusiasm  which  his  hearers 
1  inspiration,  and  to  the  flow  of  which 
ned  with  devout  attention, 
ind  there,  from  the  wildest  metaphysical 
mixed  up  with  quotations  from  Scripture 
arly  fiitbers — and  all  incoherently  strung 
with  a  grotesque  and  yet  startling  elo- 
-it  might  have  been  gathered  that  he 
matter  and  spirit  as  in  an  incessant  state 
oism,  and  that  it  was  only  when  the  spirit 
3  entirely  fi'eed  from  the  trammels  of  mat- 
ts  consequent  individuality — ^that  it  should, 
ad  perhaps  after  being  linked  to  the  flesh 
many  successive  lives,  succeed  in  disen- 
self  for^ever  from  material  corruption,  and 
rards,  like  the  air-bubbles  disengaged  from 
3ol,  to  be  absorbed  into  the  one  pure  and 
divisible  element  from  which  it  had  been 
separated.  He  looked  on  individuality  as 
nu  c 
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the  root  of  sin,  and  as  distinctive  of  matter — the 
great  arch-fiend  with  which  he  called  on  them 
incessantly  to  battle. 

Some  terrible  mortification  or  penance  his  flpd 
were  called  on  daily  to  undergo,  in  order  to  regain, 
by  this  retaliation  on  the  body  and  the  feeluigs, 
the  \dctory  from  matter  triumphing  through  sin. 

One  by  one,  the  penitents  came  up,  and  kneeling, 
with  their  hands  between  his  knees,  confessed  aloud 
their  faults,  and  glorying  in  their  sdf-inflicted  mor- 
tifications. 

It  was  strange  to  hear  a  slave's  wife  ransack  her 
past  life,  to  bring  to  light  its  coarsest  features,  and 
then  to  hear  the  court  lady  detailing  to  the  rude 
brickmakcr  her  catalogue  of  dazzling,  hideous  sins. 

"  Here, "  said  the  enthusiast,  pointing  to  the 
grave,  "  here,  to-morrow  at  midnight,  we  wtR  meet 
over  the  body  of  our  departed  sister — ^this  night  our 
l)rethren  are  snatching  it  from  the  cemetery  of  the 
children  of  the  benighted ! — Her*s  was  a  happs' 
fate — but  as  she  died  from  the  fever,  they  have 
buried  her  remains  in  lime — ^this  must  not  be — 
too  long,  too  long  she  suffered  from  the  day  that 
clogged  her  spirit — the  w^orm  and  slow  corruption 
must  avenge  upon  that  body  her  so  long  imprisoned 
spirit — and  we,  my  fellow-sufFerers,  must  enjoy  the 
spectacle  of  this  our  victory  over  the  flesh." 

^'  Lives  yet  the  woman  fit)m  whom  she  caught 
the  malady  ?" 

"  She  lives,"  said  one  of  the  sisters,  ap{Ht)aching 
Blanche  and  putting  her  hand  upon  her  heart. 

"  Whoso  turn  is  it  now  to  nurse  her  ?"  said  the 
Prophet. 
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/'  answered  one  of  the  hooded  females. 
St  thou   still  the  pestilence?"  said  the 

mgcr,"  replied  the  sister.     "  If  the  fever 

inll  open  my  arms  to  receive  it  as  doth 

room  to  the  bride." 

shalt  not  watch  her.  Fearest  thou  ?"  said 

g  to  another. 

lis — the  fair  and  high-bom  lady,  with  the 

xiing  feet,  replied,  "  Not  for  myself,  if  I 

in  and  watch  her  'till  she  dies.    But  oh  ! 

at  the  idea  of  going  back,  and  carrying  the 

th  me  to  those  I  love." 

thou  shalt  nurse  her,  and  go  back  unto 
1  k)vest." 

that  is  beyond  my  strength !"  exclaimed 
enitent  in  an  agony. 

t !"  replied  the  Prophet,  "  the  greater 
e  intimate  the  terrors  and  mortifi- 
e  greater  the  victory !  The  imprisoned 
>mes  like  the  external  body,  callous  and 
1  there  is  no  point  on  which  you  can 
n  ;  and  then,  as  it  were,  a  nerve  is  sud- 
i  bare  all  sensitive  and  full  of  feeling,  and 
€t  this  opportunity  of  trampling  on  the 
Cned  down  and  recite  again  aloud  the  sin 

thou  hast  fought  so  valiantly  to  be  ab- 
id  think  on  that  ethereal  particle  whose 
m  thou  wishest  so  to  achieve." 
ster  knelt  at  her  confession,  and  then,  an 
Twards,  when  all  the  congregation  had 

she  was  sitting  by  the  side  of  Blanche, 
wan  hand  in  her's  and  tending  her,  not 

c  2 
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only  to  brave  a  danger  in  compensation  of  an  equal 
amount  of  guilt  in  the  stem  spirit  of  her  sect,  but 
with  all  the  pity  and  affection  of  a  sister. 

When  Blanche  again  recovered  her  senses,  no- 
thing tended  more  to  soothe  and  prevent  them  from 
wandering  sigain  than  the  soft  face   bending  over 
her,  and  the  gentle  voice  addressing  her  in  a  lan- 
guage she  coudd  understand.     By  degrees  the  whole 
of  the  scene,  which  had  shaken  her   so  terribly, 
recurred  to  her  recollection,  and  she  came  agaio 
to  understand  how  cruelly  all  her  hopes  had  been 
wrecked  in  her  husband, — the  craven,  and  the  slave, 
whom  her  own  imagination  had  travestied  into  the 
hero, — and  who,  working.upon  her  inexperience  and 
devotion,  had  selfishly  dragged  her,  Blajiche  Morti- 
mer, the  List  noble  scion  of  a  house  of  ancestral 
glories — innocent  and  unsuspecting,  and  spotless  in 
her  purity,  down  into  the  most  ignominious  depths 
of  degradation;  and   then,  even  her  indignation 
gave  way  to  involuntary  anxiety,  and  her  cxmtempt 
was  soflening  into  pity,  when  on  the  bench  beside 
her  she  recognized  the  handwriting  of  a  note  pinned 
to  an  old  shabby  cloak;  for  in  the  course  of  her  remo^ 
\'al  from  one  place  to  another,  her  soft  and  costly 
shawls  of  Cashmere  had  been  stolen,  but  the  spoilt 
who  was  no  other  than  Vasili, — ^with  the  super- 
stitious respect  of  the  lower  order  of  Russians  for  all 
letters — had  attached  it  to  the  garments  he  had 
substituted  for  her  own. 

Blanche  asked,  with  all  the  energy  which  her 
feeble  voice  allowed,  for  the  letter,  which  she  could 
not  reach,  and  which,  when  handed  to  her,  she 
perused  with  eager  excitement.    It  was  as  fblkms : 
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THE  LETTER  OF  MATTHEUS. 

ly  conceivable  degree  of  temptation  could 
lalliation — if  any  conceivable  magnitude  of 
could  offer  an  atonement  for  a  crime  like 
rards  you,  then  I  might  plead  such  a 
n,  such  a  punishment ;  and  I  appeal  to 
le  solemn  voice  of  one  who  will  never  see 

on  this  side  of  the  grave.  I  invoke  the 
g  love  which  tempted  me,  and  the  mad- 
om  which  parts  me  from  you  in  extenuation 
ilt. 

sons  of  light,  when  they  took  to  their 
he  daughters  of  men,  were  never  tempted 

tempted,  and  Cain,  when  he  wandered 
le  with  his  remorse,  had  not  in  his  heart 
ktion  gnawing  mine  !  for  Cain  had  not 
'en  out  of  such  a  paradise  as  I  have  been. 
Qiow  that  I  go,  in  mercy  hear  me  plead  in 
icholy  hope  of  pity  and  forgiveness,  a  hope 
N  will  be  my  only  solace.  That  I,  slave  as 
)uld  have  loved  you,  was  only  what  would 
;ain  if  the  past  were  present.  It  was  no 
fiiult  when  you  were  so  loveable,  than  it 
lat  the  Sim  shines  when  it  dazzles  our 

its  light  and  radiance ;  but  where  I  was 
as,  in  daring  to  liuk  your  fate  to  mine,  in 
\.  deceive  you — ^it  is  true  that  with  the 
thought  that  you  would  share  it— I  had 
bted  of  carving  out  a  name  that  even  you 

have  blushed  to  own.  I  should  have 
rst  and  have  wooed  you  afterwards :  but 

sanguine  hopes  too  fatally  persuaded — 
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you   smiled — and  I  was  lost — I    committed  the 
crime  of  securing  you  before  my  fortunes. 

''  But  time  presses.  Let  me  at  least  live  on  in 
the  knowledge  that  you  are  not  ignorant  of  the 
expiation. 

''  Blanche!  dear  Blanche  !  whose  name,  mixed  with 
excruciating  memories,  my  lips  willhourly  pronounce 
till  death,  but  which  from  me  will  never  meet  your 
eye  or  ear  again.  Dear  Blanche !  I  have  found 
strength  to  live  a  life  more  painful  than  a  thousand 
deaths — a  life  of  unimaginable  humiliations,  to 
free  you  from  the  degradation  to  which  /  must 
bow. 

"  When  you  recover,  as  something  whispers  me 
you  will,  all  is  prepared  for  your  escape. 

''Vasili  Petrovitch  holds  in  sao^  trust  the 
whole  of  your  fortune — as  for  the  ignominious  ties 
which  still  attach  you  to  the  slave,  these  Blanche^ 
dear  Blanche,  will  be  soon  dissevered. 

"  And  then,  when  that  last  wrong  has  ceased 
with  my  life,  when  you  have  heard  all  that  I  endured 
whilst  enduring  for  your  safety — when  you  have 
heard  all  that  I  dared,  to  avert  your  contempt — 
then  Blanche — for  the  last  time,  dear  Blanche^ 
perhaps  your  gentle  heart,  forgetful  of  all  these 
injuries,  may  deign  one  tender  recoDection  to  the 
memory  of 

"  Mattheus." 

When  Blanche  had  read  the  letter  through,  the 
fevered  brightness  of  her  eyes  was  dimmed  by  tears ; 
and  just  then  she  experienced,  as  she  moved,  an 
indescribable  sensation,  which  caused  the  Uood  to 
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3  tumultuously  towards  her  temples  from  her 
t,  as  all  the  violence  of  her  returning  love 
dn  expanding,  seemed  to  chase  it  towards  the 
— ^Blanche  had  just  felt  that 

She  held  within 

A  second  principle  of  hfe, 

\if  if  she  should  die  now 

Would  dose  its  little  being  without  light. 
And  go  down  to  the  grave  unborn,  wherein 
Bloesom  and  bough  lie  withered  in  one  blight. 

Bath  struggled  with  life  for  many  hours,  and 
iwhile  the  pale  sister  watched  and  prayed. 
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CHAPTER  III. 

"  If  my  memory  serves  me  righ%,"  said  the 
Prince,  "  you  are  the  man  who  formerly  so  much 
took  my  father's  fancy  with  your  inventioDS  fir 
converting  silver  roubles  into  old  lumbering  iron." 

"They  were  intended,  high-born  Sir/'  ref&A 
the  steward,  "  to  convert  old  iron  into  ^ver 
roubles." 

"Intended  perhaps,"  replied  the  Prince;  "brf 
I  am  afraid  that  the  intent  and  the  effect  of 
most  of  the  projects  which  my  fether  patronised, 
and  which  you  presided  over,  were  often  at  variance. 
I  have  vague  memories  of  machines  constnicted 
to  raise  water,  which  only  raised  the  wind,  and 
that  at  the  expense  of  my  worthy  progenitor,  of 
all  sorts  of  wheels  and  engines  intended  to  draw 
the  gold  out  of  those  unlucky  mines,  and  which 
only  ended  in  drawing  it  out  of  his  pocket  to  sink 
it  in  them.  Yes,  I  am  afraid  that  what  all  that 
sort  of  thing  is  intended  for  is  often  at  variance 
with  what  it  accomplishes." 

"You  are  right,  my  honoured  Lord,"  said 
Johann;  "philosophy  teaches  us  the  unoertaintf 
of  all  things;  and  you  speak  with  such   critical 
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%e  of  the  subject,  that  I  think  you  must 
^e  medianics  your  favourite  study." 
U  flatter/'  replied  the  Prince, 
't  I/'  continued  the  steward ;  "  philosophy 
aD  recourse  to  arts  so  futile ;  but  allow  me 
rve,  that  if  you  should  judge  fit  to  continue 
^on  of  the   steam-nulls  which   my  late 
id  lord  commenced — " 
[  do/'  replied  the  Prince,  "  I  promise  you  I 
lember  you." 

u  make  me  proud  and  happy." 
nil  remember,  considering  all  your  successes, 
refidly  to  avoid  your  assistance." 
m  smiled  faintly. 

t  though  I  have  not  made  either  mechanism 
sophy  my  peculiar  study,  there  is  another 
of  knowledge  to  which,  besides  great 
aptitude,  I  have  devoted  unremitting  atten- 
fnean  the  science  of  arithmetic,  of  figures 
ounts." 

his,  the  faint  smile  changed  to  a  visible 
on  of  countenance. 
XT  deeply  lamented  father,"  conunenced  the 

ply  lamented,  I  dare  say,"  continued  Ivan ;  * 
uppose  you  do  deeply  lament  him." 
m  nodded  assent,  and  then  replied : 
losophy,  my  honoured  Lord,  has,  however, 
>nsoled  me  for  his  loss ;  and  the  happiness 
(ig  such   a  successor  has  done  the  rest, 
eply  lamented  father—  then  as  I  was  saying, 
)ul  overflowed  with  kindness  and  philan- 
-your  deeply  lamented  father,   my  high 
c  3 
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weQ-bom  Lord,  sought  only  to  have  his  estates 
benevolently  administered." 

'^  And  so  he  chose  you,"  said  the  IVinoe,  "  to 
whose  natural  disposition  his  own  ideas  were  so 
congenial." 

'^I  humbly  hope  so,"  replied  Johann. 

"  But  now  look  you/'  said  Isaakoff,  '*  every  man 
to  his  taste ;  he  was  master  then,  and  I  am  now. 
I  am  more  of  a  satanic  than  of  an  angelic  temper. 
I  am  a  stem  misanthropist,  who  want  to  have  mj 
peasants  governed  harshly,  malevolently,  diabdi- 
cally.  I  want  a  steward  who  will  squeeze  them  as 
dry  as  a  grape-husk,  and  that  I  fear  will  not  suit 
you." 

*'  My  Lord,"  said  Johann,  looking  very  hard  in 
the  Prince's  impenetrable  face,  "  my  Lord,  if  such 
were  the  orders  I  received  fix>m  an  honoured 
master,  I — I  could  look  very  sharp  after  them 
too." 

Here   Horace   suddenly    walked   out   into  die 
verandah  to  conceal  a  burst  of  laughter. 
'    ''  A  useful  man  of  all  work,"  observed  Isaakoff. 
'*  I  have  one  word  more  to  say,  and  then  you  may 
go  for  the  present." 
•      "  I  listen,  my  Lord." 

"  You  win  manage,  if  you  please,  that  Nadeshte 
may  live  in  the  house  for  the  present  on  the 
same  terms  as  in  my  father's  time.  Yon  will  send 
to  Moscow  or  take  her  thither,  and  see  that  she  is 
supplied,  regardless  of  cost,  with  all  that  is  required 
for  the  toilet.  I  wish  her  to  keep  us  company,  and 
I  do  not  wish  her  temper  to  be  rufBed ;  for,  if  I 
judge  aright,  she  has  a  will  of  her  own." 
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''  Indeed  she  has,  my  Lord ;  and  what  woman 
as  not?  But  I  need  not  teQ  you,  who  know  as 
^  as  I  do,  that,  though  by  dint  of  starvation. 
Eld  the  lash,  and  labour,  we  can  keep  our  male 
laves  in  tolerable  order — the  women  sometimes 
loonigibly  resist  all  our  efforts,  setting  punish- 
lent  utterly  at  defiance." 

**  I  am  fully  sensible  of  it ;  but  you  wilL  also 
e  jrieased  to  let  her  understand  that  her  brother's 
w^ent  will  depend  upon  her  own  amiability; 
NT  the  present,  I  have  dismissed  him  from  personal 
ttendance  on  myself.  When  you  go  to  Moscow 
Mnorrow,  you  will  repair  to  Madame  A's,  the 
lifliner,  where  you  are  to  pay  the  bills  of  that 
med  Italian  singer." 

"Nadeshta  is  certainly  very  beautiful,  if  I  dared 
bierve  thus  much,"  said  the  steward,  who  thought 
uningly  to  sound  whether  she  were  likely  to  rise 
1  the  Lord's  favour ;  "  and,  though  she  be  wilful, 
9  accomplishments,  her  education,  and  her 
turners,  as  I  have  heard  say,  are  quite  those  of  a 
ftJat.lady." 

**And  now  I  remember,"  continued  the  Prince, 
iSrecdy  answering  the  remark  made  by  Johann, 
^findn  you  see  Madame  A — ,  you  will  inquire 
Mher  she  still  pays  as  liberally  as  of  old  for 
Btfy  apprentices,  either  for  sale  or  hire ;  and  you 
c  what  she  will  give  for  Nadeshta  three  months 
Qoe,  with  her  beauty,  manner,  and  accomplish- 
snts ;  and  remind  the  good  lady  that  my  former 
ilings  with  her  will  enable  me  to  judge  pretty 
3iirately  what  advantage  she  will  derive  from 
di  a  purchase." 
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"I  understand  you,  my  Lord,"  said  Johann, 
with  a  sort  of  twinkle  of  the  eye^  which  almost 
amounted  to  a  wink. 

"  Is  your  right  eye  convulsivdy  affected  V^  in- 
quired the  Prince. 

''Oh  dear  me,  no,"  said  the  steward,  again 
looking  gravely  respectful. 

"  I  have  another  observation  to  make.  Ptay 
let  the  female  part  of  the  service  of  the  house  be 
done  by  cleanly  and  good-looking  wenches,  if  you 
can  find  any  in  my  villages.  I  do  not  like  to  be 
meeting  at  every  step  with  all  imaginable  vaiiedes 
of  iemalc  ugliness  and  distortion.  You  will  send 
away  from  under  this  roof  all  that  I  have  yet  met 
beneath  it.  There  is,  for  instance,  that  little  bi 
woman,  with  a  face  like  the  back  of  a  ^measly  pig, 
and  a  sour  expression  animating  it,  like  the  sauces 
of  your  German  kitchen — ^all  lard  and  vinegar. 
WTio  is  she  ?" 

"  That,  my  Lord,"  said  Johann,  "  is  my  wife." 

Isaakoff  knew  it. 

"  I  pity  you,"  said  he. 

Johann  sighed. 

"  And  then,"  continued  the  Prince,  "  there  is  a 
female,  dressed  in  all  the  colours  of  the  rainbow, 
— exceedingly  like  her — ^who  behaves  atrociously 
to  me." 

"Toyou,  my  Lord?" 

"  She  squints  at  me  hideously." 

"Oh!  that  is  my  daughter,"  said  Johann, 
naively. 

"Your  daughter,  is  it? — then  as  she  is  so 
nearly  related  to  a  person  I  esteem  so  profoundly, 
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le  must  also  remain.  Perhaps  you  will,  however, 
^ntrive  that  she  shall  either  keep  out  of  my  way, 
ikss  she  will  wear  a  black  patch  over  one  eye ; 
r  it  makes  me  nervous  to  see  her  open  a  cross- 
■e  with  them/' 

''If  she  has  the  misfortune  to  displease  my 
moured  master — " 
"That  will  do  ;  now  go,  Johann." 
In  dispensing  with  the  services  of  Mattheus,  his 
laster,  too  acute  an  observer  not  to  see  exactly 
here  he  wounded,  had  done  so,  because  he  felt 
lat  continuing  his  slave  in  the  menial  service 
)  which  he  had  degraded  him,  would  be  but  a 
ight  addition  to  an  infliction  to  which,  amidst 
»  many  other  causes  of  uneasiness,  he  must  be 
)w  becoming  callous. 

The  Prince,  who  had  always  been  addicted  to 
gh  play,  had,  by  an  extraordinary  run  of  iU-luck, 
$t  so  largely  to  his  present  guest,  that  Horace 
d  considered  that  he  could  not  discontinue  play- 
5  as  long  as  he  was  so  considerably  the  winner, 
ight  after  night,  they  had  therefore  continued, 
orace's  luck  only  occasionally  ebbing  to  return  in 
stronger  and  more  determined  tide. 
At  length,  the  extent  of  his  winnings  was  so 
ormous,  as  to  cause  him  uneasiness  and  restraint, 
lich  tended  to  make  him  feel  that  it  was  neither 
reeable  to  remain,  nor  delicate  for  him  to  leave, 
DUgh  Isaakoff  interpreted  his  embarrassment  into  a 
sh  to  that  effect. 

Aware  both  of  the  impression  which  Nadeshta 
d  produced  upon  his  guest,  and  of  the  mutual 
'ection  of  the  brother  and  sister,  the  slave-master 
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looked  upon  her  as  a  means  of  retaining  Horace 
till  his  luck  should  take  a  turn ;  for  h^  losses, 
seriously  affecting  his  fortune,  had  added  the 
excitement  of  deep  interest  in  the  struggle  to 
that  which  the  gratification  of  his  revenge  sdB 
afforded  him ;  and,  besides,  he  saw  in  her  a  pre- 
cious instrument  for  subsequently  torturing  his 
victim. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

The  shades  of  evening  are  darkening.  Nadeshta 

again  beside  the  grave  of  her  mother,  sitting  on 
lother  humble  mound. 

Next  to  her  is  her  brother,  this  time  her  real 
mother :  with  one  hand  he  covers  his  face,  whilst 
fi  other  is  pressed  betwixt  the  hands  of  Nadeshta. 
Opposite  to  them  stands  the  old  Starost,  stroking 
wn  his  beard  thoughtfully,  and  watching  them 
th  a  sympathy  resembling  the  instinctive  saga- 
y  with  which  a  dog  regards  the  affliction  of  his 
man  master. 

"Alas!"  said  Nadeshta  bitterly,  "how  little 
1  I  dream,  my  poor  Mattheus,  that  when  I 
>lred  forward,  day  after  day,  and  year  after  year, 

your  arrival,  how  little  did  I  dream  that  we 
odd  meet  as  we  are  meeting  here  without  a 
>per 

"  Without  a  liope !"  exclaimed  Mattheus,  "  I 
^▼e  a  misgiving  that  even  she  will  not  be  saved.'* 

**  Speak  not  to  me  of  her,"  said  Nadeshta 
^ly,  "  when  all  the  illusions  of  my  youth  are 
■  ever  withered,  when  my  poor  brother  is  restor- 

to  my  arms,  his  mind,  hiis  courage  quelled,  his 
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spirit  broken  amidst  the  despair  which,  on  eray 
side  surrounds  us,  when  there  is  no  refuge  for  us 
but  beneath  the  sod  on  which  we  are  now  sitting." 

"  And  not  even  there  a  refuge  for  me,"  repKed 
Mattheus,  "  I  should  not  even  dare  to  die  in  the 
fear  of  lea\dng  her  exposed  to  the  fate — " 

"To  the  fate  of  your  sister,"  interrupted 
Nadeslita. 

"  Oh  !"  said  Mattheus,  with  a  look  of  bewit 
dermcnt,  and  pressing  his  palm  against  his  fore- 
head, "  that  is  true ;  but  then — " 

"  But  then,  you  would  say,  she  was  not  born 
like  your  slave  sister  to  suffer.  What,  my  po» 
Mattheus!  influenced  at  last,  even  in  those  thoughts 
of  whose  freedom  you  were  once  so  proud  of 
boasting ;  bom  forsooth  to  servitude  or  liberty ! 
if  there  were  anything  in  the  condition  of  the  parnit 
that  should  affect  the  destiny  of  the  child,  then 
in  compensation,  the  children  of  the  free  and  wealthy 
ought  rather  to  be  impoverished  and  enslaved, 
the  offspring  of  the  bondsman  and  the  pauper, 
rich  and  independent." 

"  Oh,  not  that,  Nadeshta ;  but  there  weighs  on 
me  the  remorse  of  having  dragged  her  down.  Now 
you  and  I  are  in  the  position  in  which  God  caused 
us  to  be  bom." 

"  Accuse  not  God  of  the  crimes  of  men ;  for 
our  position  is  man's  crime,  no  work  of  God's." 

"  Oh  Nadeshta !  that  thought  was  once  my  own, 
but  time  and  study  and  the  fruit  of  sorrow's  fatal 
tree  have  made  me  feel  that  on  our  race  there  rests 
a  malediction  more  ancient  and  more  bitter  than  the 
curse  which  stamps  the  Hebrew  I    Whose  impious 
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hand  shall  dare  rebufld  the  fallen  temple  ?  What 
Sdavonian  shall  venture  to  rise  from  the  prostra- 
aiND,  in  which  the  line  of  Sur,  of  which  he  is  the 
mhappy  sdon,  has  been  for  tens  of  centuries 
ranpled  ?  Oh  I  have  striven  to  banish  the  desolat- 
ag  thought — the  terrible  conviction — ^but  when  I 
Dontemplate  our  hopeless  woe  and  their  prosperity 
Pirho  make  us  suffer,  then  its  reality  returns,  and 
then  I  learn  to  know  that  just  as  man  is  subject  to 
disease  and  misery  for  sins  conunitted  when  the 
world  was  yoimg,  so  he  is  doomed  to  bend  beneath 
I  master/' 

"  On  earth  man  has  no  legitimate  master,"  said 
Nadeshta — "  even  in  those  that  govern  him — ^for,  if 
bcmest,  they  are  his  servitors,  if  unjust,  his 
tyrants." 

"  Oh,  my  sister,  your  spirit  is  yet  unbroken  by 
grief.      Good  God !  to  thmk  that  they  will  break 

"  Never !"  said  Nadeshta,  "  my  heart,  perhaps, 
Hit  not  my  spirit." 

"Alas !  what  know  we  of  ourselves?" 

*^  Oh  that  I  could  only  instil  my  own  into  your 
oeom,  my  poor  brother !" 

"Nadeshta!  sorrow  has  taught  me  to  believe 
^Uit,  as  there  is  a  remedy  for  every  disease,  an 
titidote  for  every  poison,  so  perhaps  there  is  a 
btue  characteristic  of  every  station, — placed  in 
Eltagonism  to  every  suffering, — ^which  for  the 
c^ndsman  is  resignation." 

"Resignation  !"  said  Nadeshta  impatiently. 

"  Resignation,"  repeated  her  brother,  "  has  not 
iy  own  fate  taught  it  me.      What  is  there  for 


42  THE   WHITiE   SLAVE. 

me  but  to  turn  towards  the  example  of  the  crossi 
with  its  nails,  and  crown  of  thorns  ?  What  but  to 
emulate  its  gentle  patience  ?  Tell  me,  Nadeshta, 
when  one  reflects  on  my  position  what  other  yirtue 
fits  it  ?  The  eloquent  and  burning  thoughts,  the 
iron  stoicism,  the  high  resolves,  on  which  I  have 
dwelt  so  often,  are  all  impossible  for  me;  they 
would  be  guilt  not  virtue ;  they  would  heap  fresh 
wrath  upon  the  head  already  stricken  through  my 
fault,  and  therefore  I  submit  to  everything,  my 
sister,  since  aught  but  absolute  submissiveness 
would  be  to  abandon  her  to  the  misery  into  which 
her  love  for  me  has  led  her." 

"Love!"  replied  Nadcshta  bitterly,  "love,  do 
you  call  it  love?  The  love  of  the  civilized,  of 
the  high-bom  and  the  gentle :  the  love  which  pro- 
mises to  endure,  through  danger,  crime,  and 
misery,  and  turns,  at  the  first  misfortune,  towards 
the  object  of  its  fickle  passion  with  scorn  upon  tiie 
lip !  The  love  of  these  westmi  dames  is  truly 
like  the  chivalrous  gallantry  of  their  men.  Oh,  no ! 
give  me  rather  the  affection  of  our  coarse  village 
slaves,  rude  as  themselves,  but  true  and  unpre- 
tending. No,  no,  my  poor  Mattvei,  forgrt  that 
heartless  wife  of  thine,  there  is  no  one  loves  thee 
like  thy  poor  Nadeshta." 

"  Oh  !  consider  Nadeshta,  how  I  have  left  her, 
helpless  and  degraded,  and  alone  and  sick." 

"And  thou,  my  brother?" 

''  Children,"  said  the  old  Starost,  who  had  been 
long  looking  wistfuUy  at  them,  '^  diildren,  though 
you  speak  in  the  language  of  the  Uagorodie  (nobi- 
lity)— ^in  the  tongue  of  the  Niemetz — ^I  can  trace 
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much  sorrow  in  your  tone  as  if  you  spoke  it  out 
goody  plain,  honest,  Christian,  Russ: — " 
"Father,*'  said  Nadeshta,  "though  thy  head 
the  clearest  and  boldest  in  all  the  villages  of 
e  estate,  and  though  thou  hast  done  more  to 
idd  our  people  than  any  in  them,  it  is  new  to 
B  thee  pity  any  affliction." 
"Pity,"  replied  the  rustic  misanthropist,  "no, 
iiy  pity  such  things  as  men  ?"  and  here  his  eye 
emed  to  wander  involuntarily  towards  Mattheus, 
id  he  continued,  "or  women  either,  excepting 
le  who  stands  before  me, — the  woman  of  the  bold 
art  and  of  the  iron  will, — and  with  her  it  is  not 
ty  for  the  tears  she  sheds  so  rarely,  it  is  hate  of 
lose  who  cause  them  to  flow." 
"  WeD,"  replied  Nadeshta, "  I  seek  no  sympathy 
I  grief,  for  that  is  selfishly  to  spread  one's  pain, 
loom  an  pity ;  but  still,  whatever  moves  thee, 
ir  feUow  slaves  trust  only  thee  with  all  thy 
ttcr  words  and  cruel  speeches." 
'^Daughter,  the  foob  have  learned  to  love  my 
de  contempt,  because  contrasting  it  with  my 
f^o^t  for  tliem  and  the  Niemetz  steward's 
Heyed  language  and  his  himgry  souL" 
"Why  dost  thou  seek  us  now  then,  father?" 
"  FcM*  them,  as  I  have  sought  thee  out  so  oft 
Kx^  I  need  not  ask ;  I  see  already  that  our 
pes,  or  their  hopes,  I  would  say,  are  blighted  in 
9  ear,  like  the  fidds  of  com  before  a  famine 
nrest  Wh^i  thou  hadst  favour,  thou  wilt  recol- 
t  how  they  remembered  it ;  and  I  remembered 
and  besought  thy  intercession  in  so  many  mat- 
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"Yes,"  said  Nadeshta,    "they  remembered* 
when  I  had  it." 

«  Only  then,  it  is  true,"  said  the  Staiost,"! 
always  told  thee  so — ^what  then  ?  They  are  sism 
with  us ;  they  are  our  own  people,  against  ov 
baron  and  the  foreigner.  WeQ  they  have  longbea 
brooding  in  discontent  and  longing  for  a  change, 
they  have  got  it,  like  an  oupravitel  (steward),  whom 
I  once  knew,  who  broke  the  slave's  backs  by  makiog 
them  carry  day  and  bricks.  They  rose  and  threw 
him  into  his  own  kiln  :  that  would  not  sati^lum, 
and  so  the  flames  carried  away  his  soul  to  the 
devil's  furnace,  where  he  is  burning  to  this  hour; 
and  wishing  for  the  kiln  peiiiaps,  ha !  ha !  Wdl,  h 
their  fresh  trouble,  then,  daughter,  they  hate 
watched  narrowly  the  Lord's  behaviour  towards 
thee,  they  think  thou  art  again  rising,  the\'  pray  tbee 
to  watch  over  them.  I  see  the  prayer  is  idle;  thw 
canst  do  nothing,  I  rejoice  in  it. 

"  I  rejoice  in  it,"  continued  the  Starost,  is 
Nadeshta  shook  her  head  silently  and  moumfuDf, 
"  I  rejoice  in  it,  because  I,  who  have  seen  mudi,— 
who  have  learned  to  know  that  the  rain  is  ooming 
when  I  see  the  cloud,  the  frost  when  the  eiit 
wind  howls  in  autumn — I  see  the  miser}'  that  is 
coming  on  them.  The  Lord's  gold  flows  awij 
night  afl;er  night  like  the  waters  of  the  rivuH 
the  com,  the  hay  —  the  stock  is  selling.  TA 
day  I  have  received  orders  to  note  down  all  the 
families  exceeding  a  given  number,  and  topU 
out  two  hundred  individuals,  the  weakest,  the 
sickliest,  the  most  useless — ^these  the  Lord  is  guflg 
to  let  to  a  Moscow  manufacturer.'' 

"Oh  God!"  said  Nadeshta,  "things  are  gettiif 
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^86  indeed ;  all  this  would  have  made  the  old 
xl's  hair  stand  on  end.** 

We  class  them  into  sorts/'  continued  the 
dst, '^like  hemp,  tallow,  and  bristles;  lam 
lote  the  barren  women,  and  the  youths 
iie  girls  who  are  weak-chested.  The  steward 
its  in  this  unchristian  regularity,  all  these  are 

lie  Lord,  who  is  long-headed  says,  '  that  it  is 
profitable    to    breed     slaves    than     pigs; 

lis  steward  cannot  cheat  him  in  human  souls 
can  of  produce.'  In  a  word,  this  place  is 

ling  worse  than  Siberia,  and  yet  till  hunger 

these  sheep  by  their  very  throats  they  will 

thing." 

^^t  would  you  have  them  do  ?"  said  Na- 

Hiat  would  I  have  them  do  ?  What  sayest 
Mattvei,  man  of  the  strong  arm,  who  knowest 
te  and  hast  the  wisdom  and  the  language  of 
neigner — ^what  ?" 

ufiFer  in  patience  and  embrace  their  cross." 
bat  is  not  my  counsel :  if  there  is  no  protec- 
r  the  slave,  if  God  be  too  high,  the  Emperor 
off,  if  God's  servants  strip  him  of  his  savings, 
ve  him  hand-bound  to  his  Lord,  if  the  Em- 
I  servants  wring  out  what  his  Lord  has 
iked,  still  the  slave  has  his  advantage — for 
ve  there  is  no  punishment.  Hark  ye,  both, 
iw  that  I  was  bom  in  a  distant  government 
fhich  the  slaves  were  starved  out;  but  they 
know  the  vengeance  that  we  took,  they  do 
ow  what  I  tell  you  both,  that,  when  we  were 
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maddened,  when  we  tore  our  oppressors  limb  Inmi 
limb,  what  happened  ?  We  got  bread,  they  knouted 
and  sent  forty  of  us  to  Siberia,  I  was  one  of  them 
— ^my  back  is  marked  with  the  knout  now — I  have 
seen  Siberia.  Neither  were  punishment  to  what  m 
suffered ;  the  knout,  according  as  the  executioDcr 
lays  it  on,  may  be  death  or  it  may  be  the  men 
cut  of  a  whip — what  is  that  to  a  slave  whose  flesh 
has  been  raw  for  months  ?  And  then  the  knout 
has  its  predilections :  it  cuts  into  the  vitals  of  tM- 
lious  Poles,  and  priests,  and  nobles ;  they  die  from 
it,  not  wt — ^Ibr  who  cares  whether  a  slave  should 
he  vigorously  punished  !  When  he  is  placed  on 
the  sleigh  before  execution  and  covered  with  a  mat, 
the  crowd  throw  on  it  copper  pieces  in  their  pitj', 
and,  if  bribed  by  this,  the  executioner  handles  ten- 
derly his  terrible  instrument,  if  no  one  bids  him 
strike. 

"  As  for  SIb(*ria,  what  of  that  ?  When  convicts 
reach  Siberia  they  inquire  not  whether  a  roan  is  an 
assassin,  or  a  fraudulent  bankrupt.  So  he  knows  i 
trade,  and  be  a  hale  strong  man,  he  never  goes  to 
perish  in  the  mines,  unless  he  be  a  blagarodu 
(nobleman).  They  know  the  value  of  a  man  too 
well,  and  look  at  his  craft  and  musde,  not  hb 
crime. 

''  Yes,  I  can  foretell  the  rain  when  I  see  the  doud 
coming :  this  will  be  worse  than  Siberia  soon ;  onoe 
worse,  the  worse  the  better,  so  that  you  and  I  may 
die  then,  Mattvei." 

*'  Peace,  peace !"  said  Mattvei,  *' disturb  me  not, 
old  man,  with  such  wild  words.  Here  let  us  pray  to 
rest,  and  to  rest  soon  in  the  quiet  grave,  on  whose 
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re  now  sitting.  But  I  must  go — where  do 

Nadeshta?" 

re,  daughter  ?"  said  the  Starost 

know  my  arbour  by  the  river  side,  in  the 

^oody  amidst  the  grove  of  hazels  beyond 

I ;  do  you  remember  it,  brother,  it  was 

luilt  our  hut  of  moss,  it  was  there  we 

ardens.  That  recollection  has  endeared  it 

r  since.     I  wfll  go  to-moirow  and  every 

3n. 

e  we  part,  daughter,  let  me  deliver  my 

You  know  the  three  and  twenty  chosen 
whom  the  steward  bade  thee  stand  to 
»wers?  This  morning,  by  the  Prince's 
e  have  been  chosen  for  the  service  of  the 
3  rest  are  to  be  married  next  Monday." 
"  said  Nadeshta  coldly,  "  several  of  them 
»thed,  they  waited  his  permission." 

have  got  his  order  instead ;  but  their 
serves  them  nothing;  the  steward  has 

or  the  Lord  imagined,  some  plan  for 
his  young  men  to  middle-aged  women, 
>  grey-h^ed  men  to  increase  the  popu- 
•e  rapidly ;  for,  after  all,  as  he  observes, 
its  to  sell  or  pawn  his  estate  to  the 
at,  their  value  is  estimated  by  the  number 
pon  it,  and  a  male  child  three  days  old 
ke  a  vigorous  peasant, 
are  thus  all  to  wed  men  between  forty- 
fifty-five  ;  if  I  cannot  find  as  many  single 
lage  I  am  to  go  to  the  next, 
i  women   and   their  &milies  and  their 
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betrothed  have  implored  me  to  see  if  thou  oouldst 
do  anything;  one  and  all  pray  thee  to  help  them; 
if  thou  art  powerless  now,  they — these  girls,  and 
their  grey-beard  fathers— all  suggest  that  if  thou 
wouldst  only  smile,  if  thou  woiddst  only  use  the 
arts  of  a  woman,  thou  wouldst  not  long  be  power- 
less ;  but,  daughter,  the  words  are  not  mine." 

"  No,  father !"  said  Nadeshta  indignantly, "  better 
thv  axe,  thy  brick-kiln,  better  Siberia  and  the 
knout ;  and  yet,"  she  added  turning  to  her  brother, 
as  a  deep  blush  came  over  her  countenance,  "  yet 
for  the  Lord  and  his  guest,  so  fallen  and  so  hdp- 
Icss  are  we,  I  daily  deck  myself  in  choice  attire,  I 
daily  sing,  I  warble  with  a  breaking  heart  notei 
full  of  joyful  melody,  I  smile  and  I  despise  mysd£ 
But  oh  !  there  is  only  one  in  the  world,  my  lost, 
my  spirit-broken  brother!  for  whom  that  snule  and 
its  deceit  are  not  a  crime — only  a  baseness." 
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CHAPTER  V. 

It  is  an  autumn  day  in  an  almost  autumnless 
Bme.  The  nights  are  already  frosty,  though  the 
m  shines  so  hot  and  brightly  till  it  sinks  to  rest, 
nd  though  the  leaves  of  the  oeJc  and  birch — ^bitten 
gr  the  night  cold  through  the  stem  and  killed 
-hang  yet  imwithered  on  the  parent  trees. 

Horace,  with  gun  and  dogs  has  gone,  he  says, 
>  shoot  the  double-snipe,  an  autumnal  bird  of 


Re  is  met,  as  he  crosses  the  high  road  by  his 
%t,  who  walks  along  beside  him,  not  much,  it 
mid  appear,  to  the  satisfaction  of  the  sportsman. 
They  pursue  their  way  along  the  dry  path  through 
9vood,  and  reach  the  river. 
It  is  evident  that  all  cordiality  has  ceased  betwixt 
ese  men,  so  recently  united  in  the  bonds  of  that 
bimate  companionship,  so  often  termed  friendship; 
ci  yet  quite  as  obvious  that  both  have  some  deep 
barest  in  concealing  the  mutual  dislike  which  now 
S|Nres  them. 

•*Here,  then,  I  leave  you,"  said  the  Prince, 
Kf  you  persist  in  beating  over  this  marsh.  I  am 
>t  equipped  for  bog-trotting;  but  though  the 

TOL.  III.  D 
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birds  are  in  plenty  here,  you  can  never  get  at 
them." 

"  Half  the  pleasure  of  the  sportsman's  diversbn 
is  in  following  the  direction  his  caprice  points  out," 
replied  Horace.     "  Good  bye !" 

"  Till  dinner-time,  then !"  said  Isaakoff.  "  But 
I  am  not  so  obtuse  as  you  imagine.  Though  there 
may  be  double-snipes  along  the  marsh,  I  am  not 
ignorant  that,  if  you  cross  it,  you  will  come  to 
certain  thickets,  where,  in  a  solitary  bower,  a  turtle- 
dove is  wont  to  nestle.  Never  mind,  I  am  not 
like  the  stingy  owners  of  preserves  in  "Rnglflnd, 
who  give  you  leave  to  shoot  and  make  a  reserva- 
tion of  hen-pheasants  and  of  hares.  Good  sport, 
my  boy,  till  dinner-time !" 

Along  the  right  bank  of  the  river  there  runs  i 
belt  of  land,  high  and  dry — covered  with  a  short  fine 
flowery  grass  and  shrubs — ^which  separates  it  finom 
a  wide  grassy  wood-girt  plain,  green  and  even  as 
a  savannah.  But  this  is  a  treacherous  moss,  in 
the  centre  of  which  the  crane,  the  wild  swan,  and 
the  curlew  may  be  often  seen  alighting,  secure  in 
its  inaccessibility  to  human  footsteps.  Its  vm 
edges  quake  beneath  the  tread,  and  it  is  evident 
that  only  a  superstratum  of  the  tangled  v^netatkm 
of  the  surface  supports  precariously  any  passing 
weight  above  the  slough  it  covers. 

From  this  prairie-looking  expanse,  the  super- 
abundant water — which  the  saturated  moss  cannot 
soak  up — ^is  discharged  into  the  river  through  many 
little  rivulets,  which,  at  intervals  of  a  few  hundred 
paces,  traverse  the  broad  natural  causeway  that 
dirides  the  marsh  from  the  stream. 
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The  trunk  of  a  fallen  tree,  or  a  few  pine-logs 
iddy  thrown  together,  afforded  passage  over  these 
terruptions  to  the  path  which  Horace  was  pur- 
dng.  When,  however,  he  had  nearly  reached  the 
ut-like  terra-firma  which  stretched  for  miles 
(mg  the  river  side,  he  found  a  pool  before  him, 
bere  the  rotten  wood  of  the  rude  bridge  had 
^rea  way.  The  water,  dear — ^though  darkly  tinted 
the  mosses — and  unfathomable  to  the  eye,  perhaps 
ttn  its  hue,  or  perhaps  from  the  overspreading 
ives  of  the  lotus,  had  the  startling  aspect  of  all 
ep  silent  waters. 

The  rale,  as  it  ran  lightly  over  the  broad  leaves 
the  innumerable  water-lilies,  called  up  asso- 
itions  of  solitude  and  of  hidden  vegetation,  en- 
igling — ^like  the  arms  of  a  malevolent  water- 
rite — ^the  limbs  of  the  strong  swimmer  who  trusted 
its  glassy  surface,  rendering  it  more  formidable 
&oe  than  the  wild  current  of  an  angry  stream. 
Horace  was  hence  induced  to  turn  aside,  and,  a 
le  higher  up,  he  saw  that  the  cut  was  so  narrow — 
it  spread  between  banks  of  firm  and  solid-looking 
f— 4hat  he  was  sure  that  he  could  leap  across  it. 
But  the  green  turf  itself  was  treacherous;  it 
Jced  beneath  his  footsteps,  and  he  sank  through 
8ur£ice.  In  vain  he  struggled,  until,  his  knees 
Qg  imbedded  in  the  moss,  he  felt  that  every 
t»Dn  was  plunging  him  deeper  into  it.  He 
ed  himself  indeed  from  being  immediately  en- 
phed  by  holding  his  gun  across,  which  for  a 
B  supported  him.  He  turned  his  head  in  the 
le  that  Ivan  was  still  within  sight,  and,  to  his 
moeivable  delight;  perceived  him  on  the  path- 
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way  which  skirted  the  othcar  side  of  tiie  marsh, 
though  on  the  point  of  entering  the  wood.  Horacr 
hailed  him  in  the  stentorian  tones  of  a  man  idiose 
life  depends  upon  his  being  heard. 

The  Prince  did  hear  him,  for  he  could  just  be 
distinguished  pausing  as  he  turned  back  to  listen. 
His  car  was  quick ;  so  was  his  apprehension ;  he 
guessed  directly  what  had  happened,  and  the 
thought  flashed  across  his  mind  that  the  grees 
bog  would  wipe  out  all  the  ruinous  score  against 
him  which  had  been  accumulating  on  the  green 
baize — and  then  Horace  saw  him  turn  into  the  wood 

"  He  saw  me !"  gasped  Horace  ;  "  and  he  lea\'es 
me  to  l)e  smothered — the  assassin  !'* 

The  gun  laid  across  had  in  so  far  assisted  the 
sinking  man,  that,  though  he  was  still  settling 
deeper  and  deeper  into  the  quagmire,  it  was  now 
by  degrees  imperceptible,  excepting  when  he  made 
the  slightest  motion. 

HLs  dogs  stood  on  the  edge  of  the  bog  and 
howled  ;  when  he  called  to  them  they  would  not 
venture  upon  it.  Terrified  and  exhausted,  he  paused 
and  endeavoured  to  think  on  what  was  best  to  be 
done.  There  was  plenty  of  time  for  reflectioa 
But  what  did  reflection  shew  him  —  that  he  was 
alone  in  a  wild  trackless  solitude,  where  no  human 
voice  could  hear  his  accents,  though  ever  so  loud, 
though  ever  so  piteous  ;  where  even  whilst  he  was 
reflecting,  he  was  half  an  inch  nearer  his  inevitafak 
death ;  where  life  was  measured  by  a  few  inches, 
like  the  wick  of  an  almost  exhausted  taper  di- 
minishing to  the  eye.  And  then, — -just  as  he  had 
contemplated  the  utter  inutility  of  so  doing — ^in  the 
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of  his  fearful  situation,  he  called  out  again 
1  the  strength  which  despair  could  give  to  his 
id  hmgs. 

I  time  he  startled  the  wild-fowl  from  the 
of  the  marsh;  the  stilted  crane  flapped 
into  the  air,  and  the  curlew  flew  piping 
lis  head  in  numerous  gyrations  before  it 
.  Then  the  whole  scene  resumed  its  silence; 
s  knew  that,  in  a  brief  space,  the  green 
Tous  moss  would  have  closed  over  his  head, 
;  no  trace  of  his  death-struggle. 
re  is  something  in  the  indifference  of  Nature 
rly  full  of  awe  to  the  mind  of  a  strong  and 
r  man,  in  the  prospect  of  thus  slowly  and 
bly  dying,  surroimded  by  a  peaceful  solitary 

3erish  amidst  the  roar  of  tempests  when  the 
aves  seem  to  clamour  for  life  ;  to  &11  amid 
mder  of  battle,  or  to  die  amidst  the  admi- 
pity,  hate,  or  even  execration  of  a  living  crowd 
hese  may  be  appalling — ^but  what  is  it  to  the 
fusness  of  expiring  in  a  lonely  waste,  amidst 
pathising  objects,  animate  and  inanimate, 
dess  of  the  momentous  and  dreaded  passage 
fe  to  death  as  of  the  falling  of  a  dew-drop 
iie  bough  on  which  it  has  been  ^thering,  to 
rbed  into  the  earth,  or  lost  amid  the  waters 
now  that  the  doud  which  is  sweeping  past 
al  on  acaross  the  sky — that  the  shadows 
trees  thrown  over  the  green  turf  will  still 
lengthen — ^that  the  sun  will  shine  on  be* 
tly — all  no  more  heeding  these  last  convulsive 
its  and  these  agonies,  than  if  there  had  only 


54  THE   WHITE    SLAVE. 

sunk  upon  the  marsh  the  fly  bom  to  Uve  bat  til 
sunset — whose  wings  buzz  in  the  ear  of  the  death- 
devoted  now  as  it  flits  past — and  who  ¥n&  sdi 
hover  over  the  spot  with  the  same  vibrating  hum 
when  the  pitiless  morass  has  engulphed  the  si^feier! 

At  length — -just  when  all  seemed  most  despente 
— he  heard  a  human  voice  behind  him ;  he  tunfri 
his  head,  and,  to  his  inexpressible  joy,  there  stood 
upon  the  bank  a  bearded  moujik.  No  words  cu 
paint  the  delight  which  this  apparition  of  the 
Starost — ^for  it  was  he — imparted  to  the  heart  rf 
Horace ;  for,  in  fact,  that  homely  peasant  was  the 
harbinger  of  life  in  the  midst  of  death — a  death  of 
which,  he  had  been  slowly  tasting  the  full  bittff- 
ness. 

"  Ah  !"  thought  he,  *'  friend !  whoever  you  are, 
you  come  well  for  the  punishment  of  your  per- 
fidious master  and  for  your  own  reward.  I  ^ 
purchase  your  freedom  and  endow  you  with  the 
richest  farm  on  the  domain,  half  the  vahie  of  whidi, 
he  has  forfeited  to  me." 

But  as  the  peasant  seemed  hesitating  on  the 
brink,  he  mustered  what  Russ  occurred  to  him, 
and  called:  "Brother!  brother!  speedQy!" 

"  I  hear  and  obey !"  replied  the  Starost 

He  took  his  axe  fit)m  his  girdle,  and,  detaduDg 
a  pole  and  one  of  the  beams  fi^m  the  broken  bridge» 
he  brought  it  to  the  edge  of  the  moss.  Hflv 
he  first  plunged  the  pole  dowly  into  the  bog,  and 
seeing  that  it  sunk  down  to  its  fiill  lengtb-HDOie 
than  a  fathom — he  looked  around  him  it  M 
as  if  for  help,  and  then  having  assured  himself 
that  there  was  no  one  within  ai^t,  he  paused! 
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irresolutdy,  whilst  a  singular  expression 
sr  his  countenance. 

ck,  brother  I  quick !"  shouted  Horace. 
4herl  brother  T    ironically  repeated   the 
whose  eyes  were  kindling  malignantly. 
,   we   are  brothers,   dog  of  a  Niemetz! 
3r)  dog  of  a  noble !  we  are  brothers  now, 

can  save  thee.  Verily  save  thee!  for 
That  thou  art  a  friend  of  my  Baron's? 
3U  shouldst  teach  him  to  wring  more  wealth 
3  blood,  and  sweat,  and  thews,  and  sinews 
^asantry.  Call  upon  thy  feUow  coimtry- 
3  Niemetz  steward — he  is  thy  brother — not 
[.     Thou  remindest  me  of  the  late  Lord's 

he  snarled  and  bit  our  heels,  and  we 
3t  kick  out  his  entrails ;  but  when  I  saw 
wning  in  the  fish-pond,  and  there  was  no 
re  to  say  I  saw  him  drown,  dost  think  I 
im  out  ?  Not  I — not  I." 
DC,  who  could  not  understand  the  words  of 
sant,  but  who  was  strangely  alarmed  at  the 
of  his  manner,  again  appealed  imploringly : 
srl  brother!" 

>ther  1"  replied  the  peasant  contemptuously, 
id  the  like  of  you  are  pretty  brothers  I     My 
when  she  fell  ill  was  sold  to  a  mill,  where 
ight  worn-out  slaves !" 
ke  haste,  brother !" 

itber  1   My  first  child  died  for  want  of  milk 
e  all  wandered  abroad  fix)m  starvation  !" 
ick!  quick!" 

quick!  Call  not  on  me— call  on  your 
indeed  you  Germans  have  any  God  but 
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your  bellies,"  said  the  peasant,  who,  nevertiieksB, 
inspired  Horace  with  some  hope ;  for  he  laid  down 
the  beam  across  the  green  surface,  and  walked 
out  upon  it. 

The  Starost  looked  aroimd  himu  He  took  his 
axe  from  his  girdle.  Horace  stretched  forth  his 
hand.  He  could  just  have  reached  it,  when  he 
saw  it  upraised  to  stun  him  with  the  bhmt  end. 

"  Thus/'  said  the  Starost  ferociously :  "  thus  I 
knocked  the  Lord's  puppy  on  the  h^  when  he 
yelped  on  the  water's  edge." 

Horace  doubled  his  arm  in  an  instinctive  endea. 
vour  to  protect  his  head,  and  the  Starost  leaned 
forward  as  far  as  he  could  keep  his  balance  on  the 
beam ;  but  he  could  not  reach  his  victim  by  a  few 
inches.  Nevertheless,  owing  to  the  invohmtaiy 
movemeut  which  the  Coimt  had  made,  he  had 
sunk  still  deeper,  and  was  now  up  to  his  arm-pits. 

"  My  curse  light  on  you — ^fit  slave  of  an  infa- 
mous master !" 

''  Speak  on  in  thy  foreign  tongue,  I  cannot 
reach  thee ;  but  what  matters  ?  In  a  few  minutes 
more  thou  perishest.  No  man  ever  comes  fbrtfa 
from  the  bosom  of  the  moss,  ha !  ha !  Yesterday 
thou  wert  drinking  of  the  Lord's  costly  wine ! — 
to-day  of  the  cold  peat  water,  and  thou  wilt  have 
thyfiU,  ha!  ha!" 

The  Starost  stepped  back  to  the  dry  land :  he 
lifled  up  and  cast  down  the  beam. 

"  Brother !"  shrieked  Horace,  despairingly. 

"  Brother  !"  repeated  the  peasant  mockingly. 
^*Ay,  thou  boldest  out  thy  arms  to  me  aathra 
hddest  them  out  to  the  slave's  sister,  from  whose 
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ps  thy  lasdvions  lips  stole  the  kisses  meant  for  a 
iwther !  Fold  thy  arms  on  the  cold  moss ! — press 
hj  mouth  to  it  now ;  for  the  cold  moss  has  folded 
bee  in  its  arms ;  it  is  rising  fiist  to  press  thy  hot 
ip6;  and  that  embrace  will  last  till  the  day  of 
udgment.     Hat  ha!  hal" 

The  peasant  was  going.  Horace  watched  his 
lepartmg  footsteps — ^he  was  left  alone— alone  with 
ug  despair.  Why  had  he  shunned  the  blow  of 
•he  merciful  axe?  For  he  forgot  that  the  Starost 
SNild  not  reach  him. 

One  minute  passed,  and  then  another,  and 
UK>ther,  and  another  minute.  Whether  from  the 
JuD  of  the  water,  or  from  the  horror  of  his  situa- 
ion,  his  teeth  chattered,  and  he  began  to  shiver  as 
D  a  tertian  ague  ;  for,  if  he  had  never  thought  to 
^^Ue  thus  when  face  to  &ce  with  the  grim  king 
r  terrors^  he  had  never  dreamed  of  meeting  him  in 
shape  so  appalling. 

He  closed  his  eyes — he  attempted  to  pray — he 
>uld  not  recall  his  scattered  thoughts.  Strange 
unds  were  in  his  ears ;  there  danced  before  his 
^  a  singular  and  incongnious  mixture  of  scenes 
d  personages  from  the  life  he  was  departing,  all 
distinct,  and  dim,  and  vaguely  blending  together  in 
rm  and  feature,  like  the  figures  of  a  dissolving  view, 
ftakoff,  the  buffoon,  and  Madame  Obrasoff — the 
iarost  and  the  Duchess — ^Anna  and  the  Prince — all 
^mily  mingled.  He  heard  the  cheer  of  an  English 
ob— the  roar  of  a  torrent  in  the  haunts  of  the  cha- 
ois — and  lastly  he  was  m  the  boudoir  of  Peter- 
^,  before  the  portrait  of  Nadeshta;  and  then  the 
irtrait  swelled  like  a  reflection  of  the  magic  lan- 

D  3 
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tern  to  the  size  of  life.  It  detached  itself  from 
the  disc  of  light ;  it  started  into  sudden  animatkn; 
it  breathed,  it  moved,  it  spoke,  it  caUed  out  to 
him !  He  opened  his  eyes,  and  Nadeshta  stood 
upon  the  brink  of  the  moss.  . 

She  was  ver)'  pale  with  emotion*  She  had 
been  calling  out  to  Horace — now  Horace  answered 
her :  "  Save  me ! — save  me  !" 

"  Stretch  out  your  arms  to  the  utmost/'  said 
the  slave  girl,  throwing  out  to  him  with  presence 
of  mind  and  dexterity  the  pole  with  which  the 
Starost  had  fathomed  the  bog.  ''  Try  and  get  this 
under  them !" 

He  succeeded  in  doing  so. 

"Now,"  said  Nadeshta,  "what  shall  I  do?  If 
I  leave  him  to  call  for  assistance,  he  will  have  sunk 
before  any  help  can  come.  I  have  not  strength  to 
throw  this  beam  so  that  he  call  reach  it.  I  cannot 
with  my  unarmed  hands  detach  more  timber  fivm 
the  bridge !" 

At  length,  she  pushed  the  beam  over  the  suifioe 
of  the  moss,  farther  than  the  peasant  had  pushed 
it,  and  stc^pphig  upon  it,  walked  intrepidly  out  to 
the  extremity.  She  there  held  out  her  hand  to 
Horace,  but  could  not  quite  reach  him ;  and  as  she 
endeavoured  to  do  so,  almost  lost  her  balance. 

"  Enough  !"  said  Horace,  "  enough^  noble  giil ! 
leave  me ;  for  you  would  only  perish  with  me." 

"That,"  said  Nadeshta  contemptuously,  ''I 
might  do  if  I  were  a  man,  or  at  least  a  foreign 
wile — a  noble  lady — ^with  old  blood  in  my  veins- 
love  and  romance  upon  my  lips." 

"Leave  me!"  said  Horace,  '* leave  me!"  and 
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as  he  spoke,  her  hand  grasped  his  ;  but  to  reach 
it,  she  had  stretched  out  so  far,  that,  losing  her 
equilibrium,  she  fell,  and  cleaving  the  surface  of 
the  bog  by  the  force  of  her  M,  sank  at  once  nearly 
up  to  die  middle. 

''Merciful  Heaven!"  exclaimed  Horace,  as  he  made 
m  desperate  and  mighty  effort,  which  only  imbedded 
liim  deeper  in  the  fatal  slough,  for  his  acute  sense  of 
personal  danger  was  now  absorbed  by  his  sympathy 
with  hers. 

"  Rash !  generous,  unfortxmate ! — I  cannot  help 
you — ding  to  the  beam — get  back !" 

'*  Get  Inick  1"  echoed  Nadeshta,  calmly,  though 
breathless  with  the  sudden  fall  and  the  chillness  of 
the  water,  "  Can  you  get  back?" 

"  Lay  hold  of  the  beam,  I  tell  you ! — struggle  at 
ODoe,  and  lustily,  or  you  will  sink  as  I  have  sunk — 
One  energetic  effort !" 

"  Which  would  plxmge  me  deeper  in." 

"  Good  God !"  exclaimed  Horace,  shocked  at  her 
Uiaking  no  attempt  to  move  —  "  do  you  know 
^hat  will  happen  to  me  where  I  am  ? — ^Do  you 
know  what  will  become  of  you  if  you  cannot 
extricate  yourself?" 

^*  We  shall  perish !"  answered  Nadeshta,  with  a 
startling  composure,  derived  from  the  very  excite- 
ment of  her  nerves — "  the  moss  will  smother  us." 

"  Oh !"  said  Horace,  "  this  is  too,  too  horrible  ! 
but  hear  me,  noble  and  devoted  woman !  it  is  im- 
possible that  you  can  thus  be  lefl  to  die — I  am  hoarse 
with  awakening  this  cursed  solitude ;  but  I  will  find 
a  voice  for  you." 

Horace  gave  a  loud  prolonged  resounding  shout, 
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iTvhich  rang  through  the  distant  fmest  for  mmy 
seconds  afterwards. 

There  followed  an  interval  of  silence — nothing 
was  heard  but  the  bubbling  of  the  water  erf*  the  Ixf 
as  Nadeshta  sank  a  little  deeper. 

Once  more  Horace  called  out,  but  this  time  his  8o> 
norous  outcry  terminated  in  a  vnld  shrill  piercing 
cadence.  Again  all  was  silence — then  it  was 
responded  to  by  the  hoarse  croak  of  the  raven. 

"  Hark  1"  said  Nadeshta,  "  how  the  very  ravoi 
mocks  us :  we  might  cry  out  here  from  the  grow- 
ing  to  the  waning  moon,  and  no  living  soul  within 
hearing. 

''  Oh ;  you  are  mistaken,"  said  Horace  eageriv, 
*'  you  are  the  third  within  this  half  hour,  that  is  to 
say  indusive  of  the  Prince,  with  whom  I  came— 
eternal  maledictions  on  hun ! — he  saw  me  fidl  in 
here,  and  turned  away,  and  left  me." 

"  What  I,  the  third  ?  Oh !  the  second  then  must 
have  been  the  Starost.  Alas  !  there  is  no  chance: 
— the  Prince  came  with  you,  the  Starost  had  just 
quitted  me — there  may  now  pass  no  human  creature 
here  for  days." 

''  How  horrible,"  said  Horace, "  what  a  hideous 
fate,  to  think  that  you  too  must  perish  with  me." 

''  To  think,"  replied  Nadeshta  "  that  the 
Count  de  Montressan  should  lie  by  the  side 
of  the  slave-girl!  to  think  that  his  noUe  day 
should  decompose  in  aconmion  grave  with  bar's! 
the  man  of  great  name  and  of  heraldic  glories, 
side  by  side — ^in  the  undistinguishing  moss — with 
the  base  peasant :  a  slave,  whose  pride,  whose  feel- 
ings, whose  existence — ^whilst  both  living — could 
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it  have  wdghed  with  one  so  gentle^  against  the 
kprice,  the  sport,  the  amusement  of  an  hour. — 
es  1  die  morass  is  a  great  leveller !  the  church- 
ird  rears  its  marble  vanities  to  lie  in  the  face  of 
s  dumb  truthful  master — death  ;  but  not  the 
lorass — ^the  honest  morass.  I  may  speak  out 
tow,  without  fear  or  hindrance,  for  we  are  both 
lying — ^inevitably  dying." 

"  Dying,"  repeated  Horace,  mechanically, "  dying ! 
)h  1  but  can  we  not  at  least  save  you  ?" 

''  I  have  lived  too  long  a  life  of  illusion  to  indulge 
t  now.  It  is  impossible — ^you  must  face  the  stern 
ealitv,  illustrious  Coimt !" 

^0\l\  if  I  could  but  save  you ;  so  young,  so 
dutiful,  and  to  die  thus !"  said  Horace. 

"  So  high !  so  proud !  so  wealthy  !  and  to  die 
bus  r'  said  Nadeshta. 

"  Why  did  you  hazard  yourself?" 

"  To  be  unlike  the  haughty,  and  the  great ;  to 
le  unlike  the  free  and  happy,  whose  chivalry,  whose 
bvotion,  whose  noble  sentiments  are  falsehood 
D,  though  I  believed  them  once — to  profit  by  the 
rivilege  of  the  wretched — to  shew  the  generosity 
rfaich  misery  teaches,  and  which,  with  sudi  as  you, 
ives  only  on  the  lips.     I  do  not  fear  to  die." 

"  Nor  I,"  repUed  Horace,  "  if  you  were  only 
afe  upon  the  bank.  How  could  I  die  more  plea- 
antly  than  gazing  on  a  face  so  beautiful !  so  that 
t  looked  not  into  mine  so  angrily  and  so  disdain- 
oUy  !  Give  me  your  other  hand,  and  hear  me — 
:  shall  sink  first — I  mil  sink  first,  and  then  sup- 
xrt  yourself  upon  my  head  and  shoulders — that 
ivill  sustain  you  longer^  and  Heaven  will  send  you 
nooour." 


to  be  where  we  are  now?  You  seekin 
to  insult  the  skve — ^the  slave  to  savi 
enemy — and  thus  we  perish  face  to  i 
miniously,  and  I  .  .  .  .  though  it 
thought  to  smother  on  the  cold  wai 
continued  Nadeshta,  with  exultation, 
luntary  shudder,  '^  to  triumph  as  I  d 

"  You  wrong  me,  noble  girl !  you 
all  that  is  sacred !  If  I  intended  to 
this  day,  it  was  to  bring  you  hope 
tion." 

*'  Hark,"  said  Nadeshta,  "  you  sb 
hope  and  consolation  you  could  hav 
Why  should  I  not  after  all  speak  ou 
be  silent  enough,  and  long  enough 
should  I  not  pour  out  all  tlmt  has  filli 
long,  into  the  last  human  ear  that  ca 
must  listen  to  me  ?  Why  not  before 
if  it  be  from  the  slave  to  the  lord,  frc 
maid  into  the  ear  of  the  libertine  I  I 
distinctions ;  rank  and  sex,  aiid  maid 
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you  win  be  before  evening — one  for  whom  I  have 
ahnost  now  the  weakness  to  weep,  took  me — as  he 
took  my  brother  —fix)m  the  penury  and  ignorance  in 
which  our  fellows  vegetate :  he  made  us  acquainted 
with  the  luxuries  of  wealth,  of  knowledge,  and  of 
intellect,  and  then  he  died,  and  left  us  in  our  d^ra- 
dationl 

"  I  blush  to  remember  him  with  affection,  for 
he  had  indeed  the  affection  of  a  father  for  me, 
because  he  could  not  lavish  it  upon  his  infamous 
son — ^your  prince — ^my  lord,  from  whose  bondage  I 
am  fast  escaping — ^but  the  greater  his  affection,  the 
more  his  shame,  the  more  his  selfishness — ^when  he 
dung  to  the  imhallowed  possession  of  his  human 
property,  till  death  overtook  him  in  his  maudlin 
false  humanity  and  kindness.  It  is  ever  the 
same     .     .     .     ." 

"  Hear  me,"  said  Horace. 

"  Hear  me,  "*  repUed  Nadeshta  imperiously.  "  It 
is  ever  the  same.  I  was  to  have  been  the  toy  of  the 
young  man's  passion  —  of  yours — ceded  by  the 
politeness  of  the  host — devoted  to  a  life  of  shame, 
a  death  of  misery,  to  divert  the  ennui  of  his 
noble  guest.  The  old  man  had  no  companion  to 
amuse,  no  dupe  to  conciliate.  In  his  passionless 
breast  there  was  only  the  longing  to  poxu-  out  a 
vague  affection  upon  some  recipient  object :  so  I 
was  chosen  as  the  toy  on  which  his  age  could 
lavish  it,  unrepulsed  by  the  chilling  contempt,  the 
unsympathising  nature,  of  Ivan." 

"  Hark !"  said  Horace,  "  there  is  help  at  hand. 
What  sound  is  that?" 

''Croak!   croak!   croak!   croak!   era,   cra-a!" 
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replied  the  raven  which  had  before  answered 
the  cry  of  Horace,  as,  drawn  by  its  carnivorous 
instinct,  it  wheeled  slowly  round,  flapping  its  dark 
wings  as  if  anxious  to  alight. 

"Help!"  said  Nadeshta,  "There  is  no  help 
for  us  but  in  death !  Hear  you  not  ?  It  is  the 
raven  would  dispute  our  bodies  with  the  hungry 
moss.  It  waves  its  sable  plumes,  most  nohk 
Count,  and  none  besides  wOl  nod  over  so  illus- 
trious a  ftmeral !  But  why  should  the  Uack 
raven  interrupt  me  ?  Why  ?  I  was  telling  you  how 
one  of  yoxu-  cruel  fellow  lords,  retaining  me  m 
thrall,  set  free  my  thoughts  by  showing  me  a  world 
beyond  my  bondage  —  how  he  developed  in  the 
light  of  knowledge  the  feelings  and  the  instincts 
whose  productive  germ  might  have  Iain  dormant 
in  mine  ignorance,  like  seeds  deep  sunken  in 
the  bog — in  which  you  and  I  are  sinking.  And 
then — that  very  light  was  the  treacherous  sunlight, 
which  at  mom  and  even  deceives,  which  gilds  and 
lends  its  halo  to  a  barren  scene,  making  its  distant 
desolation  beautiful.  The  world,  which  was  before 
my  eyes,  I  saw  and  I  despised.  I  loathed  our 
Russian  great.  I  knew  the  cankered  heart  beating 
corrupt  and  faint  beneath  the  orders  and  the  stais 
which  brand  its  base  submissiveness !  I  saw  inso- 
lence without  pride  first  trample,  and  then  fick  the 
foot  that  trampled  it  in  turn !  I  saw  the  sordid 
meanness  of  their  rank  profusion !  But,  oh !  that 
world  beyond  !  I  imagined  it  just  as  books  had 
painted  it.  I  saw  it  pictured  with  deceitful  words.  I 
gazed  upon  its  expanse,  lighted  up  by  poetiy,  and 
eloquence,  and  art ! — ^and  for  that  world  I  panted. 


THE  WHITE   SLAVE.  65 

f  dreams  were  of  its  gentle  women  and  its 
oerous  and  devoted  men — those  men  whose 
ling  the  chaste  and  classic  virtues  of  republican 
tiqmty  had  inspired,  or  who  had  drawn  it  from 
e  glorious  spirit  of  a  softly  daring  chivalry — 
nsh  of  sighs  for  every  tender  thought,  of  blood 
d  sympaUiising  tears  for  every  infortune  ! 
''Such  did  I  deem  the  inhabitants  of  those 
ippy  lands  to  be,  as  in  the  meditations  of  my 
liUhood  I  have  peopled  the  twinkling  stars  with 
angs  bright  and  fabulous — and  in  this  dream  I 
as  living  still  when  first  I  met  one  of  those  chival- 
«8  children  of  that  envied  West,  whose  voices 
3  against  oppression,  whose  words  are  full  of 
ty  and  protCM:;tion  towards  the  suffering  and  op- 
wed.  And  where  and  how  met  we?  Say, 
ountl  He  having  donned  a  menial  habit,  and 
atehing  from  an  orphan  sister's  lips  the  kisses 
stined  for  a  brother — defiling  vrith  impure  deceit 
mother's  grave ! — he  coming  with  insult  to  the 
dy — ^where,  before  my  illusion  was  destroyed, 
rore  the  spell  was  broken  I  could  have  wor- 
pped,  and  have  fluttered  like  an  eager  bird  to 
set  the  £auscination  of  the  snake.  Oh,  when  I 
mght  he  was  a  brother,  with  what  pride  I  looked 
ja  his  form,  his  beauty,  and  his  noble  mien ! 
ver,  no  never,  had  my  girlish  dreams  conjured 
aught  more  winning  than  he  seemed!  It  is 
1 1  mean.  Count  Horace  1  a  maiden  tells  you  so 
bhnhingly,  now  that  death  has  set  his  seal  upon 
r  forehead — that  contempt  has  filled  her  heart 
h  8com !'' 
"  Hear  me,  Nadeshta  V*  said  Horace. 
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"  And  then,"  hastily  continued  Nadeshta,  **  your 
western  women!  your  dames  of  noble  lineage! 
My  poor  brother,  whose  soul  and  courage  have 
been  withered  in  that  deceitful  West — he  married 
a  woman — only  think,  a  loving  woman — ^proud  of 
her  birth  and  boastful  of  her  passion !  And  what 
did  she  when  misfortune  lowered  around  her 
bosom's  lord  ?  She  lefl  him  in  his  misery — as  we 
are  on  this  dreary  waste — abandoned  and  alone." 

"  Hear  me  !"  repeated  Horace.  "  Since  we  must 
die,  be  it  not,  Nadeshta,  with  scorn  in  those  eyes. 
God  knows  I  am  not  faultless ;  and  our  meeting  was 
a  thoughtless  cruelty.  But  I  was  not,  as  you  deem 
me,  quite  ungenerous.  I  felt  the  pain  I  had  given ; 
I  have  striven  to  repair  the  injury  I  had  done." 

"  I  know  what  you  would  say.  You  found  that 
I  was  not  a  mere  illiterate  peasant;  and,  when 
your  friend — my  master — acting  on  my  brother's 
terror  for  his  foreign  and  false-hearted  wife,  and  on 
mine  for  him — when  he  made  me  earn  each  dimi- 
nution of  that  unhappy  brother's  sufiFering  by  a 
smile — then  you  would  say  that,  as  you  saw  its 
mockery,  you  induced  him  not  to  constrain  me  to 
his  odious  presence — ^you  were  respectful  and  mig^ 
have  been  rude.  Along  the  very  borders  of  tibis 
marsh.  Count,  I  have  chased  in  my  girlhood  nuinv 
a  butterfly ;  and  oh !  how  softly  and  how  gently— 
not  to  scare  its  timidity  when  it  settled  on  a  flower, 
—-did  I  approach  it  with  the  very  hand  that  swept 
the  brightness  from  its  ruined  wings  the  moment 
it  was  closed  upon  my  prize  !'* 

"  You  wrong  me,  Nadeshta !  you  wrong  me 
cruelly!     Thii^  you   that,  plunging  thus  into 
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^,  I  would  sp^k  false  ?  If  I  am  where  I 
iie  because  I  was  seeking  you  out.  I  sought 
t  to  bring  you  hope  and  consolation.  Two 
ago,  I  parted  from  your  brother ;  he  sent 
his  place  to  meet  you,  because  his  tyrant 
not  let  him  come." 
y  brother  sent  you  ?" 

h,  Nadeshta !  when  you  hear  all  it  will  be 
terrible  for  you  to  die;  although  for  me  it 
I  very  sweet  to  see  less  angry  glances  from 
jyes,  which  trouble  and  disturb  my  soul — 
lelp  me  Heaven  !  they  do,  Nadeshta.  Already 
determined  on  freeing  you  and  him,  when, 
I  first  heard  the  detjuls  of  his  story.  Only 
^e,  your  brother  was  once  an  envied  rival  of 
m — for  I  once  loved  Blanche  Mortimer, 
vhen  I  offered  him  just  now  my  hand  in 
that  my  interest,  my  wealth,  my  life,  if 
vere,  should  be  lavished  to  see  him  righted, 
ght  myself  the  most  generous  of  rivals ;  but 
feel  that  it  was  because  yoxu-  image  had 
3ded  hers  who  once  caused  that  rivalry,  and 
e  he  was  your  brother." 
r,  perhaps,"  said  Nadeshta,  still  with  bitter- 
perhaps  rather  our  misfortune  was  too  ignoble 
ir  eyes  till  hallowed  by  participation  with  my 
r*8  haughty  wife." 

0,"  said  Horace ;  '^  now  that  the  vanities  of 
and  of  fortune  are  nothing  in  the  &ce  of 
—now  that  its  near  approach  like  fire,  has 
1  away  the  dross  of  empty  conventionalities, 
teQ  you,  in  the  solemn  truth  of  a  man's 
words,  what  urged  me — ^for,  blinded  partially 
I  see  it  now — ^it  was  my  love  for  you  l" 
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«  For  me?"  said  Nadeshta. 

"  For  you !  How  mad  I  must  hare  been  to 
weigh  my  rank  or  fortune  when  I  thought  of  yew, 
now  that  I  would  die  a  down  and  beggar  to  feast 
my  eyes  by  gazing  on  you  for  five  minutes  more— on 
you  whose  image  Heaven  has  interwoven  so  strangdy 
with  my  destiny;  for  some  mysterious  chance, 
before  we  ever  met,  had  impressed  my  memory 
with  the  features  of  a  portrait  incredibly  resembliDg 
yours.  Oh !  it  must  have  been  one  of  those 
incomprehensible  presentiments;  for  when  yon 
called  me  from  the  bank,  I  opened  my  closed  eyesj 
to  look  on  the  reality  of  a  vision  floating  then 
before  them." 

"  If  you,"  said  Nadeshta,  "  only  realized  in 
every  thing  the  picture  of  my  young  imagination's 
love,  as  in  what  I  see  and  know  of  you,  oh !  I 
could  have  loved  you  /" 

"  When  you  look  thus  upon  me,"  said  Horace, 
"  thus,  I  feel  it  almost  sweet  to  die.  Or  are  you 
not  perhaps — if  I  were  superstitious,  I  might  think 
so — are  you — ^for  all  this  is  like  a  dream  so  veiy 
strange — arc  you  perhaps  a  guardian  spirit,  winning 
me  back  before  my  final  hour  6rom  all  life's  gaudy 
vanities  to  love  and  peace  ?  If  so,  I  am  won  and 
fascinated,  and  my  soul  will  take  a  flight  too  happy 
in  such  company.  Or  am  I  really  here,  imbedded 
in  a  fatal  moss,  and  are  you  the  Nadeshta  of  my 
living,  waking  life?" 

''I  am  she,"  said  Nadeshta,  "whom  at  the 
Cross's  foot  you  undeceived." 

"  To  whom  I  vowed  a  brother's  tove :  but  whom 
I  love  as  never  brother  loved !" 

"  Then  tell  me,"  said  Nadeshta,  in  ^nbose  eyes 
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"e  gleamed  a  wild  and  feverish  excitement,  *^  if 
vere  there,  together,  upon  the  bank  a  few  yards 
ind-saved,  how  would  Coxmt  Horace  act  ?" 
I  would  kneel  at  your  feet,"  replied  Horace,  in 
ne  of  similar  exaltation.     ^^I  would  say.  Na- 
tal dear  Nadeshta!  your  smile  is  Heaven  to  me!" 
Count  Horace  at  the  slave-girl's  feet  ?" 
Oh  Nadeshta!   I  would   say.     Fortune    has 
)wed  on    me    rank    and    wealth;  will   you 
them  value  in  my  eyes  ?     I  have  an  ancestral 
e  respected  long,  and  now  indififerent  to  me. 
)l  will  you  teadi  me  to  regard  it  with  affec- 
ite  pride  by  sharing  in  its  honours  ?" 
So  help  you  Heaven  ?" 
So  help  me  Heaven !" 

Oh !  how  happily  I  could  thus  have  lived  ! — 
I  die  happier  than  I  had  hoped  to  live." 
And,  Nadeshta,  what  would  you  answer  ?" 
Horace ! — dear  Horace  !" 
My  love!" 

Oh,  Horace !  we  are  dying  ! — If  it  be  sin, 
ve  me,  Heaven !  I  only  think  of  you." 
[f  I  could  only  press  you  to  my  bosom — ^not 
once  did  in  that  unhallowed  hour — but  as  my 
with  God  to  witness  my  truth  !  If  it  were 
liat  the  motion  might  sink  us,  I  would  draw 
towards  me." 

Oh !"  said  Nadeshta,  "  we  must  die  at  last, 
why  not  so  ?" 

Why  not  ? — ^Come  hide  your  blushes  on  my 
m — come,  my  Nadeshta !" 
So  that  I  only  reach  you,  love ! — One  prayer, 
lorace,  and  I  come." 
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For  some  time  past,  the  slave-girl  and  the 
Coimt  had  joined  their  outstretched  hands;  and  now 
he  drew  her  towards  him  with  all  his  might  As  he 
had  dreaded,  they  sank  so  rapidly  that  the  wet  moa 
rose  to  Nadeshta's  chin.  Horace  made  one  deqie- 
rate  effort  to  reach  her ;  and  again  the  hofering 
raven  was  heard — croak !  croak !  croak  !  croak !  and 
then  the  raven's  mate  took  up  the  sinister  note,  her 
black  wing  almost  sweeping  the  surface  of  the  bog, 
as  she  answered — croak  !  croak  !  croak  ! 

The  raven  is  a  bold  bird  :  when  an  elk  or  a  head 
of  cattle  sinks  hopelessly  in  the  marsh,  it  is  said 
that,  taught  by  its  experience  how  speedily  anything 
is  sucked  under  the  surface,  as  soon  as  it  sees  a 
li\'ing  creature  imbedded  beyond  all  power  of  de- 
fence, it  will  pluck  out  the  eyes  as  they  roll  in  their 
last  iigony. 

Horace  and  Nadeshta  are  in  each  other's  arms; 
the  astringent  and  deep  amber-coloured  water  bub- 
bles up  from  the  moss,  as  fix)m  a  well-soaked 
sponge ;  and  in  another  moment  it  will  reach  tbor 
lips. 

"Oh,  Horace! — Horace! — Horace!"  shridced 
Nadeshta,  as  with  the  strong  instinct  of  life  she 
convulsively  expelled  the  first  bitter  mouthful  of 
the  gurgling  liquid ;  and  then,  raising  herself  a  full 
inch,  she  exclaimed :  "  Oh,  God ! — ^Horace  1 — ^Ho- 
race !  push  forward  your  foot,  I  tread  on  somethiDg 
hard,  and  we  may  live !" 

"  Great  God !"  said  Horace,  "  if  you  were  only 
saved !" 

"What!— I  alone?— Oh,  no!— I  fed  iti— I 
fed  it ! — but  not  the  ground  :^a  tree— a  tne, 
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)ep  buried  in  the  bog !  If  it  lies  towards  the 
ink  we  are  saved,  Horace !" 

It  may  be  necessary  to  explain,  for  the  benefit  of 
1086  who  have  never  enjoyed  the  intense  gratifica- 
m  of  sinking  through  the  moss  of  a  wet  moor, 
id  then  suddenly  alighting  on  a  hard,  gravelly 
)ttom,  or  any  other  sohd  substance  imbedded  in  it, 
lat  in  this  case  the  danger  becomes  a  mere  affair 
'labour;  for,  the  footing  once  secured,  the  body 
tay  gradually  be  edged  forward,  by  working  to  and 
0— just  as  a  man  does  when  buried  to  his  neck  in 
snow-drift — ^till  the  solid  bank  is  reached. 
And,  having  pointed  out  this  means  of  safety,  it 
ould  be  of  course  superfluous  to  say  that  Nadesh- 

and  Horace  made  their  way  at  last  to  terra- 
rma;  for  the  reader  has  doubtless  never  enter- 
ined  any  serious  fears  for  their  safety,  persuaded 
at — ^whatever  the  license  assmned  by  modern  au- 
ors — it  would  have  been  too  ridiculously  inadmis- 
)]e  to  have  allowed  a  hero  and  heroine  of  the 
b,  at  the  very  commencement  of  the  third  volume, 
perish  in  a  bog,  like  flies  agglutinated  in  a  pot 
treacle. 

There  may  be  also  some,  who  will  hypercriti- 
Qy  inquire  why  such  a  scene,  containing  the  in- 
itable  elements  of  the  ludicrous,  should  ever 
ve  been  presented  by  the  author  ? — But  herexmto, 
th  all  due  deference,  he  makes  reply,  that  the 
ider  is  apt  to  be  oblivious  how,  in  common  vnth  the 
iblio — of  which  he  is  a  component  and  respected 
3m — he  mil  have  love-scenes  in  a  novel,  whilst 
the  same  time  the  majority  of  that  very  public 
accustomed  to  watch  the  behaviour  of  the  heroes 
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and  heroines  of  an  author — ^when  it  deigns  to  read 
him — ^with  a  solicitude  as  lynx-eyed  to  detect  eroy 
departure  from  the  rules  of  starched  profHiety,  as 
ever  maiden-aimt  displays  when  chaperoning  pretty 
nieces. 

Now,  if  the  reader  can  pomt  out  a  situation,  in 
which  it  was  humanly  pcesible  to  place  a  pair  of 
lovers,  better  calculated  to  divest  a  t^e^d^ite  and 
declaration,  of  danger  and  of  indecoruin  than  a  hope- 
less immersion  to  the  neck  in  a  cold  moss,  the 
author  pledges  himself  to  adopt  the 
should  he  ever  reach  a  second  edition. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

iNCHE  is  very  pale,  and  very  weak.  Of  her 
•  beauty  only  those  traces  now  remain  which 
)f  the  ravages  of  sickness  can  obliterate,  no 
[sion  of  the  human  frame  efface.  Her  smile 
1  sweetly  moiunful,  and  her  sunken  eye  still 

softly  bright;  but,  above  all,  an  ardent 
which  no  despondency  can  subdue,  and  a 
s  energy  which  her  weakness  cannot  quell, 
mth  the  profound  anxiety  which  both  express. 
Qche  is  a  mother  now. 

1  now,  like  the  young  tree — ^with  leaves  of 
iting  green — upon  whose  boughs  the  fruit 
Is  for  the  first  time  into  rich  maturity,  suc- 
y  the  beauty  and  the  fragrance  of  its  withered 
ns,  and  yet,  whereon  these  very  blossoms  bud 
oom  again,  beside  these  very  golden  proofs 

fecundity — so  new  feelings,  impulses,  •  and 
have  been  generated  in  the  young  mother's 
;  and  with  their  birth  have  been  awakened 
^e  and  tenderness  which  filled  it  up  before* 
ride  of  station ;  the  rooted  prejudices  of  her 
xxiy  the  angry  recollection  of  the  injury  in- 
on  her  have  vanished : — she  has  no  thought 
.   lU.  E 
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now,  but   of  her  child,  and  of  the  father  of  her 
child. 

What  a  bright  thing  is  love — maternal  love! 
and  how,  like  knowledge,  it  betrays  its  immortal 
essence,  undiminishing  at  the  fount  by  its  ex- 
pansion, and  by  that  which  it  imparts — ^both  com- 
parable, if  one  durst  compare  the  nobler  with  the 
ignobler  obje(;t,  to  what  the  sun  appears,  when 
ever  giving  forth  its  light  and  wannth  without 
sensible  diminution  of  its  radiance.  Thus  is  the 
mother's  heart,  when  filled  to  overflowing  with  one 
passionate  affection,  and  which  yet  finds  room  for 
another  without  detriment  to  the  first. 

Blanche  leans  on  the  arm  of  the  old  sectarian, 
w^hose  grim  features  relent  into  an  involuntary  com- 
plaa^nce  and  pity  against  which  he  struggles. 

They  stimd  at  the  door  of  the  house  of  his 
brother  in  the  suburb.  Vasili  Petrovitch  is  out- 
side, superintending  the  erection  of  a  wooden 
paling  which  is  intended  to  shut  out  all  view  from 
the  windows,  at  which  his  wife,  Katinka,  is  too 
fond  of  looking  out  on  to  the  lane,  which  has 
suspiciously  become  the  resort  of  grey  cloaks  and 
plumed  hats.  He  receives  them  witii  some  em- 
barrassment— ^ushers  them  in,  and  begs  them  to  be 
seated. 

Blanche  scats  herself,  and  replies  to  his  wel- 
come ; — ^for  she  has  learned  to  speak  a  little  Russ, 
and  to  understand  more:  her  austere  companioD 
stands  in  silence,  fixing  liis  eyes  irreverently  and 
gloomily  upon  the  image  of  St.  S«^us»  his 
brother's  household  god. 

"I  have  come,  Vasili,"   said  Ivan,  at  length, 
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"  ^'ith  this  daughter  of  sorrow,  to  ask  worldly 
<^unsel  of  thee,  a  worldly-minded  man.  Know 
then  that  this  woman — whom  Mattvei,  the  son  of 
the  good  and  just  Mattvei  Mattveitch,  one  of  the 
Lord's  departed  saints,  hath  taken  to  his  bosom  — 
this  woman  who,  Niemetz  as  she  is,  might,  if 
bnnight  up  in  the  knowledge  of  the  light,  have 
been  worthy  to  vnt  of  the  bread  of  eternal  life, 
which  thou  hast  not  been  chosen  to  partake  of — 
this  woman,  I  tell  thee,  Vasili,  wishes  to  devote 
her  foreign  wealth  to  purchase  the  liberation  of 
her  husband  from  him  who  calls  himself  his  Lord, 
to  whom  I  mys(?li'  have  been  given  in  bondage 
since  my  birth  for  the  expiation  of  my  sins,  as 
thou  wert  until  lately." 

"  I  listen,  brother,"  replied  Vasili. 
"  As  thou,  Vasili,  hast  the  art  and  knowledge 
of  these   worldly  things,  seek  thou  to  effect  this 
Haatter?" 

"  Brother,"  said  Vasili,  "  the  Prince  Ivan  Ivano- 
vitch  will  be  very  difficult  to  deal  with.  He 
nourishes  a  deadly  hate  against  our  brother 
Mattvei." 

"  I  know  he  does  ;  but  this  much  I  know  too, 
that,  in  the  minds  of  the  weak  and  wicked,  the 
love  of  gold  triumphs  over  hatred.  Thou,  at  least, 
knowest  how  to  deal  with  him." 

"  But,"  replied  Vasili,  "  if  for  thy  sake,  Ivan,  and 
for  Mattvei's,  I  should  attempt  it,  it  will  be  no  low 
figure  that  will  mduce  your  conmion  Lord  to  yield 
hun  up  his  freedom." 

"  His  wife  weighs  not  his  freedom  against  her 
gokL     His  freedom  first  she  seeks  at  any  price ; 

E  2 
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nevertheless,  be  thou  wary  and  sparing  in  thy 
offers,  remembering  always  that  it  is  the  portion 
of  the  orphan."  Here  Ivan  looked  hard  at  Us 
brother,  because  his  knowledge  of  his  cfaanetar 
led  him  to  suspect  that  in  such  a  transaction  his 
inveterate  habits  of  dishonest  thrift  might  urge  him 
to  pilfer,  though  he  was  utterly  astounded  when 
Vasili  replied : 

"  First,  I  must  know  what  the  fortune  of  this 
dove  of  our  brother  Mattvei's  amounts  to/' 

"  Know.  Who  should  know  better  than  thoa 
who  boldest  it  ?" 

"  I  ?"  said  Vasili,  innocently. 

'^  Thou.  Did  not  Mattvei  into  thy  hands  ood- 
fide  her  fortune  ?" 

"  Into  my  hands  her  fortune !"  said  Vasili  with 
well  feigned  surprise,  and  crossing  himself:  ''  you 
dream,  brother." 

"  What,  wretch  ?"  said  Ivan,  "  dost  thou  deny 
the  sacred  deposit  ?" 

"  The  only  deposit  Mattvei  left  with  me,"  re^ 
plied  Vasili,  with  sullen  effrontery,  "  was  his  Niemetx 
wife,  and  her  I  have  transferred  to  thy  care,  as  wu 
agreed." 

"  Here,"  said  Blanche,  producing  the  letter  of 
Mattheus.     "  He  has  written  it  to  me  here." 

It  may  appear  strange  that  Vasili  Petrovitch, 
instead  of  withholding,  should  have  taken  so  much 
pains  to  preserve  and  place  under  Blanche's  eye  a 
document  which  he  might  almost  have  been  sure 
would  contain  some  mention  of  the  sum  entrusted 
to  him.  It  must,  therefore,  be  observed  that, 
independently  of  the  superstitious  respect  of  the 
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)rders  of  Russians  for   all  letters,  Vasili's 
!sty  had  not  been  premeditated. 
;ing  him  by  other  individuals  of  his  class, 
er  their  usual  dishonesty,  there  would  have 

0  very  gross  imprudence  in  the  confidence 

1  in  him  by  Mattheus  under  such  circum- 
,  even  if  a  choice  of  acting  otherwise  had 
ft  him. 

had  no  intention  of  breaking  through  his 
;  the  time  that  he  accepted  it.  It  was  only 
"ees,  as  the  amount  of  the  property  and  the 
npunity  with  which  he  might  appropriate  it 
;ed  itself  to  his  mind,  in  a  form  irritatingly 
ig  to  his  cupidity,  that  he  called  to  his  aid 
iyzantine  casuistry,  which  the  Muscovites 
o  have  inherited,  with  their  alphabet  and 
pchitecture,  from  the  Greeks  of  the  Lower 

ittvei  has  placed  this  sum  in  my  hands," 
d  the  covetous  trader ;  "  and,  when  he  asks 
it,  into  his  hands  I  will  give  it.  What  more 
3und  to  do  ?  If  he  has  told  me  to  give  it  up 
trange  woman,  am  I  to  do  the  foolish  thing 
brother's  detriment  ?  If  my  brother  Mattvei 
d  to  me  *  take  thou  this  knife  and  stab  me,' 
o  choose  rather  to  slay  my  brother  than  to 
^  him?  Is  it  not  written  that  *  the  mouth 
-ange  woman  is  a  deep  pit ;  he  that  is  ab- 
of  the  Lord  shall  fall  therein ;'  and  then, 
satisfied  his  conscience  that  he  was  justi- 
refiising  to  deliver  up  Blanche's  fortune  to 
e  but  Mattheus  when  he  should  come  to 
iV  he  slyly  addressed  an  invocation  to  his 
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patron,  St.  Sergius,  praying  that  through  his 
blessed  intercession  he  would  keep  his  brodier 
Mattvei  from  ever  returning  personally  to  (Mm  it 

To  secure  the  intercession  of  the  Saint,  YasaK 
had  first  promised  to  set  his  image  in  a  sheet  of 
solid  gold,  weighing  twelve  zlotniks,  and  then, 
mingling  a  singular  cunning  with  his  superstition, 
he  bethought  him  that,  as  he  was  only  agreeing  to 
reward  his  celestial  protector,  as  soon  as  the  semot 
of  warding  off  a  threatened  disagreeable  should 
have  been  duly  performed ;  it  was  obvious  that  he 
Dovld  never  bi^  called  upon,  at  least,  not  till  his  own 
di^ith  or  that  of  Mattheus,  to  fulfil  his  part  of  the 
bargain ;  and  therefore,  trusting  to  the  remote 
necessity  for  payment,  he  liberally  increased  his 
bribe  from  twelve  zlotniks  to  fifty. 

Thus,  in  his  self-estimation,  Vasili  Petrovitch 
had  satisfied  at  once  his  sense  of  duty  towards  his 
neighbour,  towards  Heaven,  and  towards  himself. 
He  ioiew  that  the  Pope,  for  a  jolly  glass  and  s 
pink  note,  would  bear  him  out  in  lus  views ;  and 
he  was  congratulating  himself  on  having  turned  to 
a  creed  so  comfortably  administered  from  the 
"  stern,  uncompromising,  unreasonable,  austerity  of 
the  Old  Faith,"  when  Ivan  thundered  in  his  ear: 

"  Brother !  brother !  beware !  Mattvei,  with 
his  own  lips,  told  me  that  he  had  confided  tint 
woman's  portion  to  thee !" 

"If  I  were  to  write  upon  a  paper,  I  have  en- 
trusted wealth  to  Ivan  Petrovitch — ^if  I  were  to 
turn  to  the  Niemetza,  and  say:  'Sister,  I  have 
entrusted  wealth  to  Ivan  Petrovitch,'  would  that 
make  it  true,  and  couldst  thou,  Ivan,  help  it  ?" 
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"Oh  God !"  said  Blanche,  "  does  he  deny  it ?" 

"Dost  thou  utterly   deny   the   deposit  ?"   said 
van. 

"  I  utterly  deny  all  charge  of  any  moneys ;  and 

take  to  vdtness "   Here  Vasili,  crossing  him- 

If  and  mentally  promising  a  candle   to    Saint 

srgius  turned  towards  his  image. 

"Swear   not,"   said   the   sectarian   with   stem 

sgust.      "Besides,   is   it   not    written:    *What 

ofiteth  the  graven  image  that  the  maker  thereof 

th  graven  it ;  the  molten  image,  and  a  teacher 

lies,  that  the  maker  of  his  work  trusteth  therein 

make  dumb  idols  ?' " 

And  then  turning  to  Blanche — ^who,  forgetting 

her  agitation  the  scanty  Russ  she  had  mastered, 

d  seized  Vasili's  arm,  and  was  appealing  to  him 

the  mute  supplication    of  look  and  action — 
d: 

"  Come,  my  daughter,  let  us  go.  The  treache* 
lis  dealer  hath  dealt  treacherously  ;  yea,  the  trea- 
erous  dealer  hath  dealt  very  treacherously! 
irsed  be  the  man  that  trusteth  in  man,  and 
iketh  the  flesh  his  arm !  As  for  thee,  Vasili 
trovitch — though  one  womb  bare  us — although 
I  have  grown  two  fruits  on  the  same  tree, 
lereof  when  the  harvest  came  I  have  foreseen 
B  rotten  one  would  be  cast  aside — ^yet  even  here 
tow,  I  now  abjure  thee.  Tliou  shalt  be  to  me 
Dceforth  as  the  gentile  and  the  stranger,  for 
Ml  hast  made  thy  heart  as  an  adamant  stone  lest 
3U  shouldst  hear  the  law.  With  lies  thou  hast  made 
1  the  heart  of  the  righteous.  I  curse  thee,  son 
my  motheTi  son  of  my  father.** 
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'^  Oh  Ivan,  curse  me  not !"  said  the  superstitious 
Vasili,  turning  very  pale,  and  seizing  the  hem  d 
the  ironmonger's  (^an  to  retain  him  ;  "  wbit 
have  I  done  ?" 

''The  sin  of  Judah/'  replied  the  sectarian,  ''is 
written  with  a  pen  of  iron.  Thou  hast  *  oppressed 
the  fatherless  and  the  stranger/  Fear  and  the  pit 
and  the  snare  are  upon  thee,  oh  inhabitant  of  the 
earth !  Thou  shalt  be  numbered  with  those  of 
whom  the  Lord  saith,  'When  they  fast  I  wiD 
not  hear  their  cry ;  when  they  offer  bumt-offmng 
and  an  oblation,  I  will  not  accept  them.  Thoa 
shalt  die  a  grievous  death;  thou  shalt  not  be 
lamented,  neither  shalt  thou  be  buried ;  but  thou 
shalt  be  as  dung  upon  the  face  of  the  earth  !* " 

"  Brother,"  said  Vasili,  who,  having  been  brought 
up  in  the  same  faith  was  fluent  in  the  Scriptures, 
"  is  it  not  written,  that  '  whoever  is  angry  with 
his  brother  without  cause  shall  be  in  danger  of  a 
judgment  ?' " 

"  But  it  is  also  written,"  said  Ivan,  stretdiing 
out  his  hand  and  hurrying  Blanche  away,  '  it  is 
also  written  if  thy  right  hajid  offend  thee  cut  it  off 
and  cast  it  from  thee,  if  thy  right  eye  oSend  thee 
pluck  it  out  and  cast  it  from  thee,'  and  thus  I  cast 
thee  from  me, — ^thou  art  an  abomination  in  the 
sight  of  the  Lord, — and  thus  I  say  to  thee,  Racaf 

And  the  old  man,  fevered  with  the  enthuaiaao 
of  his  denunciation,  and  the  young  mother  leaiuDg 
on  his  arm,  and  stunned  by  this  new  misfortnne^ 
stood  once  more  in  the  open  street. 

Katinka,  who  was  growing  very  weaiy  of  the 
jealous  seclusion  in  which  she  was  kept,  was  taking 
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look  from  the  window,  and  Vasili  Petrovitch, 
feeling  a  little  uncomfortable  at  the  male- 
of  his  brother,  consoled  himself  at  the 
i  that  the  worst  scene  was  over,  and  that 
ned  possession  of  the  roubles. 
',  after  all,  what  sort  of  a  saint  would  be  my 
St.  Sergius,  if  he  could  not  protect  me 
such  an  unreasonable  curse  ?*'  ejaculated  the 
^th  a  shrewd  notion  of  interesting  the  pride 
holy  personage  by  the  query. 

walking  with  hasty  step,  led  Blanche 
a  silence  so  rapidly  that,  almost  fainting 
baustion,  she  implored  him  to  stop, 
had  paused  opposite  the  Church  of  Kazan, 
crowd  was  thronging  the  semi-circular- area 
of  it,  and  the  deep  solemn  chant  of  the 
lebrating  mass  within  was  distinctly  audible 
lere  they  stood. 

sectarian,  as  he  walked  along,  after  having 
nounced  his  brother,  had  been  brooding 
:  change  of  faith  to  which  he  attributed  his 
ishonesty — his  thoughts  had  wandered  back 
ays  of  his  early  youth,  when  Vasili  as  well 
jtf  kneeled  with  his  father  in  the  same  aus- 
ship-— a  worship  from  which  Mammon,  and 
d,  and  the  lies  of  the  false  prophets  of  the 
it  church,  had  seduced  him,  and  at  this 

the  sounds  of  its  pomp  burst  insultingly 
s  ear.  His  eye  wandered  with  irritation 
)  heterodox  architecture  of  the  cathedral^ 
semi-circular  colonnade:  it  had  been  his 
i  to  hurry  past  it,  as  past  a  pest-house, 
blanche,  overcome  with  fatigue,  suddenly 
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stopped  upon  his  arm,  and  at  this  moment  ou 
passer  by  observed  to  another,  *'  It  is  the  high  mni 
of  the  Metropolitan." 

Ivan  Petrovitch  knitted  his  brows :  he  beckoned 
to  the  driver  of  a  vehicle  plying  for  hire,  seated 
Blanche  in  it,  and  told  the  Isvostchik  whither  he 
was  to  drive. 

"  But  you  will  come  with  me  ?"  said  Blanche, 
"  I  must — I  must  consult  with  you." 

"  Go,  daughter,  go  in  peace,"  replied  the  fanatic, 
''  I  must  do  the  Lord's  bidding  and  not  thine,  1 
must  testify  against  the  Antichrist." 

''  But,  good  Ivan,"  exclaimed  Blanche,  "  when 
shall  I  sec  you?" 

"  When  the  last  trumpet  sounds  to  rouse  the 
quick  and  the  dead,"  said  Ivan,  and,  signing  with 
his  hand,  the  driver  urged  on  his  horses. 

"Now,  oh  Lord!"  exclaimed  the  old  man,  "1 
hear  thy  voice  and  I  obey  it,  saying  as  of  old, '  sod 
of  man,  set  thy  face  against  Zidon  and  prophesy 
against  it.' " 

The  Metropolitan  of  Novogorod  and  St,  Peteis- 
burg,  the  most  reverend,  or  (as  he  subscribes  him- 
self) the  humble  seraphin  was  celebrating  Mass  in 
the  Church  of  our  Lady  of  Kazan.  The  Metropoli- 
tan of  St.  Petersburg,  as  the  primate  of  the  national 
church  of  Russia,  is  still  looked  up  to  with  greit 
veneration  by  some  fifty  mUIions  of  its  votoiies, 
although  the  Imperial  power  has  long  since  juggled 
ever)'  semblance  not  only  of  authority  but  of  inde- 
pendence out  of  his  hands. 

He  has  become,  in  fact,  only  the  first  bishop, 
and,  like  all  other  bishops  in  Russia,  he  is  classed 
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ng  to  military  rank,  and  really  owes  his 
icted  nomination  to  the  crown.  A  Rus- 
shop  is  not  necessarily  attached  to  any  dio- 
alled  eparchy  in  the  Greek  Church,  but  may 
be  title  as  a  sort    of  brevet.     The   whole 

is  governed  by  a  holy  synod  of  which  the 
or  appoints  the  members.  He  is  represented 
f  the  ober-procurator,  lately  an  aide-de-camp 

own,  with  whom  every  proposition  must 
te,  and  practically,  besides   appointing  the 

the  Emperor  can  at  any  moment  dismiss 
lember  belonging  to  it.  Nevertheless,  to 
dust  in  the  eyes  of  the  vulgar  faithful,  the 
)olitan  of  St.  Petersburg  is  designated  as  the 
nt  of  a  council,  which  is  entirely  at  the  beck 
Emperor's  delegate.  And  then  the  atten- 
ealth  and  pomp  have  been  made  commen- 
with  the  ostensible  importance  of  his  station, 
3  displayed  in  gaudy  magnificence,  congenial 
oriental  taste  of  an  Eastern  Church. 

humble  Father  Seraphin  belongs — as  all 
J  must — to  the  blat;k  or  monastic  clergy,  a 
idely  diflfering  in  learning  and  in  practice 
s  corrupt,  debauched,  and  ignorant  brethren, 
ite  or  secular  priesthood, 
is  a  mild  and  venerable  prelate,  pious  it  is 
d  erudite,  and  bearing  in  his  demeanour  the 
us  impress  of  the  hopeless  insignificance  of 
h-60unding  title ;  for,  in  truth,  he  appears 
his  flock  like  the  famished  actor  of  a  country 
^ho  plays  the  millionnaire  upon  the  boards, 
ngregation  of  the  Kazan  Church  bow  never- 
as  low  as  if  he  were  the  Roman  pontiff, 
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and  cross  themselves  with  assiduity,  and  beat  thdr 
breasts  with  fervour,  as  they  admire  the  splendour 
of  his  array  and  the  pomp  of  his  attendance. 

The  Greek  priests,  the  finest-looking  men  in  the 
empire,  allow  their  beards  to  grow  unshaven,  and 
their  hair  unshorn  from  their  youth.  The  mass 
resembles  tliat  of  the  Roman  Catholics,  excepting 
that  instrumental  music  is  not  tolerated,  but  then 
the  magnificent  bass  voices  of  the  choir  are  aDowed 
in  their  deep  imposing  harmony  to  exceed  even  the 
sacred  melody  of  Rome. 

The  church,  like  all  other  Russian  churches,  has 
all  the  richness  and  glitter  of  Flanders  and  of  Italy, 
though  unredeemed  by  a  vestige  of  taste,  because 
the  line  arts  have  been  judged,  in  the  barbarian 
))igotry  of  the  Muscovite  hand-maidens  to  oprofane 
to  be  allowed  the  decoration  of  a  Christian  Church. 
And  then  there  is  this  main  distinction,  that  a  vast 
screen,  representing  the  veil  of  the  temple,  and 
called  the  IconostaSy  or  place  of  Images,  shuts 
out  from  the  nave  of  the  church,  in  which  the 
congregation  kneel,  the  sanctuary  in  which  mass  is 
said ;  and  the  three  gates  which  open  from  it,  con- 
sisting of  a  groundwork  of  gilt  arabesques,  are  not 
only  kept  closed,  but  a  purple  curtain  is  drawn  to 
within,  during  the  greater  part  of  the  service,  to 
conceal  what  passes  from  the  gaze  of  the  peqile. 
This  screen  is  covered,  like  a  picture  galleiy,  with 
the  figures  of  saints  and  holy  personages,  painted 
in  a  style  of  conventional  hideousness,  and  placed 
in  frames,  which  are  glaring  sheets  of  gokl  and 
silver,   set   with  jewe^   and    illumined    by  rich 
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On  the  ambon,  a  sort  of  raised  step,  stands  the 
deacon,  and  in  a  sonorous  voice  repeats  the  Ektenii, 
the  Russian  litanies,  which  are  now  half  filled  with 
the  names  of  the  members  of  the  imperial  families, 
and  of  an  the  departments  of  the  government — 
whilst,  at  the  termination  of  every  verse,  the  choir, 
who  represent  the  faithful  flock,  respond  in  chorus 
with  the  "Gospodee  pomiloui  nas  ! — Oh!  Lord 
have  mercy  upon  us." 

The  altar  within  the  sanctuary  is  cubical  instead 
of  oblong  as  in  the  Romish  churches,  and,  in  the 
ceremony  of  the  mass,  the  leavened  instead  of  the 
unleavened  bread  is  used — slight  diflference  appa- 
ftatly — though  the  latter  led  the  Byzantine  Greeks 
lather  to  welcome  the  rule  of  Islamism  than  seek 
succour  from  the  Latins. 

The  Metropolitan,  surrounded  by  his  priests  and 
deacons,  is  dressed  in  the  richly  embroidered  dal- 
matic of  the  Greek  Emperors  transferred  to  their 
patriarchs,  and  the  gorgeous  and  pontifical  omophora 
or  sacred  scarf,  with  its  deep  fringe,  is  round  his 
neck — he  has  quitted  the  sanctuary — he  mounts 
iipon  the  elevation,  called  the  ambon,  to  give  his 
benediction  to  the  people. 

At  this  moment  Ivan  Petrovitch  steps  forward. 
His  grey  hair  streams  back — his  wild  eye  dilates — 
he  shakes  his  hand  almost  in  the  bishop's  face,  and 
ttiunders  out  in  a  stentorian  voice  as  he  points  to 
big  garments : 

**  And  the  woman  was  arrayed  in  purple  and 
Mariet  colour,  and  decked  with  gold,  and  precious 
stones,  and  pearls." 

Right  and  left,  hands  were  laid  on  the  intruder 
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by  the  bystanders,  but,   thrusting  those  who  held 
him  rudely  aside,  he  mounted  the  ambon. 

"  There  is  a  conspiracy  in  the  midst  thereof- 
like  a  roaring  lion  ravening  the  prey,  they  have 
devoured  souls.  Her  priests  have  violated  my  law, 
and  have  profaned  mine  holy  things. 

"  False  prophet ! — false  shepherd!  whitho*  leadest 
thou  astray  the  sheep  of  Israel?  Verily  1  will 
testify  against  thee !" 

Here  Ivan  was  again  seized  by  several  of  the 
attendants,  whom  he  had  for  a  moment  shaken 
off. 

"  Yea,  verily  I  will  testify  against  thee— thou 
art  an  abomination  in  the  sight  of  the  Lord— wolf 
insheep's  clothing,  Antichrist !  thus  I  spit  uponthee'' 

And,  as  Ivan  spoke — pushing  his  body  fcHwani, 
in  advance  of  his  pinioned  arms — he  spat  fuD  in 
the  face  of  the  Primate  of  the  Russian  Church. 

A  murmur  of  indignation  arose  among  the  crowd 
at  this  sacrilegious  outrage  on  the  high  priest  in  hb 
very  temple. 

The  most  reverend  seraphin  received  the  indignity 
with  apostolic  humility  of  manner — he  foAadf 
them  to  injure  him,  and  wiped  the  spittle  calmb 
from  his  right  eye.  He  made  a  sign  to  remove 
the  fanatic,  and  continued  his  benediction. 

"  Woe  to  the  idle  shepherd,  that  kaveth  the 
flock — the  sword  shall  be  upon  his  arm,  and  in  hii 
right  eye — his  arm  shall  be  dean  dried  up,  and  hit 
right  eye  darkened  1 "  said  Ivan,  exulting 
in  the  grotesque  aptitude  of  his  citation,  and  strag- 
gling with  his  captors  as  they  bore  him  off.  "  Woe ! 
woe !  woe !  to  the  Antichnst —  Woe !  woe !  t» 
you,  lost  sheep  of  Israel" 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

Vasili  Petrovitch  is  sitting  at  his  tea.  It  is  handed 
to  him  by  the  fair  Katinka,  who  looks  pouting  and 
suUen,  but  her  husband,  as  he  complacently  surveys 
her,  only  observes  that  she  is  getting  fat.  As  for 
Umself,  he  has  all  the  satisfied  air  of  a  man  well  to  do 
b  the  world.  It  is  true  that  his  brother,  the  sectarian, 
has  rendered  himself  amenable  to  a  terrible  and  irre- 
iQissible  punishment,  but  he  has  learned  philosophically 
^  regard  this,  as  if  death  from  illness  or  insanity 
^  overtaken  his  relative. 

Vasili's  affairs  are  prospering — all  that  he  touches 
ieems  to  turn  to  gold ;  besides  which,  we  have  seen 
low  apt  is  the  gold  which  his  fingers  touch  to  stick 
0  them.  On  the  other  hand,  Vasili  laughs  in  his 
leard  when  he  thinks  how  he  has  baffled  all  the 
dmirers  of  his  gay  young  wife,  and  how  completely 
ue  has  isolated  her  from  all  possibility  of  temptation ; 
3r  not  only  is  the  wooden  paling  finished  which  shuts 
ut  all  external  view,  but  whenever  removed  from  his 
wn  eye,  she  is  left  under  the  active  and  incessant  sur- 
^iIlaDce  of  a  personage  who  acts  as  cook  and  duefia  in 
is  household,  and  who  is  not  to  be  bribed  or  tampered 
rithi  either  by  the  besi^ers  without,  or  the  disaffected 
;arrison  within,  because,  in  the  first  place,  the  beldame  is 
^asili's  aunt,  and,  in  the  next,  she  hates  his  young  wife 
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much  more  than  she  loves  anything  that  could  be 
offered  to  gain  her  over.  In  addition  to  these  causes 
of  satisfaction,  Vasili  stands  well  with  the  Police  Mqar 
of  his  district,  and  is  on  excellent  terms  with  Us 
patron  Saint  Scrgius. 

The  wary  trader  had  attained  the  summit  of  his 
ambition,  that  is  to  say,  if  there  be  any  summit  to 
ambition,  which  is  more  than  doubtful,  but  at  least  he 
had  reached  the  extreme  point  to  which  he  had  ever 
aspired  before,  though  not  exactly  the  degree  of  wealth 
to  which  he  now  looked  forward.  After  all,  there  is 
not  perhaps  in  St.  Petersburg  a  man  easier  in  his 
mind  or  conscience,  or  more  self-satisfied  ;  when  lo ! 
some  altercation  is  heard  without,  and  the  old  aunt 
bursts  in,  breathless,  if  not  speechless  with  terror, 
ejaculating  "Oh  Lord!  Oh  Lord!  O  Lord !  the  Police." 

The  old  trader  winced  a  little,  because  such  a  visita- 
tion under  any  circumstances  occasions  some  expense; 
but  he  reassured  himself  by  the  thought  which  he  at 
once  expressed,  "  that  he  stood  well  with  the  police." 

"  Oh  worse,  worse,  worse,  than  all  the  civic  police 
of  the  quarter — two  of  Count  BenkendorTs  chancery. 
Oh,  woe  is  me  !  woe  is  me  !" 

At  this  intelligence  Vasili  looked  very  blank — ^he  was 
accustomed  to  the  civic  police  and  its  frequent  extw- 
tions,  and  he  knew  how  to  deal  with  it — but  the 
secret  and  inquisitorial  police  of  the  empire,  which  sel- 
dom interferes  with  men  of  his  degree,  inspired  him 
with  a  mysterious  awe.  The  unlunited  power,  the 
terrible  reputation,  of  this  institution,  and  his  knowledge 
that  its  familiars,  where  once  they  intrude,  do  not  loose 
their  hold  for  any  inconsiderable  bribe — all  tended  to 
alarm  him.     What  was  to  be  done  ?  He  oould  think 
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nothing  but  crossing  himself,  and,  whilst  he  was 
ssing  himself,  in  stalked  an  officer  of  gendarmerie 
bis  pale  blue  uniform,  with  silver  lace  and  his 
ked  Imt  upon  his  head,  and  accompanied  by  another 
BiaL 

Hie  gendarmerie  is  the  executive  force,  at  the 
s  disposal  of  the  Grand  Master,  and  therefore  the 
1  known  and  widely  dreaded  garb  of  this  one  indi- 
ual  shewed  at  once  the  character  of  his  companion, 
lough  he  was  wrapped  in  the  grey  cloak,  with  the 
serial  buttons,  worn  in  every  department  of  the 
itary  and  civil  service. 

'*  Which  ?"  asked  the  gendarme  officer  imperiously, 
he  smoothed  down  his  moustachio,  "  which  is 
sOi  Petrovitch,  merchant  of  the  first  guild,  and.  a 
sendy  made  freeman  ?" 

"May  it  please  your  nobility,"  replied  Vasili,  with 
Dtte  trepidation,  "  I  am  he." 
"Ybtt  are  Vasili  Petrovitch!"  said  the  officer, 
!^ecting  towards  him  a  severe  and  scrutinising  look, 
if  there  had  existed  strong  temptation  for  any  one 
personate  the  merchant  under  such  circumstances. 
"  I  am  your  hiunble  slave,  Vasili  Petrovitch ;  though 
Blow  not — " 

^  Silence,"  said  the  officer :  and  then,  turning  to 
i  other,  he  said  with  immense  deference  and  some 
{diasis,  "  this  is  Vasili  Petrovitch." 
'*  Oh !  this  is  he.  Take  thy  hat,  Vasili  Petrovitch, 
1  prepare  to  foUow  us.  It  is  ordered  so." 
^ Shall  we  seal  up  his  papers"  said  the  gen- 
me. 

"  Oh  Lord  I  Lord  I  Oh  holy  Saint  Sergius  !  ejacu- 
ad  Vasili.  '*  Oh  your  excellencies,  I  swear  to  you  by 
I  Holy  Trinity—" 
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"  Hush  !"  said  the  cloaked  official  haughtily  to  tik 
trader ;  and  then  he  answered  snappishly  and  abnipdf 
to  the  suggestion  of  the  officer  of  gendarmerie.  "  It 
is  not  ordered.  Vasili  Petrovitch,  thou  hast  do  dd- 
dren,"  he  continued,  referring  to  a  note-book. 

"  None,  none,"  repeated  Vasili.  '*  I  am  a  weak. 
poor,  miserable,  lone,  old  man." 

"  But  thou  hast  a  wife  ;  go  fetch  her." 

"  I  obey,  my  Lord,  my  very  mercifid  Lord,"  said 
Vasili  Petrovitch,  who  hastened  into  the  room  whw 
his  wife,  and  the  aunt,  and  their  only  servitor  ww 
cowering  in  a  comer,  like  poultry  frightened  by  i 
kite. 

"  Hark  ye,"  said  Vasili,  "  truly  my  heart  has  been 
in.  my  mouth,  and  I  knew  not  what  I  was  doing; 
but  things  may  yet  be  mended ;"  and,  with  a  deep 
sigh,  he  drew  from  the  profound  depths  of  an  inmr 
pockt^t  two  bank  notes. 

''  Oh  my  fanatical  brother!  my  fanatical  brother! 
this  all  comes  of  thee,  because  thou  wilt  not  give  to 
Caesar  what  Ls  Caesar's.  I  must  give  to  Caesar  iriiat 
is  Vasili  Pctrovitch's !  and  yet  with  Benkendorfs 
peopk»,  no  trifling — ^big  bits  for  great  fishes,"  (here 
Vasili  sighed  again)  "  where  they  come  it  is  like  thf 
spiggot  in  the  bju-rd — you  are  lucky  if  you  can  plug 
it  with  a  lump  of  gold." 

"  Oh,  Vasili  Petrovitch !"  said  the  aunt,  "  weloome 
be  the  first  expense  if  it  be  the  last." 

"  Oh  yes,"  said  Vasili,  who  had  recovered  his  con- 
fidence, and  who  was  drawing  the  bank  note  between 
his  thumb  and  finger,  as  if  loth  to  part  with  it, 
though  aware  of  the  expediency  of  so  doing.  "  Oh 
yes,  with  tliis ; — and  then  they  ask  to  see  my  wife— 
they  are  young  men  both.     What  if  they  take  her 
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^  *  This  idea  seemed  at  once  to  determine  the 
^^te  old  man,  so,  taking  by  the  hand  his  l)eldame 
^*ti  he  said  to  her :  "  Hear  me,  thou  must  personate 
^y  wife." 

**  What  ?"  said  K:itinka,  to  whom  the  idea  was  not 
^  formidable.  "  What  ?  trifle  with  the  high  police. 
What  ?  play  with  Benkendorfs  people  ?" 

"  It  is  no  play,"  replied  Vasili ;  "  but  very  sad  and 
'^ous  earnest.  You,  child,  stir  not  from  hence !" 
*ik1,  locking  the  door,  he  insured  obedience,  whilst  he 
led  his  old  aunt  upon  his  arm. 

"  One  word  aside  with  you,  my  very  merciful 
lord,"  said  he  to  the  man  in  the  cloak,  "  I  guess 
'^'herefore  you  have  been  sent  to  me.  I  know  I  have 
a  foolish  brother ;  but  it  is  well  known  that  we  had 
nothing  in  common ;  and  I  have,  in  fact,  the  assu- 
rance from  one  of  the  civil  police-masters  that  I  shall 
not  be  confounded  in  this  matter  concerning  it,  or 
molested.  You  will,  therefore,  readily  see  that 
there  must  be  some  mistake,  as  you  will  find,  if 
you  will  look  to  this  memorandum,  which  I  pray  you 
keep." 

Then  Vasili  turned  to  the  gendarme. 

"  His  Excellency  agrees,"  he  whispered,  "  that  it 
must  be  a  misapprehension.  Let  me  pray  you  be 
seated."  Here  Vasili  took  the  hand  of  the  gendarme, 
and  pressed  into  it  a  hundred  rouble  note — to  the 
official  in  the  cloak  he  had  given  a  thousand. 

"  What  is  this  ?"  said  the  gendarme,  "  money ! 
do  you  think  to  bribe  me  ?"  But  here  the  man  in 
the  doak,  whom  he  treated  with  great  deference, 
turned  round  and  gave  him  a  significant  look,  which 
silenced  him.  The  gendarme  pocketed  it,  as  well  as 
his  superior. 
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*'  Vasili  Petrovitch,  this  is  a  wcnrse  buidness  tla& 
you  think  for." 

"  Through  your  kindness,  however,"  replied  Vaaili, 
"  all  may  go  well,  I  fed ;  but  what  can  I  offer  to  my 
noble  guests?  What  will  you  take,  gentlemeih- 
champagne  ?" 

''  Where  is  your  wife  ?"  said  the  man  in  the  doak 
more  sternly  than  before. 

"  My  wife,  merciful  Lord — my  wife — this  b  my 
poor  old  wife,"  replied  Vasili,  pointing  to  the  oU 
irone. 

"That!  your  wife!"  exclaimed  the  gendarme; 
but  his  companion  authoritatively  interrupted  \m 
and  said  with  a  malicious  smile : 

"Nay,  Vasili  Petro\itch,  thou  hast  inspired  an 
interest  in  me  as  far  as  my  orders  will  allow.  Cone 
thyself — ^we  want  thee  ;  and  as  for  thy  wife,  she  shiD 
remain.  We  will  take  the  rest  of  thy  household 
instead  of  her." 

"  Oh  !  I  am  undone !  I  am  ruined !"  said  Vasili 
who,  besides  finding  the  affair  wear  an  aspect  so 
serious,  was  caught  in  his  own  trap. 

"  But  you  had  really,  really  better  leave  my  hotts^ 
hold,  and  take  my  wife  whom  you  here  behold!" 

"  Oh !  holy  Trinity !"  said  the  old  woman  in  i 
paroxysm  of  terror,  "  he  is  deceiving  your  meniftl 
nobility.  I  am  not  his  wife.  Only  look  at  me— 
I  knew  him  before  he  was  bom.  I  have  danced  him 
on  my  knee." 

"  What  !  are  you  his  grandmother  then  ?"  said  the 
gendarme  lauglung;  and  again  the  doaked  officU 
interrupted  his  misplaced  levity  by  wrathfuDy  es- 
claiming:  "What!  I  have  defiled  his  mother!  the 
hound  has  been  playing  me  false  then  ?" 
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"  Viniebat !  Viniebat !  I  confess — I  confess  my 
ladt !"  said  Vasili,  falling  prostrate. 

**  Go  bring  his  wife  and  all  his  people  before  me  ;" 
nd  the  officer  of  gendarmerie  walked  out,  led  by  the 
Id  aunt. 

"  Rise !"  said  the  other,  as  soon  as  he  was  gone. 
Rise  and  barken  to  me.  Though  thou  hast  deceived 
oe,  I  wish  thee  well.  It  may  be  too  that  thou  art 
^dess." 

"  By  the  Lord,  as  I  am  an  humble,  honest  trader, 
[  am  innocent  of  aught  against  the  Emperor,  or  his 
wrvants,  or  their  laws  !" 

"Very  like,  very  like,  that  does  not  men4  the 
naatter ;  for,  when  the  truth  is  sifted  from  you,  if 
fou  prove  guiltless,  why  then  our  office  is  a  sorry 
customer  for  an  humble,  honest,  trader  to  deal  with ; 
fc,  even  if  at  length  found  innocent,  it  is  apt  to  be 
Wiged  more  politic  to  keep  so  obscure  an  individual 
'afe,  than  to  turn  him  loose,  where  secrecy  is  for  the 
50od  of  the  Imperial  service." 

*•  Oh,  holy  Saint  Sergius !" 

"Thou  hast,  however,  strongly  interested  my 
l^pathies  by  that  little  memorandum — that  style  of 
itting  forth  one's  innocence  is  convincing ;  if  I  should 
)Dtrive  to  bring  you  safe  back  from  your  trial,  per- 
ipB  you  will  let  me  see  the  conclusion  of  it." 

"  I  am  poor,"  said  Vasili  Petrovitch ;  "  but  oh !  I  am 
rateful." 

"  I  will  take  it  out  in  champagne  or  millinery," 
hispered  the  familiar  with  a  wink ;  "  but  now  listen, 
ir  only  chance  is  in  keeping  your  affair  very  quiet. 
iHien  you  have  been  duly  interrogated  and  con- 
onted,  I  must  contrive  to  keep  the  business  as  much 
s  possible  from  the  notice  of  our  chiefs,  and  to  let 
(Mi  slip  away  unperceived." 
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"  Oh  !  the  Lord  grant  it !"  said  VasiK. 

"  As  you  value  your  safety,  let  no  rash  applicadoa 
\ye  made.  You  need  not  even  let  the  police  of  your 
quarter  know  of  our  visit.  I  can  almost  take  on 
mo  to  leave  some  of  your  people,  who  need  only  say 
that  you  are  for  a  few  days  al)sent ;  but  if  I  do,  will 
you  forget  the  champagne  ?" 

"  May  St.  Sergius  forget  me  at  my  last  hour  if  I  do !" 
"  Two  cases  n^member ;  and,  honest  Vasili  Petrovitch, 
it  is  understood  of  the  right  mark." 

"  It  is  understood,  my  Lord  ;"  but,  even  at  such  i 
moment,  Vasili  reckoned  that  the  precise  mark  was 
not  stipulated.  He  could  save  sixpence  a  bottle  b}' 
delivering  the  lower  priced.  Just  as  he  was  endea- 
vouring to  change  the  subject,  lest  Cliquot  should  be 
specified,  a  scufHe  was  heard  in  the  passage  ;  and,  as 
the  door  flew  open,  the  officer  of  gendarmerie  was 
seen  with  his  arm  around  Katinka's  waist. 

"  Oh !"  said  Vasili  Petrovitch,  opening  wide  his 
mouth  like  a  roaring  lion,  to  emit  a  terrible  exdaini- 
tion,  which  as  his  fear  quelled  his  jealousy,  subsided 
into  a  slight  ejaculation. 

"  What !  how  now  ? — ^what  are  you  doing  there?" 
said  the  familiar  sternly. 

''  I  was  only  fe^Jing  for  treasonable  papers  conceakd 
about  her  person." 

"  That  is  no  duty  of  yours.  Sir.  Re-assure  your- 
self, Madam.  When  you  are  searched,  it  shall  be 
in  private." 

"  Oh  !  oh !  oh !"  groaned  Vasili. 

"  Is  this  the  whole  of  your  establishment  ?"  con- 
tinued the  officuil,  pointing  to  the  old  aunt  and  a 
clownish  boy. 

'*  All  that  live  under  my  roof." 

"  I  will  not  disturb  them.     Hark  you,  my  firienda^ 
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if  any  one  inquires  for  Vasili  Petrovitch,  he  is  absent 
for  a  few  days.     Now,  Vasili  Petrovitch,  foDow  me." 
Vasili  enjoined  to  his  wife,  his  axmt,  and  the  serv- 
ing lad,  the  most  religious  silence  concerning  what 
had  happened. 

"  To  your  wife  we  will  recommend  silence  at  the 
office,  for  she  is  going  with  us." 

Vasili  groaned,  and,  turning  to  his  wife,  said, ''  Ka- 
tinka!" 

"Don't  talk  to  me!"  sobbed  Katinka,  "to  think 
that  I  should  have  married  an  old  wretch  who  has 
got  into  trouble  with  Count  Benkendorf  s  office !" 

"  As  for  you  two,  you  are  warned,"  resumed  the 
official,  and  then,  turning  to  the  gendarme,  "  You,  sir, 
take  this  man  in  your  custody,  you  know  whither. 
You,  madame,  follow  me." 

"  Did  you  say  I  was  to  take  diarge  of  the  lady  ?" 

"  No,  Sir,  I  said  of  this  man  ;  though  first,  before 
we  leave  her,  you  might  search  the  person  of  his 
aunt :  don't  be  alarmed,  good  woman." 

"  I  am  not,  your  nobility." 

"  Oh,  no ;  she  has  been  searched  already,"  said  the 
gendarme,  who,  gi\'ing  Vasili  Petrovitch  a  spiteful 
squeeze  of  the  arm,  hurried  him  forward. 

"For  the  present  you  must  be  hand-boimd  and 
blindfolded." 

"Oh,  in  the  name  of  the  holy  Saint  Sergius, 
where  am  I  going  then  ?" 

"  To  the  dungeons  of  the  fortress.  Speak  not  a 
word  ;  but  follow  me." 

In  utter  darkness,  and  in  perfect  silence,  Vasili 
Petrovitch  felt  himself  hurried  along ;  and,  in  the  same 
unbroken  silence  and  unrelieved  darkness,  he  was  led 
down  steps,  and  left  alone  in  a  diill  subterranean 
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abode.  Here  he  spent  four  weary  hours ;  and  Aea 
finding  the  confinement  of  his  bonds  intolerable,  he 
lay  down,  having  worked  himself  into  a  paroxysm  of 
fear. 

Let  us  shift  the  scene. 

Lochadoff  and  Durakoff,  and  two  or  three  more  of 
their  merry  companions  are  sitting  round  the  table, 
considerably  excited  by  the  wine,  which  goes  sparkfing 
round. 

Jakof  is  introduced. 

"  A  lock  of  his  hair ! — a  lock  of  his  hair  ! — a  lock 
of  his  hair !"  shout  all  the  party  in  chcxiis. 

"  Well,  gentlemen,"  said  Jakof,  "  merit,  like  water, 
will  always  find  its  level  at  last.  The  sentiment  w» 
feminine,  the  idea  was  novel  and  pretty — to  obtaiD 
surreptitiously  a  lock  of  my  hair." 

''  Don't  boast  of  your  conquests,"  said  Lodiadoff, 
laughing. 

"  Why  not,  of  what  is  ?  You,  gentlemen,  who 
affect  to  be  severe  and  witty,  are  apt  to  boast  of  what 
is  not.  I  remember  a  certain  bet  with  Durakoff  last 
Monday,  that  he  was  to  bring  the  Katinka  to  sup 
with  us." 

'^  Oh !  the  bet  was  not  clearly  made,"  said  Locha- 
doff. 

"  Very  clearly  made.  Now  I  suppose  he  wim't 
pay !  Why  does  that  Durakoff  bet,  when  he  has  not 
a  kopek  with  which  to  bless  himself? — ^But  I  hold 
you  responsible  for  it,  Lodiadoff." 

"  If  you  will  not  let  him  off." 

"Let  him  off! — not  I.  Why  does  he  lay  such 
foolish  wagers  ?  I  knew  the  thing  was  morally  im- 
possible :  —  I  tried  it  myself,  and  if  any  body  oouUJ 
have  got  her  away,  it  would  have  been  I." 
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know  her  then ! — ^now  what  do  you  think  of 

rge  foot,  a  nose  too  Roxalana — ^too  fair — 

too  Russian." 

as  been  ill-treated  by  the  Katinka !" 

[,"  replied  Jakof,  "  only  surfeited.   You  may 

ntlemen ;  but  she  persecuted  me : — it  was  a 

>brasoff  aflfair." 

bllowed  a  roar  of  laughter. 

^e  Katinka  painted  somewhere  by  Lesseps : 

;he  by,  do  you  know  what  has  happened  to 

icsseps  ?" 

called  on  me  this  afternoon,  he  has  fallen 

bimd  disgrace.     He  has  affronted  the  Em- 

1  received  orders  to  quit  the  empire  in  four- 

ty  hours." 

it,  Lesseps !" 

devil !  he  has  played  with  the  lion,  till  the 
ed  angry,"  continued  Jakof;  "he  came  to 
)r  what  I  owed  him.  Confoimd  it  1  thought 
lave  a  slave  sent  to  Rome,  and  made  a  great 
— it  would  be  cheaper,  though,  after  all ;  as 
imagine,  under  sudi  circumstances,  I  paid 
Tously." 

,  generously ! — ^A  medal  shall  record  it !" 
t  shall  be  graven  on  the  Alexander  column ; 
)wn,"  said  Lochadoff. 

will ;  but  what  is  this  bundle  of  shawls  ?" 

bundle  of  shawls  is  the  fat,  fair,  large-footed 
Katinka !"  said  Katinka,  starting  up ;  "  but 

you  say  about  my  nose?" 
;  by  the  body  of  Bacchus  1"  said  Jakof,  look- 
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\\\  '*  Do  you  hear  me  ?"  repeated  the  lady,  "  or  are 

ijij  your  ears  as  stuffed  with  the  cotton  I  see  peeping  out 

\i  of  them  as  your  mouth  with  Kes?" 

r1{]  "  My  very  excitable  beauty/'  replied  Jakof^  baddog 

a  pace  or  two,  ''  I  said,  touching  your  nose,  that  it 
was   a   Roxalana   nose — the   most  beauti&l  d  aD 
)l  noses." 

|]  "What  is  a  Roxalana  nose?"  said  Katinka,  ap- 

pealing to  the  rest  of  the  party. 

"  A  snub  nose  !" 

''  A  pug  nose !"  answered  a  couple  of  mischievous 
voices. 

'^  And  do  you  maintain,  now,  that  you  ever  saw 
as  much  of  me  in  your  life  before  as  you  have  to- 
night ?" 
5  "  Never !"  said  Jakof,  in  great  confusion. 

"  Then  how  dared  you  say  so  ?" 

"  I !"  said  Jakof,  not  knowing  what  to  say ;  "  why 
how  do  you  know  that  I  spoke  of  you  ? — ^There  have 
been  more  than  one  Katinka  upon  the  boards :  the 
name  Ls  common  enough,  I  hope." 

''  Oh !  you  would  find  fault  with  the  name,  now, 
would  you  ?"  said  the  irate  beauty,  and,  makiDg  i 
snatch  at  his  wig,  in  spite  of  the  most  scientific  of 
fastenings,  she  whirled  it  aloft  iA  triumph  amidst  tbe 
shouts  of  the  rest  of  the  party,  and  the  cries  of"  Ob! 
oh !  oh !  —  don't  take  it  all ;  leave  some  for  the 
Obrasoffs !" 

At  length  the  lady  was  padfied,  and  returned  to 
her  champagne ;  the  wig  was  recovered  when  tnin- 
pled  out  of  curl,  and  the  jest  exhausted. 

''  Gospodine  Lesscps !"  said  a  servant. 

"  Oh,"  said  Jakof,  "  you  had  better  not  admit 
him !" 
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*It  is  not  very  prudent,"  remarked  another  of  the 
sts ;  but  indiQst  they  were  deliberating,  there  burst 
n  them  a  rude  voice  preceding  the  fidl  view  of  the 
ly  painter's  figure. 

'  So  ho,  gendemen ! — you  are  carousing  here  !" 
1  Lesseps,  who  appeared  a  little  excited :  ''  what ! 
[  see  my  fiiend,  Jakof  ?" 

io  hilarious  demonstrations  of  delight — such  as 
iiad  been  accustomed  to  hear,  and  such  as  it  had 
3me  a  sort  of  fashion  to  greet  him  with — ^hailed 
entrance  of  the  painter. 

'You  are  dull  over  your  cups,  gentlemen,  very  dull; 
[laps  you  have  heard  that  I  am  going,  and  that 
ses  you  melancholy  ?'* 

rhe  young  guardsman,  next  to  him,  to  whom 
seps  seemed  familiarly  to  point  his  observation, 
tdedlycut  him, turning,  without  deigning  an  answer^ 
ards  Jakof,  and  asking  a  question  about  the  tails 
bis  dogs. 

'  I  had  not  the  felicity  of  finding  a  trace  of  you 
lay — not  even  a  lock  of  your  hair,  though  these 
AS  are  more  current  amongst  the  fair  than  bank- 
!S  amongst  ourselves,"  said  the  painter,  still 
Bely,  though  somewhat  disconcerted  by  his  recep- 
»  md  though  the  blood,  rising  to  his  forehead  and 
ii^  it  just  above  his  rugg^  eyebrows,  shewed 
1ms  was  chafing  inwardly. 

»ut  no  one  noticed  this  jest  of  the  painter's,  wha 
abnost  learned  to  account  himsdf  witty,  ^  long 
he  found  it  impossible  to  open  his  moitth  without 
interruption  of  a  roar  of*  laughter.  Asfor  Jakof, 
answered  him  inandy.  "Ah I  ..."  al^d  then 
ing  his  head,  proceed^  to  reply  with-  iat^nse- 
radaon  and  interest  td  the  guard»Dian'8*qu€StieQ»; 

F  2 
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that  he  always  docked  the  tails  of  his  puppies  himsdC 
having  taken  lessons  from  the  English  rat-catcher,  and 
learned  to  bite  them  off  with  his  teeth,  the  only  ap- 
proved method  of  performing  the  operation. 

Lesseps  sat  down,  and  indep>endently  filled  a 
tumbler  to  the  brim  wit  h  champagne,  and  then,  widi  an 
air  intended  to  convey  at  once  aggravation  and  (k- 
fiance,  he  sung  the  foUowing  snatch : — 

"  Quatre  Rouasel  had  three  hairs  white. 
Two  on  the  left  temple,  one  on  the  right : 
And  when  he  went  hia  mistress  to  see. 
The  rake,  he  jauntily  plaited  all  three  !" 

''  Hear  me,"  said  Lochadoff,  who,  having  ventured 
at  Durakoff's  instigation  on  the  madly  dangenxis 
frolic  of  personating  the  secret  police,  had  felt  peculitf 
awkwardness  on  being  visited  by  a  man  ordered  out 
of  the  empire,  imd  who,  being  closely  watched,  might 
turn  on  him  a  scrutiny  so  perilous :  but  besides  haag 
of  a  naturally  reckless  temper,  he  felt  an  undefined 
sympathy  with  the  banned  artist.  "  Hear  me,"  said 
Lochadoff,  shaking  him  cordially  by  the  hand  ;  "yoa 
know,  Lesseps,  how  we  are  all  kept  under  the  ferak; 
and  so,  fnmkly,  I  had  rather  you  had  not  oome ;  but 
once  here — ^in  for  a  penny,  in  for  a  pound — ^we  shaD 
be  noted  whether  or  not;  so  by  the  holy  beard  dt 
the  liquor-loving  Noah,  the  first  tippler  in  point  d 
antiquity,  as  you  are  the  first  in  capacity,  we  will  dnin 
a  parting  cup  together." 

''  All  the  attendants  but  one  are  removed,"  chimed 
in  Durakoff,  '*  for  a  reason  you  will  burst  your  jo&j 
sides  to  hear,  so  we  may  talk  freely." 

"  Well,"  said  Lesseps,  raising  his  voice,  and  twill- 
ing his  moustachios,  as  he  looked  aroimd,  **in  quitlii^ 
this  cursed  country,  which  I  profoundly  despise^  with 
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5m  belonging  to  it,  there  are  only  you  two  whom  I 
'^^d  give  a  pinch  of  snuff  ever  to  see  again ;  you 
»w  the  only  two  men  in  the  empire,  unless  when  you 
are  quite  sober,  which  is  very  rarely.  As  for  talking, 
I  un  not  afraid  of  being  heard." 

"Neither  is  the  jester,  the  fool,  nor  the  dwarf," 
sneered  the  guardsman,  but  in  a  whisper. 
"What  did  you  say,  Sir  ?"  asked  Lesseps. 
"  I  made  a  private  observation  to  my  friend.  Sir,'* 
^lied  the  guardsman,  superciliously. 

Lesseps  frowned.  But  as  a  glass  was  refilled  for 
liim,  and  a  seat  offered  him  next  to  Katinka,  he  went 
through  the  ceremonies  of  introduction  with  a  rude 
ind  grotesque  gallantry;  and  his  good-humour  was 
]Kirtiany  restored,  when  Lochadoff  whispered  to  him 
in  a  few  words  the  adventure  of  Vasili  Petrovitch. 

"  And  now,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Lochadoff,  "  first 
teD  us  how  have  you  got  into  disgrace  with  the  Em- 
peror, you  who  were  such  a  favourite." 

"  In  this  way.  He  was  not  inclined  to  hear  the 
truth ;  and  I  was  disposed  to  speak  it,  just  as  I  am 
now ;  so  I  shall  take  leave  to  preface  my  narration 
by  a  little  anecdote.  You  must  know,  gentlemen 
afi,  that  1  had  a  friend — a  friend  for  whom  I  enter- 
tained, and  still  entertain  the  greatest  affection;  as 
good-looking,  clever,  and  sensible  a  fellow  as  you 
would  any  of  you  wish  to  see.  This  friend,  gentle- 
men, b^;an  life  like  Bacchus,  seated  on  a  barrel,  which 
was  strapped  to  the  shoulders  of  his  mother,  the 
canteen-woman.  He  spent  his  boyhood,  like  myself, 
as  a  drummer,  and  in  time  he  rose  to  be  sergeant  and 
fencing-master,  and  lastly  to  the  dignity  of  an  epau- 
lette on  the  left  shoulder  at  the  taking  of  the  Trocadero. 
At  length  he  was  sent,  by  some  misunderstanding, 
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into  a  regiment  of  the  royal  guard ;  the  officers  of 
this  re^ment  were  all  hopeful  scions  of  that  nofai% 
which  fled  before  the  storms  of  the  revolution  and 
the  empire,  and  their  wars,  to  return  and  gather  ib 
the  hay  when  the  sun  shone.  Now,  my  deeplf 
venerated  friend  was  not  noble  enough,  rich  enoiigli, 
or  polished  enough,  for  these  fastidious  gendefiAs. 
On  the  second  day,  they  gave  him  the  cut  direct 
Somewhat  to  their  disappointment — ^because,  when  tber 
agreed  to  hunt  him  out  like  a  badger,  they  were  pro^ 
pared  for  his  bite — he  took  no  notice  of  it  all  the  fol- 
lowing day.  The  r^ment  was  quartered  in  the 
environs  of  Paris;  the  colonel  to  whom  the  afiEur 
was  reported,  was  going  up  that  night ;  he  sent  to  my 
friend  to  attend  at  his  quarters  on  the  following  momiog. 

''At  eleven  my  friend  repaired  thith^.  The 
colonel  was  taking  his  chocolate  :  he  was  an  dd 
emigr^,  who  hated  every  thing  connected  with  the 
grande  arm^e. 

" '  Sir,'  said  he,  without  asking  him  to  be  seated, 
'  I  have  been  informed  of  all  that  has  passed.  I  «u 
always  doubtful  of  yoiu*  exacdy  suiting  the  body  d 
officers  of  my  regiment ;  and  I  therefore  cannot  say 
that  I  so  much  regret  the  necessity  which  you  must 
feel  of  immediately  withdrawing  from  it.' 

" '  I  am  not  aware  of  the  necessity  to  which  you 
allude,  colonel,'  replied  my  fiiend,  oooUy. 

"  '  Oh !  you  are  not.  Sir,'  said  the  colonel  with  pro- 
found disgust ;  ^  must  I  dot  your  i's  for  you  ?  I  ms 
anxious  that  there  should  be  no  discussion  betwixt 
them  and  any  person  who  had  served  the  empire  ;-*-faiit 
after  all,  the  men  of  the  empire  have  no  sympathy 
with  cowardice ; — ^in  a  wcnrd,  you  have  allowed  yourMlf 
to  be  grossly  insulted/ 
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"  *  Colonel,'  replied  my  friend,  *  I  have  never  in  my 
1%  left  any  insult  unpunished  yet :  perhaps  you  could 
specify.' 

"  *  Sir,'  said  the  colonel,  *  I  find  you  are  lost  to  all 
lense  of  shame.  Count  A —  and  the  Chevalier 
de  B — y  and  my  own  nephew,  all  publicly  turned 
their  backs  upon  you  yesterday ;  in  short,  if  you  do 
not  quietly  leave  the  regiment  and  the  service,  you 
iiuJl  be  turned  out  of  it,  since  you  force  me  to  speak 
10  harshly.' 

" '  All  these  gentlemen  have  given  me  satisfaction.' 

"'What!  Count  A—?' 

"  *  I  dangerously  wounded  him  at  nine  this  morn- 
ing.   The  Chevalier  de  B—  . . .' 

*^ '  God  bless  me  !'  said  .the  colonel :  and  what  of 
the  Chevalier  deB—' 

"  *  I  have  just  run  him  through  the  body :  and 
your  nephew — ' 

" '  Good  God !'  said  the  colonel,  *  what  of  my 
nephew !' 

*' '  I  must  beg  of  you  to  excuse  me,  for  it  is  half- 
last  eleven ;  your  nephew  is  waiting  on  the  ground 
br  me.' 

"  *  What  1  butcher?'  said  the  colonel.  *  I  forbid 
ou :  I  place  you  under  arrest.' 

"  *  Then  I  will  disgrace  your  nephew ;  and  further, 
3lonel,  this  letter  is  to  ask  my  dismissal  from  the 
arioe.  And  then,  when  no  longer  bound  by  the 
ilea  of  military  subordination,  a  word  from  me  to 
(Nirself.' 

"  They  met :  the  tiephew  was  buried  the  next  day. 
"he  colonel  in  his  phrenzy  struck  the  sub-lieutenant 
itli  his  horsewhip ;  and  then,  when  he  had  left  the 
srvioe,  was  persuaded  by  his  friends  not  to  meet  him 


Here  Lesseps,  who,  heightening 
pantomime  of  action,  seemed  for  a 
illustrate  his  meaning  on  the  person 
for  a  moment. 

"  Well,"  said  Durakoff,  «  and  did 
then?" 

"  He  fought,"  replied  Lesseps ; 
been  one  of  the  fist  fencers  of  h 
contest  it  was.     They  were  both 
body,  and  fell  simultaneously.     As 
sword  had  strangely  slipped  upon  hit 
it  entered,  ripping  up  the  flesh  lik 
fallow  field,  as  I  will  shew  you." 

Lesseps,  pulling  open  his  shirt, 
scar;  and  here  the  guardsman, 
wished  them  all  good  evening,  made 

"  And  now,"  continued  L^seps, 
the  dog-fancier  is  gone,  and  tha 
follow  him,  he  appalhendy  emulating 
would  never  go  till  he  was  kicked  01 

"Ha!  ha!  ha!"  laughed  Jakof. 
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of  Heaven,  they  are  worthy  of  a  comfortable  berth 
in  this  nether  world,  and  where  can  a  man  be  more 
iiqipily  located  than  in  a  wine-cellar?" 

"Very  true,"  said  Katinka;  "I  don't  pity  him, 
lie  has  kept  me  dose  enough." 

"  Come !  come !"  said  Lesseps ;  "  will  no  one  give 
mv  a  song?    Then  fill  your  glasses  and  here  goes : 

If  the  gods  when  disposing 

Of  earth  and  of  sea. 
Had  been  better  advised,  or 

Sought  counsel  of  me, 
Where  the  rivers  and  oceans  roll. 

Red  wine  should  be ; 
With  the  earth  for  a  vineyard. 

The  seas  for  a  bowl, 
And  my  throat  for  a  funnel 

To  bottle  the  whole! 

*'And  now  to  my  story.  You  want  to  know  then, 
Smtlemen,  why  your  Emperor,  the  Emperor  of  all 
^  Russias  has  fallen  into  disgrace  with  Lesseps,  the 
f^ter.  Ill  tell  you  ;  because  he  is  an  empty-headed 
ftol,  because  his  empire  is  vastly  larger  than   his 

int" 

Here  all  looked  involuntarily  to  the  doors. 

^You  must  know  that,  as  long  as  he  was  in  a 
>Ood  humour,  he  seemed  the  only  man  one  could 
^  firedy  to  in  his  own  empire,  of  which  I  now 
Perceive  the  reason,  which  is,  that  he  is  the  only  man 
^0  dare  answer  you  in  the  same  spirit.  But  then 
^  winces  under  the  truth  and  does  not  like  to  hear  it, 
lid  though  Lesseps  never  minds  telling  a  lie  to 
pleasure  a  £riend  behind  his  back — though  no  one  but 
himself  dares  say  so — ^he  never  says  what  is  untrue  to 
'  man's  face  to  pleasure  him,  be  he  who  he  may. 

F  3 


106  THE   WHITE    SLAVE. 

''  Now  the  Emperor  asks  me  if  his  Invalides — the 
fellows  who  mount  guard  at  the  palace  in  bear-skm 
caps — are  not  fully  equal  to  the  Emperor's  old  gwud 
— I  mean  the  Emperor's — for  you  know,  gentlemen, 
he  was  the  real  Emperor,  after  whom  all  other 
monarchs  are  like  the  princes  of  a  masquerade." 

"  My  dear  fellow,"  said  Lochadoff,  "  you  forget 
your  late  Louis  XVIII,  with  all  the  weight  of 
legitimacy  and  of  corpulence." 

"  Bah  !"  said  Lc»ssops,  with  an  expression  of  con- 
tempt ;  "  a  king  of  farce  or  pantomime  beside  the 
*  little  corporal,'  the  '  king  of  fire,'  the  man  of  batties ! 
Louis  and  his  successor  arc  a  pair  of  Roi  Dagoberts 
of  the  hunting  song  —  King  Dagobert,  who  ytw 
know, 

in  days  of  yore, 
Once  (ionncd  his  shorts  wrong  side  before. 
Which  Saint  Eloi  did  no  sooner  see, 
llian  he  said,  *  Oh,  Sire !  it  grieveth  me 
That  your  Majesty  so  ill-brccched  should  be." 
•  It  is  true,*  quoth  the  King,  *  I  thought  they  felt  tight. 
So  we'll  shift  them  about,  and  we'll  put  them  oa  right." 

"  It  is  very  funny,"  said  Jakof ;  "  but,  my  dear 
Lesseps,  we  might  be  convivial  without  all  the» 
dangerous  political  allusions." 

"  You  are  right,"  said^  Durakoff ;  "  we  do  not 
know  on  what  terms  King  Dagobert  may  be  with  our 
Court." 

"  Exactly,"  answered  Jakof,  in  sober  earnest. 

"Who  is  afraid?"  replied  Lesseps.  "Talk  of 
other  Kings,  Emperors,  or  Princes,  to  me  who  ha« 
seen  the  Emperor !  Why  your  Nicholas  is  a  miserabk 
parody  on  him ! — a  child  with  a  paper  cocked  htf 
and  a  penny  trumpet !" 
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"  Hush !  hush !  hush !  hush !"  said  all  the  auditors 
Ik  a  breath. 

"  Not  1 1"  said  the  painter ;  "  I  will  say  my  say. 
Why,  your  Emperor  reminds  me  of  the  other  verse  of 
King  Dagobert, 

who  always  wore 
A  big  sword  of  steel — in  days  of  yore. 
So  quoth  St.  Eloi,  '  Oh !  my  King, 

If  your  foot  should  slip. 

And  your  Majesty  trip, 
You  will  hurt  yourself  with  that  ugly  thing.' 
'  It  is  true,'  said  the  Monarch  so  good ; 
'  Let  us  have  a  blunt  broadsword  of  wood.* " 

"  WeD,  but  your  story  ?"  said  Lochadoff. 

"Well  then,  for  my  story,"  replied  the  painter. 
**Your  King  Dagobert  was  vaunting  his  Invalides 
^^ainst  the  Emperor's  Old  Guard. 

**  *  Now  don't  you  think  them  better  men  ?'  said  he. 

"  I  answered  nothing.  *  Well,'  he  continued ;  *  they 
^  as  tall,  as  strong,  as  well  dressed,  as  well  drilled, 
^ore  faithful,  and  braver — for,  after  all,  ours  beat 
hem.' 

" '  Beat  them  !'  said  I ;  *  with  the  assistance  of 
^venty  d^ees  of  frost,  or  three  to  one ;  but  never 
therwise.  I  grant  you.  Sire,  that  they  are  as  well 
iTeased,  drilled,  and  disciplined — ^but  to  be  as  brave — 
bey  must  not  only  have  worsted  lace  and  silver 
[ledals  on  the  breasts,  but  a  stout  spirit  within  them ; 
1x1,  to  be  as  strong,  your  Imperial  Majesty  must  feed 
bem  on  something  better  than  rye  bread  and  cab- 
age.' 

"  *  Oh !  but  they  have  meat !'  said  the  Emperor. 

**  *  Oh,  yes !  as  much  in  a  month  as  I  have  seen 
n  En^shman  take  at  a  mouthful.  In  short,  they 
rant  hearts  m  their  bodies  and  beef  in  their  bellies  !' 
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''  Tiie  Emperor  did  Dot  laugh  as  usual.  At  lengdi, 
for  he  had  come,  I  believe,  for  the  purpose  of  ghriiig 
me  a  subject  from  Napoleon's  histor}',  he  said, '  Yoo 
have  thought  of  nothing.' 

"  '  Not  yet,  Sire.' 

"  '  Then  let  it  be  his  flight  from  Russia,'  said  his 
Majc^sty,  maliciously. 

''  *  Sire,'  answered  I,  '  I  know  a  better  subject.' 

"'What  is  it?' 

"  *  Napoleon  on  the  raft  at  Tilsit — the  Emperor, 
your  brother,  on  his  right  hand,  the  Emperor  rf 
Austria  on  his  left,  for  they  both  yielded  him  pre- 
ccdena%  and  Napoleon  commencing  an  anecfbte, 
*  When  I  was  lieutenant  of  artillery  at  the  siege  of 
Toulon.'  The  Emperor  turned  upon  his  heel,  and  so 
it  happens,  gentlemen,  that  I  have  received  orders  to 
quit  the  empire  in  eight-and-tbrty  hours." 

"  I  wish,"  said  Lochadoif,  "  he  would  serve  us  al 
so." 

"  My  dear  feUow,"  said  DurakofF,  "  who  would 
then  be  left  to  serve  him  ?" 

"  But  the  best  joke  is  to  come,"  continued  Lesseps. 
''  I  have  money  owing  to  me,  more  than  would  fill  a 
sledge.  I  have  been  round  to-day,  and  not  a  soul 
would  pay  me,  or  even  see  me — ^all  knowing  that  1 
must  be  off  to-morrow." 

"  A  good  joke  you  call  it !"  said  Durakoff. 

"  Oh  !  not  their  refusal  to  pay  me — though,  con- 
found them,  I  ought  to  be  thankful  too  for  their 
utterly  disgusting  me  with  a  country  where  tilt 
ruler  is  like  a  mangy  dog  over  a  bone,  and  is  yet  a 
prince  compared  to  all  his  subjects.  The  joke  is  thr 
following.  You  all  know  that  I  have  committed  tm 
great  follies  in  my  life;  the  one  was   coming  to 
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issia,  the  other  marrying  there.  Well  then,  my 
srman  wife  has  taken  it  into  her  head  to  come  with 
e  to  Paris,  and  has  got  her  passport  all  ready, 
ow  of  all  the  people  to  whom  I  went  collecting  cash, 

I  have  told  you,  I  saw  only  one,  and  that  person 
ive  me  a  suggestion  quite  as  valuable." 

"  As  valuable  as  money  ?"  said  Durakoflf. 

'*  To  the  full,"  replied  Lesseps.  "  Imagine  that  I 
as  requested  to  take  with  me  a  very  pretty  inte- 
sting  woman,  a  foreigner  married  to  a  Russian,  and 
leking  to  escape  from  the  country.     She  flying  from 

husband  rendered  it  necessary  that,  as  a  bond  of 
mpathy,  I  should  be  running  away  from  a  wife;  so, 
istead  of  starting  to-morrow  at  sunset  with  my 
K)use,  I  am  off,  en  aimable  sciUrat  at  daybreak  with 
1  interesting  substitute." 

"  Have  you  seen  her  ?" 

"  No  ;  but  any  change  must  be  a  gain." 

"  And  if  your  wife  follows  ?" 

"  She  can't.  I  am  going  to  make  use  of  her  passport." 

"  I  thought  that  Jakof  had  paid  you  most  liberaDy." 

"  He  was  out  three  times  to-day,  that  I  called  and 
int.  After  all,  he  is  no  worse  than  the  rest,  and  I 
lerefore  regret  that,  as  I  must  be  off  to-morrow,  I 
lall  have  no  opportunity  of  meeting  any  body  else, 
\  I  have  vowed  to  twist  the  nose  off  the  first  shufHer 
meet." 

"  How  very  funny,"  said  Jakof,  "  but  you  mistake, 
\j  friend ;  I  told  you  that  I  was  about  to  send  to  you 
»-night — I  can  pay  you  at  once,  Sir :  what  have  you 
unted  for  me  ?" 

"  May  the  devil  bum  me  if  I  remember !"  replied 
•esseps." 

"  The  one  is  a  scene  in  the  Pyrenees — some  mule- 
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tcers — two  mules  and  a  donkey,  threading  a  Salvator- 
Rosa-like  path  ;  the  other  is  a  portrait  of  myadf— kt 
me  see,  what  did  we  agree  for  ?" 

"  Money  and  fair  words  I  suppose,"  replied  the 
painter,  "  but  how  much,  or  how  many,  I  cannot  tdL" 

"  You  must  say,"  said  Jakof. 

"  Well,  suppose  we  take  five  hundred  roubles  apw 
for  each  of  the  mules,  and  the  jack-ass ;  and  for  the 
portrait  half  the  sum." 

"  Half  for  his  portrait ! — ^rate  him  lower  than  t 
donkey !" 

''  By  no  means :  but  the  former  would  be  the 
portrait ;  the  latter  only  the  copy  of  a  portrait,"  replied 
Lesscps. 

''  And  then,"  said  Katinka  maliciously,  "  there  is 
my  portrait  which  he  painted  for  you." 

"  I  don't  remember  it,"  said  the  painter. 

Oh  !  Jakof  does,"  said  Durakoff,  *^  for  he  was  boast- 
ing of  it." 

"  Well !  well ;"  said  Jakof,  taking  out  his  podot 
book  with  a  sigh. 

"  Katinka,  do  you  take  punch  or  champagne? 
iced  ?"  sjiid  Lochadoff. 

"  Madam,"  interrupted  Lesseps,  "I  drink  to  your 
spouse  in  the  cellar." 

''  Oh !  iced  by  all  means,"  replied  Katinka. 

"  Which,"  said  Lochadoff,  "  the  champagne  or  your 
husband." 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Durakoff,  "  a  IxiIIiant  ida 
suggests  itself,"  and,  initiating  the  company  into  his 
plot,  he  led  them  into  an  adjoining  room,  and  tben 
quitted  them. 

"  Look,"  said  Lochadoff,  taking  out  a  hundred 
rouble  note,  with  which  VasiliPetrovitch  had  attempted 
to  bribe  him  in  the  character  of  the  gendaime,  and 
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iog  it  up  to  light  his  cigar  with,  *'  look !  Vasili 
rovitch  gave  me  this  for  taking  care  of  his  lady/' 
'  What  is  the  husband's  is  the  wife's,"  said  Katinka 
tching  it  away. 

*  By  this  time  the  door  of  the  next  room  was 
iwn  open,  and  there  stood  Vasili  Petrovitch,  hand- 
ind,  blindfolded,  and  barefooted,  with  Durakoff 
ide  him,  making  pantomimic  gestures  to  enjoin 
Qoe. 

*  VasQi  Petrovitch,"  said  Durakoff  in  a  rough 
[ned  voice :  "  is  that  the  tradw  Vasili  Petrovitch  ?" 

*  It  is  he,  your  Excellency,"  replied  Lochadoff,  in  a 
e  of  profound  deference. 

*My  lord—"  said  Vasili. 

'Hush  !  speak  not  till  thou  art  spoken  to.  Vasili 
rovitch,  tell  all  thou  knowest  of  this  matter,  and 
rare  how  thou  dost  hold  back  or  falsify  one  sylla- 

You  write  down  what  he  says." 
•What   matter,  your    Excellency?"    said   Vasili 
rovitch. 

'  What  matter !  well,  truly  that  is  modest.  Art 
M  here  to  interrogate  me,  prisoner  ?" 

*  Oh  1  most  merciful  Lord,"  replied  Vasili ;  "I  am 
f  too  ready  to  obey  your  exceUency,  but  how  can  I 
ess  I  am  informed  in  what  ?" 

*  How  1"  said  Durakoff,  "  supposing  thou  knowest 
hing  treasonable  after  all,  am  I  to  be  so  negligent 
the  Emperor's  service  as  to  betray  his  secrets? 
ou  wilt  not  speak  ?     I  ask  thee  for  the  last  time." 

*  Oh !"  said  Vasili  in  terrible  perplexity,  "  if  you 
old  only  tell  me  what  you  wish  to  know  (" 

''  Then,"   sftid   Durakoff  sternly,  "  apply  the  red 
;  irons  to  his  feet,  and  sear  him  to  the  quick." 
''  Oh  mercy  1  mercy  1"  roared  Vasili  in  an  agony  of 
ror,  "  I  will  say  anything." 


112  THE   WHITE   SLAVE. 

But  he  was  pitilessly  seized^  and,  from  a  wiu- 
cooler,  in  which  a  goodly  number  of  bottles  were  arrayed, 
to  prevent  the  necessity  of  any  intrusion  of  domestics, 
two  or  three  lumps  of  ice  were  rubbed  against  the  soles  of 
Vasili's  feet,  whose  imagination  was  so  impressed  with 
the  idea  of  being  burned,  that  his  shrieks  obliged 
them  partially  to  gag  him,  whilst  Katinka  clapped  her 
hands  with  delight  and  laughed  outright. 

"  What  was  that  ? — do  I  hear  her  voice  ?"  said 
Vasili  Petrovitch. 

"His  head  wanders,"  said  Durakoff ;  "put  him  into 
an  ice-cellar,  and  let  him  remain  there  till  we  next  caB 
him  up  for  interrogation." 

Vasili  was  lifted  aloft,  and  carried  several  times 
round  the  room,  and  at  length  deposited  in  the  wiIl^ 
cooler. 

"Oh!  Oh!  I  am  on  hot  coals  again.  Oh  mcRj! 
mercy!" 

"  Nonsense,  you  are  ankle  deep  in  the  ice-slush,"  re- 
plied LochadofF,  it  is  not  comfortable  to  he  down  in, 
I  grant  you,  but  you  can  stand  up,  it  will  do  your  bunt 
feet  good." 

"  Oh,  your  nobility !  you  are  the  gendarme  officer; 
I  know  you  by  your  voice.  Oh,  shall  I  ever  get  aviy 
from  here  ?" 

"  Who  knows  ?  You  should  have  answered  hii 
Excellency." 

"  Oh,  'tis  awfiilly  cold,"  said  Vasili,  lifting  up  fint 
one  leg,  and  then  the  other,  like  a  dancing  bear." 

"  And  how  long  am  I  to  remain  here  ?" 

"  Till  you  are  next  called  up." 

"  And  when  will  that  be  ?"  asked  the  trader 
piteously. 

"  I  don't  know.  Perhaps  in  April  next." 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

pale  sister  who  had  watched  beside  Blanche 

her   contagious   malady,    in   the  place   of 

of   the   sect   over  which   the   brickmaker 

,  was  a  wealthy  and  noble  lady,  who,  becom- 

)ly  interested  in  her  strange  story,  continued 

to   befriend  her,  though  for  many  reasons 

g  from  recognition. 

tiad  committed  Blanche  to  the  care  of  the 
widow  of  an   officer,  a  woman  to   whom 
sorrow  had  taught  kindness  and  compassion, 
►  was  besides  discreet,  unprying,  and  trust- 
Living   in   a  retired   situation,    she    had 
gained  her  livelihood  by  devoting  her  time 
sane  lady,  with  the  care  of  whom  the  inune- 
ations  had  not  only  entrusted,  but  to  whom 
appeared  utterly  to  have  abandoned  her — all 
g  one,  and  this  was  the  pale  sister,  who  was 
ntly  connected  that  she   could  hardly  have 
the  right  to  exercise  the  active  vigilance  she 
her  destiny,  but  for  the  generosity  with  which 
ibled  the  somewhat  parsimonious  allowance 
ly     the    lunatic's   guardians,    so    that    the 
ihould  have  no  temptation  to  resort  to  any 


calamity  had  overthrown,  inspire 
with  which  youth,  and  gentleness, 
beauty,  invest  unfortunates  in  her 

Her  insanity  had  assumed  th< 
dreamy  melancholy.  Most  freqi 
surrounding  objects,  she  would  mi 
then  her  eyes  would  fill  with  teai 
burning  drops,  whilst  her  countc 
and  almost  happy  in  expression, 
heavy  rain  with  a  sunny  sky  whidh 
clouded — such  as  the  reader  may 
seen  once  in  the  course  of  m 
anomaly  startling  not  in  its  o¥ 
account  of  the  rare  and  unnatural 
offers. 

And  then,  whenever  she  a^ 
tangled  world  of  thought,  in  wt 
drowsiness  seemed  to  yield  repos 
she  busied  herself  with  mingled 
in  restless  preparation  both  of  her 
apartments  for  the  reception  of 
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Dvaiying  day  on  which,  towards  evening,  she  seemed 
)  rouse  under  the  influence  of  a  painful  excitement, 
od  in  the  mcMrning  Blanche  never  saw  her,  though 
If  shrieks  and  ravings  of  the  lunatic  rang  through 
le  house  in  the  wild  paroxysms  of  her  insanity. 

And  cm  these  occasions,  as  r^ularly  as  they 
curred,  the  pale  sister,  with  a  beautiful  devotion  to 
r  suffering  kinswoman,  was  always  closeted  with 
T  tim)ugh  the  live-long  day  and  night,  till  the 
ifortunate  maniac  at  length  found  refuge  in  sleep, 
id  then  she  lefl  her,  so  exhausted  that  she  often 
mted  over  the  cup  of  cordial  wine  which  the  widow 
eld  prepared  to  refresh  her  after  her  long  and 
3^  vigil. 

After  these  terrible  four-and-twenty  hours  were 
used,  the  violence  of  the  patient  always  gave  way 
I  a  natural  reaction,  and  she  became  as  gentle  as 
rfbve,  except  that  she  dreamed  much,  and  shed  more 
an  than  usual. 

Now  the  day  on  which  Blanche  went  with  the  old 
Marian  to  reclaim  from  his  brother  the  deposit  of 
fettheus,  was  the  day  of  the  mad  woman's  periodical 
■y.  The  widow  had  received  a  message  to  repair 
Qmediatdy  on  urgent  business  to  the  house  of  an 
duential  personage,  whom  her  protectress  had  in- 
mted  in  Blanche's  fate.  The  pale  sister  had  not 
*  come,  but  she  had  never  fsuled  to  do  so,  and 

was  not  till  towards  midday  that  the  patient 
icame  violent.  The  widow,  therefore,  k^  her 
iked  in  an  apartment  lighted  only  by  a  skylight, 
id  the  walls  and  flooring  of  which,  being  padded, 
ft  no  means  of  injurious  self-violence  to  h^  charge. 

The  mad  woman  watched  with  intense  anxiety  for 
a*  accustomed  visitant;  and  when,  at  length,  hour 


the  strength  of  the  human  body, 
augments  it  for  the  moment  by  a 
brief  period  the  power  of  exerti 
wards  the  exhausted  frame  propoi 
"With  this  ephemeral  force  of  the  i 
burst  open  the  door  of  her  ch 
Blanche,  returning  from  her  fru 
house  of  the  perfidious  Vasili,  hast 
there  stood  the  mad  woman  in 
room. 

Her  hair  was  dishevelled  and  flc 
her  garments  hung  m  rags  about 
sparkled  with  the  wild  and  fiti 
insanity,  her  brows  were  contrac 
distortion. 

''  Hush  !"  she  said,  putting  her 
"  he  sleeps — " 

"  He  sleeps ! — ^my  chQd  !"  shri^ 
with  a  terrible  foreboding  rushed 
her  sleeping  infant ;  but  there  it  la] 
dreamless  sleep,  its  cheeks  like  the 
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drum — not  that  he  awakens  easily — ^you  may  pass 
to  and  fro  and  stamp  upon  his  grave,  and  he  says  not 
even, '  don't  disturb  me !' 

"  If  he  were  easily  disturbed,  you  know,  those 
hammers  would  awaken  him — knock,  knock,  knock, 
knock  I — do  you  hear  them  ? — did  you  ever  hear 
those  sounds  before !  Oh  yes,  it  is  our  wedding  day 
to-morrow,  they  are  nailing  up  the  drapery  and  fes- 
toons, and  the  platform  for  the  orchestra — poor 
fidkws,  they  were  early  at  their  work. 

"  The  platform — oh  !  what  bloody  band  is  to  pky 
on  it  ?  What  do  I  see  uprising  there — oh  God  1  oh 
God ! — five  gibbets !  One  for  Pestel !  one  for  Ka- 
hovski !  one  for  Bestoujef,  and  one  for  Mouravief ! 
One,  two,  three,  four," — and  the  maniac  counted  on 
her  fingers — ^"'but  who  is  the  fifth  for?  Merciful 
Heaven !  not  for  him ! — oh  no  !  no !  no  ! — ^men, 
living  men,  with  bodies  sensible  to  pain,  and  with 
immortal  souls,  are  not  thus  hanged  up  by  the  neck 
like  dogs!" 

"  Poor  sufferer !"  said  Blanche,  "  oh  what  a  world 
of  trouble  !"  And  then,  pressing  the  mad  woman's 
hand,  she  kneeled  to  induce  her  to  kneel  too,  and 
pray  according  to  her  wont. 

"  What !"  said  the  maniac,  "  pray ! — ^pray !  when 
even  the  Saviour  has  refused  to  save" — and  then, 
quoting  the  words  of  the  mad  wife  in  Krasinski's 
beautiful  drama,  "  The  Infernal  Comedy,"  she  raised 
her  hands  despairingly  towards  Heaven,  ''  Oh  I  he  has 
seized  with  both  hands  his  cross,  and  cast  it  into  the 
abyss  1  Hark !  dost  not  hear  that  cross,  the  hope  of  the 
wretched,  crashing  as  it  falls  from  star  to  star ! — it  is 
breaking,  and  it  scatters  through  the  universe  the 
firagments  of  its  wreck ! — " 
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Here  she  covered  her  eyes  for  a  few  monMnb 
with  her  hand,  and  the  looks  of  Blanche  wandend 
anxiously  from  this  sad  spectacle  to  her  sleeping  di3d. 

At  length  the  maniac  stared  again  wildly  aniimd 
her,  and  her  thoughts  again  reverted  into  their  fhraiff 
all-absorbing  train. 

"And  they,  what  do  they  here,  why  do  their 
drums  beat  ?  Why  do  their  arms  shine  so  brighdf  f 
Why  dance  the  black  and  white  plumes?  And  nty 
glands  the  scarlet  in  the  morning  air  ?  Oh  God!  A 
those  brave  men,  who  bear  themselves  so  gaUantiy,  viD 
not  stand  by  with  arms  in  their  avenging  hands  and 
sanction  a  deliberate  assassination  ?  If  you  want  life; 
— if  you  arc  quite'remorseless, — then  take  theirs — 'tuM 
they  persuaded  him, — they  all  rebelled  in  deed  aswdl 
as  thought, — and  if  there  be  devotion  in  the  hearts  cf 
all  of  them  there  was  no  pity  for  his  danger,  and  dutt 
is  blood  on  some  of  their  hands,  but  not  on  Ik 
Hang  them !  but  not  the  husband  of  my  bosom,  not 
my  soul's  love,  not  him !  you  shall  not  touch  ooe 
hair  of  his  blessed  head — ^for  the  sacred  affection  of  i 
wife  protects  him. 

"Reflect,  Sire,"  continued  the  maniac,  throwiif 
herself  at  Blanche's  feet,  "reflect!  you  are  yonq 
yourself, — you  have  a  wife  who  lores  you, — ^you  hue 
children  whom  you  love,  you  are  one  of  the  eartfir 
demigods,  you  have  power,  you  are  victorious-^ 
then  why  not  look  down  and  pity  ?  Your  ruk  ii 
absolute  now  over  sixty  millions,  there  are  sixty  mil* 
lion  lives,  any  of  which  you  may  extinguish  by  adntf 
of  your  imperial  pen !  and  I  implore  you,  Sire,  only  ftr 
one, — there  is  only  one  I  care  for, — ^that  is  not  my  owny 
and  that  pitiful  one  you  will  grant  me?  For  whrt 
a  beggar,  Sire,  stands  by  your  ample  store  and  aris 
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k  in  the  name  of  Christ,  who  can  refuse  it 
b,  Sire  !  that  life  your  heart  will  not  deny  me, 
that  I  am  a  fond,  weak,  loving,  woman. 
—  oh  God !  let  me  rise  up,  I  have  profaned 
ees  whidi  should  only  bend  to  thee — this  is 
Emperor,  this  is  not  Nicolai  Paulovitch! 
le  hangman." 

tie  made  a  vain  effort  to  pacify  her :  she  con- 
ith  wild  vehemence,  '^  This  is  the  hangman, 
loathsome  hangman,  who  is  to  tie  the  murder- 
about  that  neck  which  nothing  but  these 
jht  ever  to  encircle.  Make  way,  make  way, 
he  hangman,  but  where  is  the  Emperor  ?  Show 
te  Emperor  1    Show  me,  gentlemen,  I  implore 

0  the  Emperor But  hark ! — ^it  is  too  late, 

!  oh  God !  he  is  dangling  aloft,  he  has  fallen 
h  the  breaking  rope ;  they  have  tied  him  up 

broken  limb,  which  hangs  suspended  loosely 
B  body,  just  like  his  tender  body  as  it  dangles 

ital  cord  from  that  foul  tree ! look,  look, 

ind  the  maniac,  grasping  Blanche  by  the  hand, 
to  the  windows  and  then,  turning  round,  and 
into  her  face,  she  said,  ''  Ah,  now  I  know 

you  are  come  at  last,  Madame  Obrasoff,  what 
r  you  will  save  him  from  himself, — what  then  ? 

1  am  the  injured  wife,  and  you  the  adulterous 
.  Oh  save  him !  save  him  !  save  .him  1"  and 
ikl  shriek  she  kneded  again  and  seized  Blanche 
em  of  her  garment  Then  rising,  she  continued 

cky  hark !  to  the  hammers,  knock,  knock — 

Oh  they  will  waken  him,  and  he  sleeps  so 

D0W9  outwearied,  on  his  dungeon  straw — look. 


Mi- 
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lo,  he  dreams  !  he  murmurs  out  a  name.  Oh  God  I  it 
is  not  mine — ^it  is  not  his  fond  wife's, — ^it  is  thine,  lik 
woman  !  thine  murderess  !  for  oh !  thou  hast  notsamid 
him — oh  trust  her  not,  trust  her  not !  turn  not,  m 
husband,  from  my  fond  embrace,  to  hide  thy  bod 
on  her  false  bosom,  for  the  night  that  thou  ¥rm 
first  doomed  to  lie  a  cold  corpse  with  thy  wum 
blood  curdled — that  night,  with  her  plumes  and 
diamonds,  the  wretched  woman  smiled  in  the  Em- 
peror's presence !  She,  in  his  murderous  presaw 
smiled  her  murdering  smile,  —  oh  I  have  bed 
it  all! 

"  For  thou  didst  murder  him,  woman !  say  not  niy 
There  was  a  time  when  first  he  wooed  me :  if  I  ha 
asked  him  then,  as  afterwards  in  vain  upon  my  knee 
I  did  beseech  him  to  fly  these  dangerous  men  andthd 
conspiracies — there  was  a  time  he  would  havelisteiw 
to  me ;  but  thou  didst  win  Ids  constant  heart  mn^ 
and  then  that  heart — filled  with  another  love — ^was  da 
to  my  entreaties.  How  didst  thou  win  it  from  me  ?- 
tell  me  then  pale  sorceress  ? — and  yet — oh  God !  yo 
say  the  sentence  is  pronounced — oh  then  forgive  a 
if  I  have  spoken  harshly,  forgive  me  gentle  lady,  a 
you  can  only,  only,  only,  only  save  him. . .  . 

"Oh   thou   wouldst  fly  from  me! — stop,  stop 

adulterous  murderess,  stop  ! — ^knowcst  thou  not  tb 

he   is  dead,  and  thou  art  dead,  and  I  "Am  dead — an 

here   below,   where   we  both   howl  for   light,  tho 

art  doomed  to  suffer  for  ever  thus.  " 

'|f  And  here  the  maniac  flew  like  a  wild  beast  i 

•-< :  Blanche,  whose  enfeebled  frame  bent  like  a  reed,  i 

she  was  borne  to  the  ground  before  she  had  time  I 

■ '  ;  call  for  succoxu*,  a  call  which  would,  if  heard,  hav 
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been  vain  in  a  house  where  the  only  servant  was 

accustomed  to  the  periodical  ravings  of  the  lunatic 
"Now,   look  you,"  continued  the  mad  woman, 
1    pulling  loose  her  victim's   hair,   and   twisting  her 
I    fillers  into  it,  "  in  this  manner  it  is  doomed  that  I 

diiJl  drag  thee  for  ever  and  ever  through  the  long 

m^t  of  time.  Ha !  ha !  it  is  pleasant  to  hear,  as  I  have 
[    so  often  heard  before,  thy  head  bound  over  the  ground 
:    as  I  dash  thee  upon  it — ^for  this,  this  is  the  ninth,  and 
I    cm  the  ninth  he  died !" 
I        Here  the   maniac  paused ;  and  Blanche,  stunned, 

breathless,  and  affrighted,  had  not  even  strength  to 
I    eall  fbr  hdp. 

I  "  Now,  tell  me,  tell  me,**  continued  the  wife  of  the 
;^  eoftspirator,  **  how  didst  thou  win  his  true  and  constant 
i  heart  from  me  ?  Let  me  look  at  thee — my  form  Was 
I  surely  taller  and  more  graceful — my  hair  more  long 
I  '  and  silky — my  skin  as  feir — ^my  eyes  more  soft  and 
,  bright — and  yet — and  yet  he  left  me  for  thee!  What 
I  is,  then,  this  expression  that  men  rave  about  ?  Where 
;  are  these  changing  hues  of  the  rainbow  which  they  say 
I  are  in  thine  eyes  ? — I  see  them  not  Why  say  they 
,;    that  thy  step  is  like  the  fluttering  of  the  butterfly — ^thy 

voice  hke  the  iEolian  harp  ?  Why  did  he  cfJl  thee 
,  Euphemia — the  fairy-like,  ethereal;  and  impalpable 
i  Buphemia !  who  didst  look  as  if  fed'  in  thy  grossest 
,  m«d  on  the  egg  of  the  humming-bird',  and  the  bloom 
i    collected  from  the  fruit, — ^as  if  thy  thirst  was  slaked 

with  dew  stored  up  in  the  chalice  of  a  flower  ?    What 
,     saw  he  in  thee  that  was  not  in  me  ?" 
,         At  this  moment,  Blanche's  infant,  at  length  awaked 
,     from  its  sleep  by  the  mad  woman's  violence,  turned  on 

its  side,  and  cried  aloud, 

"  Oh  God  !  a  child— a  child !  the  babe's   mouth 
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look  thou  here !" 

At  these  words,  Blanche — ^feeb 
and  bleeding — started  to  her  feet  ^ 
rending  shriek ;  and  no  sooner  was 
maniac's  hands,  than  the  terror 
mother  braced  her  unstrung  nerve 
energy  of  the  lioness,  whose  whel] 
enfolding,  the  feinting  woman  boui 
also  seized  her  babe. 

The   tender  infimt  was  thus   pi 
betwixt  the  malignant  strength  of 
tenacious  grasp  of  a  mother  holdinj 
Another  instant  might  have  seen 
Solomon  realized  on  its  person,  only 
arose,  gnlvanically,  as  it  were,  a  migfa 
the  mother's  nerve,  so  her  instincti 
more  rapid — she   loosed  the  child 
maniac's  throat — she  cast  her  downi 
strength — ^that  woman  whom  two 
not  hold  when  in  her  paroxysms ;  ai 
up  her  babe,  she  fled  Uke  the  hunted 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

The  Prince  Isaakoff  had  been  ten  days  at  Moscow ; 

m  finir  more  he  was  to  return.     Horace,  who  had 

ipeed  to  follow  him  thither  on  the  third  day,  still 

fagered   behind,  although  he  often   wished  he  had 

iooompanied  him ;  and,  although  he  had  only  to  call 

fcr  horses  to  fulfil  this  promise,  he  lingered — ^unable 

to    escape    firom    the   fascination   which    Nadeshta 

4Derased  over  him  through  her  beauty,  her  enthu- 

4fim,  and  her  touching  confidence.    And  then  he 

■onged  to  break  the  spell,  because  his  gratitude,  his 

Idmiration,  and  the  absorbing  interest  with  which  she 

bad  inspired  him — the  vivid  consciousness  of  the  im- 

jlMsable  gulph  which  divided  the  Count  de  Mon- 

ftssan  fi\)m  the  slave-girl — led  him  for  the  first  time 

io  dread  that  he  might  be  tempted  to  villany  which 

imuld  have  filled  him  with  remorse,  or  folly,  of  which 

le  felt  the  bare  idea  ridiculous. 

Now  the  excitement  of  a  strangely  imnatural 
x«tion  when,  in  the  presence  of  approaching  death, 
be  stood  face  to  face  with  a  creature  of  angelic  beauty, 
nrhose  living  features  seen  for  the  first  time  were  yet 
bmiliar  to  him ;  for  whose  misfortune  his  sympathies 
had  just  been  strongly  roused  by  his  interview  with 
ber  brother ;  and  who  was  about  to  die  in  her  attempt 
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to  save  him — had  all  conjoined  to  lead  him  to  a  soknm 
declaration,  which — ^in  the  same  sincerity — in  the  en- 
thusiasm of  his  gratitude  for  their  deliverance,  he  had 
rc])eated  when  they  stood  on  the  bank  in  safety ;  a 
declaration  to  do  that  which  was  socially  impossibki 
and  which,  notwithstanding  its  solenmity,  in  the  sober 
moments  of  his  reason,  he  could  only  r^;anl  as  i 
rhapsody  of  its  temporary  aberration.  And  yet  he 
felt  an  undefined  dissatisfaction  at  the  very  reasons 
which,  when  reviewed,  not  only  served  to  palliate  his 
course  of  action,  but  seemed  to  leave  no  other  reason- 
ably open  to  him. 

This  noble  girl,  it  was  true,  had  saved  his  life,  and, 
in  a  moment  of  transport,  he  had  promised  that  whidi 
was  clearly  impossible — to  make  her  his  wife— « 
pn)mise  so  frequent  in  its  violation  by  men  of  Inrth 
towards  their  inferiors,  as  almost  to  be  excusafak 
wlien  not  made  with  premeditated  guile,  only  dot 
here,  the  life  which  she  had  devoted  to  save  his  g«ve 
it  a  character  of  more  than  usual  sanctity.  But  then, 
on  the  other  hand,  the  Count  was  about  to  rescue  her 
and  those  dearest  to  her  from  their  miserable  situatioo. 
He  had  already  tested  the  gratitude  of  the  Ducfaes 
by  writing  to  implore  her  to  watch  over  the  destii^  d 
the  wife  of  Mattheus  ;  Mattheus,  and  NadeditB 
herself,  he  was  determined  to  redeem  from  thdr 
slavery,  not  only  at  the  expense  of  all  that  wealtib  so 
lightly  won,  but  of  his  own  patrimonial  fortune  if 
required,  or  by  his  blood,  if  wc»ilth  was  insufficient  to 
effect  his  object ;  but  as  for  marrying — ^it  was  too 
preposterous  !  and  yet,  how  strange  that,  if  it  had 
been  possible  to  link  that  beautiftd  and  ingenuous 
peasant-girl  a  gem,  and  not  a  gem  in  its  unpolisfaed 
roughness,  but  only  one  unflawed  by  contact  wiA  the 
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'^vorld — ^if  it  had  been  possible  to  link  to  the  genealo- 
gical tree,  even  of  her  tyrant,  whom  he  now  de- 
spised, that  beauteous  maiden,  Horace  felt  then, 
fn*  the  first  time,  that  he,  who  had  railed  so  bitterly 
sgainst  matrimony,  would  have  hastened  to  secure 
her  as  a  prize  that  some  one  might  have  rdvishcd 
from  him. 

Horace,  in  fact,  felt  that  he  had  the  misfortune  to 
love,  where  alike  his  honour  as  a  man  and  his  self- 
dignity  imperatively  forbade  the  gratification  of  his 
passion.  That,  however,  which  touched  him  most 
Was  the  confident  simplicity  with  which  Nadeshta 
had  evidently  accepted  hLs  v^nld  promise,  without  ever 
for  an  instant  doubting  its  validity  or  his  intention 
to  fulfil  it. 

Always  singularly  isolated  at  school  by  her  con-' 
Bdousness  of  the  contempt  with  which  her  com- 
Jianions  would  have  treated  her  if  cognizant  of  her 
^eal  station;  and  since  then  cut  off  from  all  com- 
niunion  by  her  utter  want  of  sympathy  with  all 
Surrounding  her,  she  had  lived,  as  we  have  heard 
from  her  own  avowal,  in  the  past  and  the  future— sucrh 
w  she  had  gathered  the  one  from  books,  and 
gilded  the  other  in  her  warm  impetuous  imagination. 
The  momentary  disenchantment  occasioned  by  the 
condition  of  her  brother  and  the  conduct  of  Horace 
had  been  effaced  by  his  subsequent  behaviour ; 
and  the  indefinite  illusions  she  nursed  so  long,  had 
resumed  all  their  influence,  based  upon  a  stronger 
semblance  of  reality. 

She  only  saw  in  Horace — ^young,  generous, 
noble,  wealthy,  and  accomplished— one  of  that 
class  of  Western  men,  not  only  lords,  but  master- 
less   themselves,   whose  eloquence  and  whose   blood 
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have  been  poured  forth  so  freely  to  advocate  the 
equality  of  all  human  rights ;  for,  alas !  Nadesbti' 
enthusiasm  turned  over  unobserved  the  more  nu- 
merous pages  which  record  the  bigotry  and  nantm 
selfishness  of  caste,  struggling  to  increase  all  tnm- 
mds  but  its  own. 

And  here  he  came  like  the  errant  knights  of  old, 
who  broke  through  the  tangled  meshes  of  the  destiny 
most  hopelessly  interwoven  with  misfortune,  or 
rather  like  a  guardian  angel,  to  snatch  her  from  the 
darkness  of  despair.  He  had  enthusiasticaUy  pro- 
mised, at  any  sacrifice,  to  free,  not  herself  akne, 
but  all  connected  with  her,  from  their  ignonunious 
bondage.  She  saw  and  felt  that  he  loved  her;  and 
he  had  said  that  he  would  marry  her — his  word  was 
passed — that  bond,  among  the  Western  men— that 
treble  bond  of  all  the  chivalrous  class  of  which  he 
was  a  noble  scion. 

What  marvel  then  that  Nadeshta,  in  her  sim[dicity, 
never  doubted !  And,  in  truth,  this  marriage  was 
the  last  object  that  occupied  her  thoughts,  fiDed 
so  entrancingly  with  her  love,  the  salvs^on  of  her 
brother,  and  the  fulfilment  of  those  dreams  of  wan- 
dering through  the  lands  and  scenes  of  her  unceasing 
aspirations,  not  only  free  as  a  wild  bird,  but  with 
Horace  and  Mattheus. 

Horace,  who  loved,  be  it  remembered,  felt  strangdlf 
disquieted  at  the  idea  of  disturbing  his  own 
image  from  the  pedestal  on  which  this  enthusiastic 
girl  had  raised  it  in  her  thoughts;  and  so^^ver re- 
solved to  break  the  charm — ^yet  when  fiux  to  fiuse  with 
her,  he  yielded  to  the  influence  of  the  hour;  and 
thus  every  meeting  had  only  served  to  streDgthen 
an  impression  which  he  felt  to  be  so  fatal 
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letimes,  indeed,  after  these  interviews,  Horace 
oked  with  envy  on  the  moujiks  at  the  cottage 
and  wished  that  fate  had  placed  him  in  their 
e  station — at  least,  if  they  had  not  been  slaves ; 
tn  what  happiness  in  a  life  spent  with  Nadeshta, 
littered  by  all  thought  of  the  world's  scorn 
idicule,   and  by   all   consciousness  of  deroga- 

hence  arose,  however,  the  reflection  that,  if 
Id  have  changed  places  with  a  peasant,  would 
ideshta  in  the  superiority  of  her  education  and 
owledge  have  met  his  love  with  scorn  ?  And 
vas  the  most  passionate  love  of  women  worthy 
f  sacrifices? — ^That  love,  which,  even  when 
;,  they  call  up  like  the  emotions  of  a  mighty 
,  who,  for  the  moment,  identifies  her  being 
he  feeling  which  she  casts  off  with  her  stage 

and  which  even  in  utter  coldness  of  heart  they 
mulate  with  the  most  deceptive  pathos;  and 
us  thoughts  recurred  to  the  sad  story  of  the 
rator,  and  to  the  Obrasoffs. 
;his  frame  of  mind,  Horace  sought  out  Nadeshta 

incapable  of  varying  in  all  the  generous  reso- 
;  he  had  formed ;  but  steeled  at  length  to  speak 
3t  words  which  he  had  ever  uttered  to  shake 
IS  he  was  determined  to  destroy.  If  then, 
learly  learning  his  resolution,  the  slave-girl,  ren- 

fi'ee,   should  choose  to  follow  him  with  her 
ring  love,  his  great  name  was  unsullied,  and 
iscience  satisfied. 
,  first  snatching  his  hat,  he  walked  up  and  dowii 

the  mansion  in  an  agitation  which  he  himself 
it  ridiculous  —  profoundly  ridiculous  ! — ^when 
3  Count  de  Montressan,  the  experienced  man  of 
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the  world,  was  going  into  the  presence  of  a  viBage 
beauty. 

He  turned  the  angle  of  the  building,  and  there  stood 
Nadeshta  before  him.  She  was  equipped  for  i 
journey.  Two  rough-looking  horses  were  harnessed 
to  one  of  the  light  country  carts,  used  indeed  by  the 
gentry  in  the  terrific  cross-roads ;  and  a  very  old  pea- 
sant, miserably  clad,  stood  ready  to  drive  them. 

The  steward,  doubtAil  how  to  act  with  regard  to 
Nadeshta,  and  perfectly  sensible  that  the  Prince  cod- 
sidered  her  as  the  attraction  which  kept  his  visitor  in 
the  autumnal  desolation  of  his  coimtry-seat,  dared  not 
refuse  her  the  vehicle  and  horses  whidi  she  had 
imperatively  demanded,  although  he  did  not  think 
it  necessary  to  show  any  good-will  in  their  selection. 

Nadeshta  greeted  the  Count  with  unusual  coldness ; 
but  then  her  thoughts  were  evidently  pre-occu{Med  hj 
a  letter  which  she  was  re-perusing. 

"  Nadeshta  !"  said  Hwace,  "  what  is  this  ?  Where 
are  you  going  ?" 

"  I  am  summoned  to  go  immediately,"  replied 
Nadeshta,  *'  I  fear  to  the  bed-side  of  my  earliest 
friend." 

"Is  it  far?" 

"  Forty  versts." 

"These  horses  will  never  drag  you  forty  versts. 
The  roads  are  dread&d." 

"Then,"  said  Nadeshta,  coldly  and  resolutely, 
**  when  they  break  down,  I  must  walk  the  rest." 

"  But,"  said  Horace,  "  I  have  the  oommand  q(  mf 
host's  stable.  Will  you  not  let  me  drive  you  where 
you  wish  to  go !" 

"  Oh  yes,"  replied  Nadeshta. 

"  Had  you  forgotten  all  that  I  owed  to  you  f  AH 
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interest  that   I  feeL     Why  did  you   not 
le?" 

d  not  ask,  unless  you  ofFwed." 
s  unkind ;  have  I  not  proflfered  my  services 
at  I  knew  your  wishes  ?" 
I  not  accepted  the  moment  you  proffered 

lo  you  desire  to  go  immediately  ?" 
instant/'  replied   Nadeshta,   with   all  the 
haughtiness  of  a  Princess  or  a  beauty, 
out  directly,"  said  Horace,  "the  lightest 
nd  the  four  best  horses  in  the  stable — the 
ive  driven  En^h  fashion." 
iroshky  mil  be  dashed  to  atoms  in  our 
Lord,"  said  Johann  obsequiously,  "  if  you 
any  speed ;  no  spring  carriage  will  stand  it, 
ou  take  the  landau  suspended  above  the 
two  pliant  birch  saplings." 
are  right — then  get  it  ready;  and  let  us 
iorses  abreast  and  a  driver  with  his  axe. 
s  down,  he  will  cut  a  young  tree  and  repair 

?  minutes  the  vehicle  was  prepared.     The 
jold  and  piercing — the  sky,  dark  and  cloudy, 
a  premature  snow-storm. 
im  be  cold,"  said  Horace ;  and  he  threw 
lined  with  costly  sable  around  Nadeshta's 
She  mechanicaUy  thanked    him ;    and, 
t  down,  wrapped  it  with  as  much  noncha* 
t  her  feet  as  if  she  had  been  an  Empress. 
Irive — drive  fast,"  said  she. 
ver  of  this  new  team  was  the  Starost,  whose 
irace  had  concealed  at  Nadeshta's  entreaty ; 
turned  his  face  towards  them  when  he  got  on 
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alike  by  his  wish  to  obey  Nadeshta,  to 
her  companion's  late  forbearance,  and 
tory  idea  that  he  was  injuring  hi 
without  fear  of  punishment. 

So  jolting  was  the  motion  of  the 
rapidly  dragged  along,  notwithsta 
springs,  that  all  conversation  was  im; 
driver  stopped  to  breathe  his  hoi 
Horace  found  Nadeshta  incomprehens 
her  own  thoughts,  uncommunicative, 

Again  they  hurried  forward;  an( 
the  deep  rutty  road,  in  two  feet  c 
midst  of  a  dark  pine  forest,  again  the 
could  only  drag  the  vehicle  throuj 
pace. 

Here  the  Starost  turned  round  o; 
addressed  Nadeshta  in  Russ. 

"  Hear  me,  daughter :  some  strai 
come  over  thee.     Oiu*  people,  who 
watch  thy  countenance  as  the  sun  i 
have  all  seen  it — so  have  L     The 
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-lOrd's  look   at   him  :   it  will  not  anger   him 

—it  will  be  accident:  at  worst,  Siberia — and 

ntSI  shortly  be  as   bad.      Say  only  the  word, 

terr 

3iish,    brother  ! "     replied    Nadeshta  ;     "  thy 

its   are  always  of  violence:  have  a  care  lest 

)erish  violently.     Now  I  order  thee,  drive  on, 

speedily." 

^ell,   well,    'tis   all  one,    not  even   thanks  ! " 

)led   the    old    savage ;    and   with    his   hoarse 

he  encouraged  his  horses  to  drag  the  vehicle 

speedily  through  the  slough. 

/hat  does  he  say  ?"  asked  Horace. 

othing  intended  for  your  ear,"  replied  Nadeshta. 

Starost,  who  has  long  learned  contempt  of 
,  hate  and  mistrust  of  superiors,  has  no  more 
3nce  in  foreigners ;  and  in  his  imtutored  pre- 

the  stern  old  slave  is  right." 
5  horses  having  got  out  of  the  hollow  road,  here 
rth  their  speed,  and  interrupted  the  observation 

wondering   Horace.     At  length  they  paused 
and  Nadeshta  said, 
ou  have  expressed  curiosity  to  know  whither 

whom,  and  wherefore,  I  am  going  this  hiuried 
y,  on  which  you  have,  of  your  own  free  will, 
panied  me.  Well,  listen ;  it  is  not,  after  all, 
Qg  that  you  should  hear,  Comit  Horace." 
s  "  Count"  struck  harshly  and  gratingly  on  her 
nion's  ear ;  but,  without  allowing  him  time  to 

she  continued : 

now  then  that  I  had,  that  I  have  now,  a  friend — 
m  with  whom  some  of  my  school  years  were 
in  intimacy.  She  is  yoimg,  attractive  in  person, 
om,  and  wealthy ;  she  is  generous  and  sincere. 
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I  remember  her  when  her  heart,  oveiflowing  with  in 
kindly  merriment,  reminded  one  of  the  birds  thit 
flutter  on  the  branches  in  the  bright  spring  sun,  when, 
inspiring  all  who  hear,  they  poxu*  out  in  one  gush  of 
melody  their  joyous  notes.     I  remember,  for  alas!  it 
is  not  long  to  remember,  a  month  or  two  ago,  when 
she  was  admired  of  all,  and  when,  joined  to  her 
natural  graces,  her  rank,  and  her  large  fortune — without 
which  those  graces  are  nothing  in  men's  eyes, — ^would 
have  allowed  her  to  command  almost  any  alliance  in 
the  empire.     I  remember,  when  there  was  not  one 
who  might  have  touched  her  young  heart  but  would 
have  been   proud  of    her  preference.      Alas  !   she 
dreamed  like  me ;  and  no  wonder,  for  we  had  indulged 
one  dream  together,  seeing  and  despising  her  omi 
countrymen,  and  regardless  of  the  factitious  briOiancy 
which   gilds  their   selfish,   servile   meanness.      She 
dreamed  that  foreigners  were  all  that  our  Muscovites 
are  not ;  attributing  to  slavery — for  aU  but  one  within 
this  empire  are  slaves,  with  the  exception  of  such  as 
I,  who  are  the  slaves  of  slaves — attributing  to  slavery 
that  which  is  inherent  in  man's  nature. 

"  Ignorant,  as  I  then  was,  of  what  we  have  leaned 
so  bitterly,  that  custom  and  self-love,  and  pride  and 
prejudice,  impose  an  equal  servitude,  and  corrupt  as 
certainly  as  that  which  weighs  upon  us  all,  —driving 
out  every  noble  sentiment  from  the  heart  to  take 
refuge  on  the  lips, — ithis  poor,  misguided  girl,  Count 
Horace,  guileless,  without  ambition,  open  as  the  day 
at  noon — she  who  had  scorned  to  share  the  fortune 
of  the  powerful,  the  opulence  of  the  high  among  her 
people — she  gave  confidingly,  without  reserve,  her 
young  and  pure  affections,  and  her  maidoi  love  to  a 
stranger — she  cast  her  vast  fortune,  and  her  affection 
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IS  a  daughter  and  a  sister,  as  dross  into  the  balance, 
iflering  to  sacrifice  them  all  to  him,  to  fly  with  him 
vhithersoever  he  guided  1 

''  Well,  what  did  this  man  of  nice  honour  and  of 
indent  name — ^this  man  who  had  led  her  on  with 
tms  of  love  to  pour  out  all  her  gentle  soul  in  vows 
(  reciprocal  love  ?      I  will  tell  you  what  he  did ; 

will  explain  his  infamy.  By  a  cruel  jest,  he  made 
hat  tender  and  confiding  woman  a  scorn,  a  by-word, 

thing  to  be  trampled  by  the  envious  ridicule 
r  her  peers — he  cast  her  wantonly  to  earth  when 
inging  fondly  to  him,  to  leave  her  with  a  broken 
sart,  and  bruised  and  wounded  spirit,  in  her  incu- 
ible  despair  1  But  look,  if  you  would  know  all,  read 
lis ;"  and  Nadeshta,  giving  him  two  letters  at  the 
me  time,  called  sternly  to  the  Starost  to  slacken  the 
loe  into  which  he  was  again  urging  the  jaded  horses ; 
r  they  had  turned  from  the  heavy  cross-road  on  to 
broad  paved  way,  bordered  on  each  side  by  rows  of 
ik,  forming  an  avenue  along  which  benches  of  stone 
ere  scattered,  indicating  their  proximity  to  some 
ibitation. 

**  Good  God !"  said  Horace  with  a  start,  and  over- 
helmed  with  confusion,  "  these  are  my  letters  to  the 
•brasoffs  I — these  are  the  two  most  mly  and  deceit- 
1  women  in  Christendom,  Nadeshta.  They  were 
)eking  to  deceive  me !'' 

**  Tben,"  said  Nadeshta,  ''  to  that  suspicion,  to  the 
UMight  that  he  might  be  deceived,  the  blind,  mean 
sif-love  of  this  man  has  sacrificed  my  gentle  Anna  1" 

"  How,"  said  Horace,  "  this  is  very  strange.  Was 
mistaking,  or  are  you  ?     Where  are  we  going  ?    It 

impossible  that  I  can  go  to  the  Obrasoffs,  though,  it 

true,  thi^  must  be  still  at  Peterhoff.'* 
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^'  In  ten  minutes  more  you  will  stand  in  your  vicdm*s 
presence,"  said  Nadeshta. 

''  It  is  impossible,  Nadeshta.  Anna  Obrasoff  has 
imposed  upon  your  gentle  nature." 

"  Anna  Obrasoff  is  dying !" 

"  Dying !"  repeated  Horace,  his  heart  filled  with 
remorse  and  doubt.  "  Dying  ! — oh,  God !  was  I 
deceived  ?  Stop,  stop !  it  is  impossible  that  I  should 
fece  the  mother  or  the  daughter !" 

"  Hark,"  sdd  Nadeshta,  "  Count  Horace,  if  there 
be  any  pity  in  your  soul  you  shall  follow  me  into  that 
house  to  see  the  sorrow  you  have  caused.  If  not,  my 
&te  is  desperate,  on  every  side  despair  darkens  aroimd 
me,  shutting  all  outlets.  If  there  were  a  rising  of  the 
slaves  to-morrow,  I,  with  this  woman's  arm,  wouM 
seize  the  axe  or  the  torch.  So,  if  you  are  remorseless— 
I  call  to  our  driver — this  slave,  oppressed  into  ferocity, 
and  he  will  throw  your  body  beneath  the  carriage 
wheals,  and  crush  the  life  out  of  the  felon  heart  ^thal 
seeks  to  fly  the  ruin  it  has  made.  Was  not  Anna's 
fate  bright  enough,  mine  full  enough  of  terror,  that 
you  should  change  her  happiness  to  desolation,  that 
you  should  wring  the  last  hope  fi^m  my  misery?" 

"  Hear  me,  Nadeshta  ! "  said  Horace,  "  do  not  talk 
so  wildly.  Hear  me,  dear  Nadeshta,  if  what  you  say  be 
true — if  you  be  not  imposed  upon, — then  I  have  dealt 
very  crudly,  so  afler  all  I  follow  you  whether  the 
deceived  or  the  deceiver." 

''  On,  on,  on,  on !"  said  Nadeshta,  and  in  a  fe* 
minutes  more  they  stand  before  the  country-house  of 
the  Obrasofis. 

The  glass  doors  intended  for  sununer  are  all  dmt, 
the  bleak  wind,  which  whirls  the  withered  kavea  id 
eddies,  howls    at  them  for   admissioii;  no 
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>emg  is  attracted  by  the  sound  of  the  carriage  wheels : 
iD  is  silent ;  the  house  seems  tenantless  and  abandoned. 

The  Starost  alights  and  rings — an  interval  elapses 
mthout  answer;  nothing  is  heard  but  the  hard  breath- 
ing of  the  panting  horses,  as  the  steam  from  their 
Toaming  sides  rises  visibly  into  the  frosty  air. 

"  The  house  is  uninhabited,"  said  Nadeshta. 

"  Not  so,"  replied  the  driver,  "  I  saw  the  smoke 
curling  from  several  chimneys.  The  door  you  see  is 
open  though  the  lock  wants  oiling." 

*'  Let  us  go  in,"  said  Nadeshta,  "  something  has 
happened  here." 

All  the  doors  along  the  passage  are  thrown  wide 
open  excepting  one,  which  moves  at  the  sound  of  their 
footsteps;  a  serving  maid,  in  her  village  costume, 
utters  an  exclamation  of  surprise,  and,  pushing  it 
quite  open,  half  invites  them  to  enter.  There  is  a  look 
of  such  profound  awe,  such  imspeakable  terror, 
expressed  in  her  countenance,  the  sight  of  black 
h^ped  upon  a  table,  and  the  glimpse  of  a  figure 
habited  in  the  same  sable  hue  are,  under  the  peculiar 
circumstances  of  their  visit,  so  appalling,  that  Nadeshta 
and  Horace  press  past  her  with  one  accord,  and 
they  stand  in  the  presence  of  the  youngest  daughter, 
who  is  trying  on  a  suit  of  mourning  before  the  glass. 

"Feodora,  Feodoral"  almost  shrieked  Nad^ta, 
in  a  tone  at  once  interrogatory  and  full  of  agonising 
anxiety. 

"Ah  Nadeshta,  at  last!"  said  Feodora,  turning 
and  displaying  the  same  calm,  dreamy,  impassible 
countenance  as  ever,  and  in  the  same  cold,  quiet, 
manner,  '*and  the  Count  de  Montressan— I  did  not 
know  he  was  expected." 

''  Anna,  Anna,  Anna,  Anna !  where  is,  where  is 
Anna?'' 
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*'  Anna  lives,  she  has  been  these  few  days  delirious- 
she  has  had  the  fever, — she  is  better  now." 

"  She  lives !"  said  the  slave  girL 

'*  And  Madame  Obrasoff  ?"  said  Horace  eageily, 
his  eye  still  wandering  over  the  black. 

"  Oh,  did  she  invite  you  ?"  said  Feodora  quietly — 
"  pray  be  seated — ^but  she  cannot  see  you,  Sir- 
mamma  is  dead." 

"  Dead !"  said  Horace,  who  felt  the  blood  curdk 
in  his  veins  and  his  knees  stagger  under  him,  whilst 
Nadeshta  stood  motionless  with  horror,  so  astounding 
was  the  intelligence,  so  appalling  the  unfeeling  indifie- 
rence  of  the  daughter,  whose  unimpressionable  idiotcy 
of  mind  her  silent  reserve  and  a  glance  beaming  with 
intellect  had  hitherto  concealed. 

"  Dead!  dead !  impossible  !  when  did  she  die?*' 

'*  Ah,  that  is  it,  who  can  say  when  ?  Perhaps  you, 
for  Anna  says  you  killed  her,  I  know  you  drove  us 
from  PeterhofF  just  as  our  court-mourning  too  was 
made  for  the  Princess  of  Sommerhausen.  Three 
days  ago  we  came ;  three  days  my  mother  had  been 
locked  up  in  her  boudoir  ;  this  morning  Anna  was 
worse ;  we  knocked  and  no  one  answered ;  we  shouted 
— ^no  reply — at  length  we  burst  the  door,  and  there 
was  my  poor  mother  dead.  Anna  started  from  her 
sick  bed,  she  is  with  her  now,  which  is  folly,  for  my 
mother  died  of  a  fever,  and  what  care  the  dead  for 
watching — and  in  her  wild  and  inconsiderate  way, 
she  has  sent  out  all  our  people — all  but  Masha,  who 
never  knows  how  to  dress  one — she  has  hooked  these 
hooks  in  the  wrong  eyes,  I  feel  she  has." 

Leaving  her  by  a  simultaneous  impulse,  Nadeshta 
and  Horace  intuitively  made  their  way  to  the  boudw. 
The  brick  and  plaster  were  scattered  about,  and  the 
iron-plated  door,  with  its  distorted  bars,  lay  unhinged 
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ttered,  just  as  it  bad  been  broken  through  by 
:s  of  the  serving  men,  who,  fearful  of  the  sight 
h,  had  all  eagerly  obeyed  the  mandate  of  their 
mistress,  and  had  spread  right  and  left  across 
intry  for  useless  succour, 
us  enter  the  mysterious  boudoir,  which  is 
tory,  with  cold,  bare  walls  and  a  brick  floor, 
d  of  all  furniture :  a  few  of  the  old  Sclavonic 
)f  prayer  are  on  the  ground, 
tie  centre  of  the  apartment  sits  Anna  Obrasoff 
aight  dress,  her  long  hair  flowing  loose  about 
Didders,  along  with  her  dead  mother,  whose 
alines  upon  her  knees,  and  whose  lips  of  lurid 
he  presses  with   her  lips   whidhi  bum   with 

re  is  still  an  expression  of  intense  suffering 
;he  features  of  the  corpse,  not  merely  of  the 
pain,  which  death  obliterates  when  he  triumphs 
on  and  life ;  but  of  that  mental  agony  which 

even  the  cold  clay  so  long  and  plainly. 
5ver  changing  character,  wont  to  vary  like  the 
eon's  colours  or  the  rainbow's  tints,  are  fixed  for 
)w  in  those  sad  dolorous  lines  to  which  they 
istorted  when  she  died. 

feet  are  bare,  for  thus  she  prayed  and  £sisted 
place  of  penitence ;  the  bust  uncovered,  because 

of  rude  and  pricldy  horse-hair,  the  only  cover- 
her  body  naked  to  the  waist,  has  fallen  from 
)ulders. 

the  stripes, — some  raw,  some  livid — ^whidi  scar 
eadly  whiteness,  by  the  scarce  healed  flint  marks 
•  tender  feet— even  without  the  black  hood 
lay  beside  her — ^the  reader  might  have  recog- 
he  pale  sister  who  watched  by  the  bed-side  of 
e. 
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The  taper  fingers  of  her  icy  hand  were  tightly 
closed  upon  a  rope — a  rope  knotted  in  the  middle- 
the  last  fearful  rdic  of  the  primary  cause  of  tlus 
long  penance — ^the  rope  that  strangled  her  young 
lover,  the  fifth  of  the  conspirators  executed :  a  ter- 
rible memento  which  recsdled  even  the  minutest 
horrors  of  his  death  scene,  because  that  very  knot 
recorded  an  appalling  incident,  dissevered  by  his 
living  weighty  when  he  fell  fi-om  his  high  gibbet 
through  the  scaffold,  and  reunited  when  they  tied  him 
up  again  with  crushed  and  mangled  limbs. 

Ailer  this  calamity,  Madame  Obrasoff  had  been 
led  to  join  the  congregation  at  whose  meeting  the 
reader  has  assisted,  and  her  remorse,  her  love,  and 
her  maternal  tenderness,  had  all  been  mingled  ami 
consulted,  as  the  vague  and  mystic  tenets  of  the 
nascent  sect  admitted,  when  she  began  her  long  and 
agonizing  work  of  expiation,  a  work  of  expiatioD 
which  its  object  rendered  sublime,  since  undertaken 
in  the  hope  that  it  was  his  soul  and  not  hers  which 
would  benefit  by  her  suffering. 

On  the  floor  of  this  cold  cell,  so  bare  that,  as  the 
midday  light  fell  upon  it,  any  object  was  readily  & 
cemible,  a  lock  of  hair  was  lying,  just  as  the  do- 
ceased,  remembering  that  she  had  worn  it  next  her 
bosom,  had  thrown  it  fi-om  her  with  disgust.  ITiis  kxk 
of  hair  had  served  to  furnish  merriment  to  the  whole 
capital,  and  to  Horace  no  less  than  to  aD  the  rest, 
though  not  now  as  it  accusingly  met  his  eye,  ftr  he 
felt  that,  like  the  last  drop  which  makes  the  oip 
overflow,  this  lock  had  been  the  crowning  feather, 
which,  piled  upon  the  overloaded  heart — so  silent  now 
— ^had  broken  it. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

lACE,  before  the  Prince's  departure  for  Moscow, 
3n  cause  to  conceal  from  him  the  suspicion,  or 
the  conviction,  which  he  entertained  of  having 
eliberately  left  by  him  to  perish  in  the  marsh, 
►n  Isaakoff  s  return,  the  motives  which  had  urged 
est  to  this  dissimulation,  operating  not  less 
iilly,  may  account  for  the  assumed  composure 
Count  as  his  host  commented  in  a  strain  of 
ss  pleasantry  on  the  death  of  Madame 
iff. 

lough  it  was  true  that  the  dull  motionless  sky, 
a  storm,  or  the  lurid  clouds  tinged  with  light 
still  unobscured  sunset,  and  fuSriously  driven 

gust  which  speeds  them  on  so  rapidly,  are 
!h  in  their  way  less  thunder^harged,  or  less 
ive  of  the  tempest,  than  the  impassible  gravity 
race,  or  the  malignant  levity  of  the  Prince,  stiU 
it  again  in  hollow  companionship,  notwithstand- 
l  the   hatred  that  lurked   alike  beneath  the 

calnmess  of  the  Coimt  and  the  gaiety  of 

3W  very  good,"  said  the  Prince,  "  the  idea  of 
nng  kyi^  her  with  a  jest !  What  a  compli- 
o  one's  powers  of  pointing  a  story  1    I  only 
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know  of  one  similar  triumph,  and  that  I  submit  doesncit 
equal  it.  It  does  not  equal  it  because  consistiDg  (nh 
in  the  annihilation  of  an  individual  to  whom  a  imB- 
chievous  story  was  told,  not  of  whom  it  was  rdaled. 
People  don't  so  easily  die  of  anything  you  can  say  of 
them — a  fact  to  be  philosophically  accounted  for,  by 
reason  that  people  are  so  little  accustomed  to  hear  a 
very  good  story  that  every  one  is  unprepared  for  it ; 
whereas  to  be  slandered  is  a  thing  to  which  habit 
hardens  one.  And  then  I  had  forgotten  to  say  that 
the  other  victim  had  his  mouth  full  when  the  &tal  fit 
of  laughter  overtook  him." 

''Let  us  change  the  theme,  I  pray  you,"  said 
Horace. 

''  No,  by  the  body  of  BacchjLis,  not.  Just  when  in 
these  dull  days  one  has  found  a  diverting  theme  !— 
To  think  how  a  fool  may  be  witty,  and  a  liar  teD  the 
truth  in  spite  of  his  teeth  !  Only  fancy  that  the  hst 
time  I  saw  Jakof,  he  had  borrowed  a  laudatory  epthet 
applied  by  his  English  groom  ten  minutes  before  in 
my  presence  to  ^e  cherry-coloured  ribbon  he  had 
twisted  round  the  front  piece  of  a  chesnut  horse's 
bridle,  and,  as  our  millionnaire  complacently  sunreyed 
his  factitious  curls  in  the  glass,  he  said  they  were 
killing" 

''  Hark,  IsaakofF,"  said  the  Count,  scarcely  abkto 
conceal  his  disgust,  "  the  scene — ^the  unhappy  event 
the  consequences  of  which  I  have  witnessed  has 
produced  on  me  a  deep  and  painful  impression.  To 
speak  seriously,  I  do  not  relish  any  allusion  to  it  at 
this  moment,  particularly  from  you  to  me,  who  aie 
neither  perhaps  entirely  guiltless  of  what  htt  hap- 
pened." 

''  Reassure  your  tender    conscieiioe,''  repGed  the 
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Prince,    "  you  and   I  are  as  guiltless  as  if  a  mad 

ifoinan  had  hanged  herself  with  one   of  our  neck- 

doths.     The  inimitable   Madame  Obrasoff's  career 

was  in  the  most  natural  order  of  progression  in  the 

woild ;  not  the  French  order  of  progression,  which 

ia  as  you  know,  the  femme  galante  from  her  spring 

upwards,  the  femme  savante  and  the  bel  esprit  on' 

Ae  wane  of  her  summer,  and  lastly  the  dAate  to  the 

end — ^but  as  it  is  more  commonly  practised  by  oiu* 

Susflian  dames,  who  omit  the  intermediate  stage,  and 

so  of  course  blend  their  gallantry  and  devotion  at  the 

period  of  transition. 

**  But  what  is  most  amusing  in  the  matter  is,  that 
she  should  have  puzzled  us  all  by  stepping  on  one 
side  out  of  the  r^ular  march  of  female  mind  into 
the  labyrinth  of  insanity,  and  that  we  should,  like  a 
parcel  of  foob,  have  endeavoured  to  unravd  the  due 
of  her  fanciful  aberrations  by  unwinding  the  du'ead 
of  reason." 

**  There  is  an  insanity  of  the  heart  more  hideous 
tlian  any  of  the  mind,"  said  Horace,  and  then  he 
checked  himself  in  what  he  was  about  to  say,  and 
rather  ejaculated  to  himsdf  than  addressed  to  the 
Prince,  tiie  exclamation  of  "  Poor  Anna  ObrasofF !" 

'^  Madness,  my  dear  fellow,"  replied  Isaakoff,  ''  is 
hereditary,  nay  more,  it  is  in  some  measure  catching. 
You  seem  di^)osed  to  classify ;  well,  there  is  insani^ 
of  the  brain,,  such  as  the  Lady  Obrasoff's ;  there  is 
insanity  of  the  heart,  as  you  call  it,  when  a  young 
gill  resolutely  fitUs  in  love  with  something  coated,  as 
in  the  case  of  Miss  Anna,  that  is,  if  there  be  no  other 
of  a  fiunily  nature ;  there  is  insanity  of  the  digestive 
organs,  from  which,  alas,  I  am  suffering  now ;  and 
then,  lastly,  there  is  the  impression  which  mental 
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!(  insanity  makes  on  weak  nerves  and  ardent  tempen* 

||[  ments.     If  I  had  not  an  insurmountable  dread  of 

^t|  being  personal,  I  should  have  ventured  to  observe 

L^'-  that  your  spirits  are  depressed,  your  cheek  pale,  your 

i;  eye  wild  and  bloodshot ;  I  should  have  ventured  to 

recommend  gentle  cathartics,  bleeding,  the  head  kept 
cool—" 

"  Yes  1  the  head  kept  cool — ^it  shall  be,"  muttered 
Horace  to  himself;  and  he  filled  his  glass  to  the  brim, 
which  the  reader  may  perhaps  think  a  strange  way  of 
'f  keeping  down  the  effervescence  of  inward  passion— 

|i  but  then  it  was  with  water.   The  Prince  also,  who  had 

^i  his  own  point  to  carry,  saw  that  he  had  pressed  his 

h  ■  temper  to  the  extreme  verge  of  endurance — so  he 

\\  said : 

\-}  "  After  all,  my  firiend,  you  know  me — ^I  believe  in 

1 1  nothing — nothing  excepting  in  the  unfitness  of  water 

[.!■  as  a  beverage." 

!■'  "I  prefer  it." 

"  Then,  by  the  majestic  Neptune,  by  the  gods  of 
the  limpid  rivers,  the  nymphs  of  the  dear  spring,  yoa 
shall  have  it  bright  and  cold  !  Ho !  there,  rascals,  • 
bring  us  fresh  iced  water — this  is  tepid — ^and  now, 
without  any  disrespect  to  the  pure  dement  which  your 
preference  renders  estimable,  I  may  be  permitted  to 
^j  observe,  that  it   is  not  a  liquid  stimulating  to  the 

']j  spirits ;  so   I  will  give  you  the  last  wittidsms  of 

Narishldn,  and  the  abortive  puns  of  his  heavy  imita- 
tors, fi*om  the  Grand  Duke  Michad  downwards." 

'^  Isaakoff,"  replied  Horace  gravdy,  '*  I  have  a  seriixB 
proposition  to  make  to  you." 

"  What  1   directly   after  dinner — ^run  the  risk  of 
destroying  your  fnend  through  incUgestkm?— Nay, 

i 
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loeed,  for  by  a  merciful  dispensation  of  Providence 
ike  nothing  seriously/' 

*  Listen  then  1 — ^you  are  the  possessor  of  innume- 
le  slaves/' 

*  I  wish  I  had  more." 

'  Now,  I  have  learned  enough  of  your  usages  to 
>w  that  you  only  r^ard  them  in  the  same  light  as 
the  West  our  proprietors  do  their  butts  of  wine,  or 
ir  growing  timber,  their  sheep  or  oxen." 
'*  Pardon  the  interruption,"  replied  the  Prince,  "  but 
re  is  this  notable  difference,  that  our  ser&  do  not 
[MTOve  in  value  by  age,  like  the  juice  of  the  grape 
an  increasing  oak ;  and  they  are  quite  useless  when 
id ;  they  do  not  leave  even  fleece,  like  a  sheep,  or  a 
le  like  an  ox — ^but,  for  all  that,  as  you  observe,  we 
;ard  them  as  a  sort  of  humble  property,  and  there  is 
s  advantage,  that  we  can  pawn  them,  which  you 
mot  do  by  your  beef  and  mutton.  Pray  proceed." 
"  In  a  word,"  said  Horace,  "  will  you  sdl  me  some 
your  slaves  ?" 

"Sell  them? — I  will  make  you  a  present  of  a  hun- 
id  and  fi%,  if  you  will  only  allow  me  to  select  them, 
1  will  enter  in  an  agreement  to  take  them  off  my 
ids  altogether.  I  had  proposed  to  hire  them  to  a 
38C0W  manufacturer  for  tiieir  keep  and  the  engage- 
snt  to  bury  them ;  but  I  will  give  you  the  prefer- 
»." 

"  I  am  speaking  in  sober  earnest,  and,  you  may 
agine,  &r  from  desirous  of  becoming  a  slave  pro- 
ietor ;  but  I  am  willing  to  purchase  of  you,  even  at  a 
ioe  exorbitantly  beyond  their  market  value,  three  of 
ur  people." 

•*  My  dear  fellow,"  said  the  Prince,  "  are  you  aware 
at  no  foreigner  can  purchase  slaves,  unless  he  holds 
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u  do  not  answer  me." 

an  only  answer  you  by  a  question.  If  I  were  to 
)  you,  Count  de  Montressan,  and  to  say,  '  Will 
ige  me  by  selling  two  or  three  of  those  heredi- 
•es  which  lie  under  your  window ;  that  portrait 
grandfather;  that  old  bed  in  which  your  father 
eral  generations  of  your  ancestors  died ;  the 
hat  hangs  upon  the  wall,  and  two  or  three  other 
iirlooms — I  will  give  you  more  than  a  broker 
Dffer  for  them :' — what  would  you  say  to  me  ?" 
a  moment  Horace  was  posed  for  an  answer ; 
3  replied : 

Tiat  the  diflFerence  of  custom  might  render 
i  in  one  country  is  not  so  in  another.  In  one 
f  the  world  I  shew  disrespect  by  remaining 
I :  in  another  by  baring  my  head.  Have  not  I 
1  your  friends  willing  to  sell  and  barter  every- 
Tom  the  houses  and  palaces  they  inhabit,  down 
r  pipes,  sabres,  pistols,  watches,  and  fur  gar- 

r 

''ell  then  hear  me ;  if  I  were  dealing  with  one  of 
n  countrymen,  it  might  be  according  to  their 
r  habits ;  but  I  adopt  the  principle  of  your  own 
ton  code,  of  treating  foreigners  as  their  laws  treat 
If  you  had  received  me  in  your  own  chateau, 
jood  breeding  would  not  have  allowed  you  to 
Et  remark  if  I  had  ruined  the  horses  you  lent  me, 
inded  your  favourite  dogs,  through  awkwardness 
dessness :  but,  if  I  remember  rightly,  I  think  I 
seen  you,  under  simQar  circumstances,  very 
[y  refuse  compensation,  saying  that  you  did  not 
-so  it  is  here — ^whilst  you  are  my  guest,  my  hos- 
r  is  not  niggardly.  Amuse  yourself  as  you 
with  my  slaves  or  my  horses — ^but  /  do  not  sell.'* 

M      III.  H 
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Horace  was  silenced  for  a  moment  by  this  refusal; 
but  then,  remembering  not  only  that  the  vital  im- 
portance of  the  occasion  sanctioned  any  violation  of 
the  conventionalities  of  courtesy,  but  that  his  host  had 
really  placed  himself  beyond  its  pale,  he  resdved— 
notwithstanding  the  dignified  decision  of  the  Prince's 
iuiswer — to  press  the  question  Arther. 

'*  If  I  urge  the  matter,"  he  said,  ''  it  is  because  I 

if]  think  that  we  do  not  rightly  understand  eadi  other. 

Ii  I  can  readily  comprehend  that  whether  or  not  it  be 

the  custom  of  his  country,  a  man  of  birth  or  fortune 

does  not  risk  imbuing  himself  with  the  degrading 

spirit  of  barter,  by  condescending  to  the  pieoe-meal 

m  sale  of  all  he  may  possess,  as  some  of  your  country'- 

men  do ;  but  after  all  it  is  a  matter  of  taste,  not  of 

principle, — and  a  man  sells  an  estate,  or  a  princely 

gem,  or  a  property  of  magnitude,  without  exposing 

himself  to  the  huiniliation — or  without  felling  within 

the  category  of  gentleman-pedlar.     A  caprice  of  the 

moment — a  whim — if  you  like  to  call  it  so,  has 

inspired  me  with  a  deep  interest  in  three  of  your. 

slaves,  and  has  given  them  a  value  in  my  eyes  which 

they  cannot  possess  in  yours,  however  h^;h  you  may 

prize  them.     I  was  about  to  offer  you  the  price  of  i 

whole  hamlet  for  them  !" 

**  I  am  not  surprised,"  sneered  the  IVinoe,  "you 
can  afford  it.  Money,  say  the  political  economists,  b 
measured  by  labour,  and  labour  by  money: — one 
cast  or  two  of  the  dice,  and  you  can  pay  me  out  of 
my  own  heritage." 

"  Listen,  Isiuikoff,"  said  Horace :  "  I  am  a  weakby 
man  in  my  own  country,  a  poor  one  in  youi^a.  I  haie 
never  been  a  thorough  gamUer — at  least  I  have  never 
felt  the  slightest  temptation  to  risk  more  than  the 
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luperfluous  accumulations  of  my  patrimonial  revenue. 
[  confess  that  my  first  losses  beyond  that  point  would 
bave  driven  me  from  the  green  baize  for  ever.  I  had 
aever  any  wish  to  win  from  you  more  than  what  I 
dundd  myself  have  hazarded :  you  forced  my  fortune 
m  me.  In  fietct,  to  be  frank  with  you,  the  enormity 
if  its  extent  has  been  a  painfril  restraint  which  has 
<ept  me  near  you,  in  the  same  hope  which  I  take  it 
tias  animated  yourself — that  yoiu:  luck  would  change 
ind  equalize  owr  fortune." 

"A  chivalrous  generosity,"  said  the  Prince:  "it 
may  yet  be  equalized." 

"  Not  readily,"  said  Horace,  "  for  I  play  no  more." 

"  What ! — ^refuse  to  go  on  !"  exclaimed  the  Prince, 
srith  visible  agitation,  "  when  you  hold  my  acknow- 
edgments  for  more  than  a  million  of  silver  roubles !" 

"At  least  my  banker  holds  them,"  answered 
Elorace. 

"  Well,"  s^d  the  Prince,  "  every  eimuch  who  keeps 
i  money-changer's  stall ;  eveiy  lavoshnik  (shop- 
keeper) in  Moscow,  or  St.  Petersburg,  will  tell  you 
that  my  property  is  worth  the  double.  You  will  find 
ne  quite  solvable.  Monsieur  le  Comte,  if  you  win  as 
nuch  more." 

"I  neither  doubt  you,  nor  intend  to  try,"  said 
Horace,  coldly  and  resolutely.  "  If  you  will  place 
yourself  for  one  moment  in  my  position,  you  will  see 
;hat  no  frirther  motive'  caii  induce  me  to  play.  Al- 
ready my  winnings,  disproportioned  to  the  ri^  have 
locumulated  through  my  anxiety  delicately  to  return 
hem.  Thank  God,  I  enjoy  a  sufficient  hereditary 
ompetenoe  to  place  me  beyond  the  temptation  of 
ncreasing  my  wealth  by  the  ruin  of  another : — ^to  say 
tothing  of  the  stigma,  which  ill-nature  would  attach 

H  2 
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to  such  exorbitant  good  fortune.  Under  these  or- 
cumstances,  Prince  Isaakoff,  sell  me  your  slave, 
Nadeshta,  her  brother,  and  his  wife,  and  I  return  yoa 
all  your  acknowledgments." 

"  You  are  very  considerate,"  said  the  Prince,  after 
a  moment's  reflection ;  "  but  I  decline  your  oflFer." 

Horace  bit  his  lip,  and  turned  from  red  to  a  deadly 
white ;  he  had  thought  his  offer  too  magnanimous  to 
be  refused.  His  next  thought  was  to  fix  on  his  host 
a  mortal  quarrel ;  but  then  whether  he  fell,  or  the 
Prince  was  slain,  the  future  of  Nadeshta  remained  M 
of  painful  incertitude. 

"  You  may  readily  conceive,  my  valued  friend,"  con- 
tinued Prince  Ivan,  "  that  there  are  gratifications  which 
a  man  docs  not  choose  to  forego  for  any  sum,  whilst 
still  the  possessor  of  a  million  silver  roubles : — mine 
happens,  unluckily,  to  be  connected  with  the  owner- 
ship of  those  identical  three  slaves,  whose  liberty  you 
covet.  If  I  were  penniless,  then  I  might  reflect  upon 
your  offer.  Now  I  do  not  see  how  I  could  be  re- 
duced to  that  condition,  unless  I  were  to  play  you 
double  or  quits  for  the  million  you.  have  won ;  and 
even  that,  as  the  English  say,  ^  a  sporting  thing  to 
do,'  I  offer  to  oblige  you." 

"  After  all,"  said  Horace,  starting  up,  with  a  strange 
inspiration  of  confidence  in  his  fortune,  "  why  not  f" 

"  Why  not !"  said  the  Prince,  "  so  that  pu  can 
ordy  master  your  scruples." 

"  What,  stake  your  whole  fortune  on  a  single 
cast?" 

"  On  a  single  cast." 

"  What,  now !" 

"  This  moment." 

"  After  all,  it  is  horrible,"  said  Horace, "  the  thought 
of  two  men — " 
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"  Face  to  face,  like  starving  wolves,  you  would 
iy,  and  thirsting  for  each  other's  warm  blood — for 
lis  gold  is  the  blood  that  vivifies  the  veins  of  the 
)cial,  as  the  red  stream  is  the  blood  of  the  physical 
Mm." 

The  thought  flashed  across  the  Count,  that,  since 
3e  Prince  resolutely  refused  to  sell,  he  could  be  in  no 
rorse  position  if  he  lost.  He  reflected  that  his  end 
lust  be  attained  by  good  fortune,  which  he  intended 
smg  with  moderation ;  and  of  which,  by  a  strange 
ifatuation,  he  never  doubted. 

"  Do  you  speak  seriously  ?"  said  Horace. 

"As  a  priest  at  a  burial,"  replied  the  Prince, 
Shall  it  be  cards,  or  dice  ?" 

"  Dice,"  said  Horace. 

"Then  there,  behind  you,  you  will  find  those 
lat  we  played  with  last — " 

Horace  dr^  from  the  interior  of  a  backgammon- 
oard  of  veneered  ebony,  with  squares  of  inlaid 
hrer,  a  set  of  dice. 

"Once,  twice,  thrice,"  said  the  Prince,  turning 
tern  out  upon  the  table.  "  You  see  that  they  are 
ue.  Now  then  for  the  conditions: — double  or 
uts  upon  the  highest  throw.  We  throw  for  prece- 
aice — a  size— an  ace.  It  is  you  to  begin.  Count 
[orace." 

Horace  rattled  the  dice  loudly,  though  with  some 
epidation :  he  felt  that,  perhaps  for  the  first  time 
Qoe  dice  had  been  invented,  on  that  throw  depended 
le  relief  of  the  oppressed — ^the  fi'eedom  of  the 
therless — ^the  happiness  or  misery  of  four  indivi- 
lalsl 

"  Six— sfac — five  i"  he  exclaimed  at  length,  with  a 
lout  of  exultation. 
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The  highest  number  on  any  of  the  &oes  of  ^ 
cube  is  a  six :  three  sixes  were,  therefore,  the  tigbsi 
he  could  have  thrown,  and  there  remained  only  om 
possible  combination  by  which  Isaakoff  could  bat 
him. 

"  Hark  1"  said  the  Count,  ''  you  have  not  thrown 
yet.  Let  us  compromise  this  business.  I  renew  my 
offer.  Give  me  up  those  three  slaves  and  I  dnw  tbe 
game  and  restore  my  preceding  winnings." 

*'  Not,"  said  the  Prince,  quietly  but  deterroinedly, 
''  not  if  you  cast  all  you  possess  into  the  balance. 
LfOok !"  he  continued,  raising  the  crystal  goblet  to  his 
lips ;  "  look !  my  hand  is  not  as  tremulous  as  yours," 
and  then,  stretching  back  wide  his  arm,  in  his  attempt 
to  replace  it  still  half  filled  with  wine  upon  the  taUe, 
it  fell  and  smashed  upon  the  floor. 

Horace's  attention  was  for  an  instant  diverted,  and 
in  that  instant  the  Prince  changed  the  dice. 

"  Reflect !"  said  Horace, "  there  are  but  two  throw 
can  prevent  your  losing.  There  is  but  one  of  the 
two — ^the  three  axes — can  possibly  give  you  the 
victory." 

''  There  are  three  sixes !"  said  Isaakoff,  widi 
confident  exultation  even  before  he  removed  the 
box,  when,  lo !  three  little  abortive  aces  stared  him 
in  the  face!  At  this  sight,  Ivan  Ivanovitcfa  sank 
back  in  his  chair,  and  turned  so  pale  and  fiont,  that 
Horace  threw  over  him  a  glass  of  water.  The  Vnaat 
Isaakoff  was  a  beggar ! 

By  one  of  those  strange  mischanoes  whidi  aooe- 
times  mar  the  most  cunningly  combined  plans,  the 
ruined  magnate,  after  perfecting  himself  by  a  fbrtn^'< 
instruction  and  practioCi  had  mistaken  one  set  of 
loaded  dice  for  another ! 
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CHAPTER  XL 

ELL !"  said  Horace ;  "  by  heavens,  your  nerve 
nderfiil !  I  thought  it  must  give  way." 
,r  nerve  !"  replied  the  Prince,  who  had  recovered 
anal  composure,  though  feeling  all  the  uneasi- 
tural  even  to  the  boldest  man  whose  safety  no 
depends  upon  his  own  skill  or  courage,  but 
16  problematic  faults  of  an  enemy.  "  My  nerve ! 
is  the  matter  with  my  nerve?  I  have  just 
iffering  from  a  provoking  twinge  in  the  ab- 
l  region,  that's  all.  That  infernal  cook  is 
heavy  in  his  dishes.  As  for  our  game,  you 
3n  and  I  have  lost,  as  must  have  happened  to 
us.  I  can  afford  to  play  no  farther.  Now 
^ntinued  Isaakoff,  tearing  off  a  piece  from  the 
e  of  a  letter.  "  As  to  nerve,  did  you  ever  see  me 
clearer  hand  than  I  am  doing  now  in  making  out 
cnowledgment,  of  which  I  cannot  specify  the 
)ecause  ignorant  of  the  exact  amount  of  your 
s  winnings,  therefore  I  only  subscribe  myself 
btor  for  double  whatever  siun  they  reach  to." 

this  is  unnecessary,"  said  Horace.  "  I  do 
it  your  gold  —the  representative  of  your  human 
y.  You  let  the  proper  documents  be  made 
the  liberation  of  those  three  individuals,  whom 
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the  infamous  customs  of  a  barbaric  society  has  placed 
in  your  power,  and  I  give  you  back  my  winnings; 
so  we  shall  part  quits,  if  not  friends.  Prince  Ivan 
Ivanovitch,  perhaps  you  will  give  me  your  answer 
to-morrow?  Perhaps  you  will  summon  your  peojie 
that  1  may  retire  ?" 

The  object  of  Horace,  in  leaving  the  Prince  the 
interval  of  a  night  for  reflection,  was  his  dread  lest 
the  excitement  of  the  moment  might  betray  him  into 
a  refusal,  which  obstinacy  might  afterwards  lead  him 
to  maintain. 

"  As  to  your  offer,"  replied  Isaakoff,  trying  a  few 
careless  throws  with  the  dice,  "  I  beg  leave  unequi- 
vocally to  refuse  it,  as  I  will  do  again  to-morrow  if 
the  repetition  will  amuse  you.  And  then,  as  to 
calling  the  servants,  there  is  a  hand-bell  dose  to  yoo, 
unless  you  prefer  to  dap  your  hands,  as  you  have 
always  seen  me  do  myself.  Do  not  think  me  rude; 
oh,  no !  fortime  may  vanish  with  the  cast  of  a  die- 
as  mine  has  done — but  1  have  never  staked  either  my 
temper  or  good-breeding,  and  so  have  not  lost  either. 
This  house,  the  lands  and  villages  surrounding  it, 
the  slaves  who  serve  us  are  yours  now.  Coimt  Horace, 
it  is  for  you  to  call  them." 

"  This  is  childishness !"  said  Horace ;  "  this  is  an 
impossible  termination  to  such  a  scene !" 

"  Unlucky,  not  impossible ;  whatever  m,  is  more 
than  possible.  I  was  about  to  add  that,  as  this  wbok 
estate  is  to  be  sold  to  liquidate  a  portion  of  your  daimi 
I  consider  it  from  this  hour  as  yours,  excepting  from 
it  only  my  slaves,  Mattheus  and  Nadc^hta." 

"  Confoimd  your  slaves !  A  malediction  light  on 
all  your  property  !  It  is  Nadeshta,  and  ber 
brother,  and  her  brother's  wife  that  I  must  have- 
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if  not,  there  is  ruin  staring  you  in  the  face.  I  will 
use  my  good  fortune — ^by  tiie  God  that  made  us ! 
I  win  use  it  to  push  you  to  beggary  or  to  degra- 
dation !  It  is  not  avarice  which  might  feel  shame 
or  pity — but  it  is  pity  itself ;  and  that  revenge,  which 
an  men  must  applaud,  will  push  me  to  it." 

"  So  be  it !"  said  the  Prince.  "  Ruined  I  am,  for 
one  so  wealthy,  not  beggared.  Some  thousands  will 
remain  from  the  wreck,  and  I  shall  still  enjoy  as 
great  a  gratification  as  fortune  could  give  me — an 
intensity  of  hate  towards  those  three  slaves,  whom  I 
shaU  connect  with  my  ruin.  Consider  for  a  man — 
whose  appetite  is  as  uncertain  as  the  sunshine — ^who 
would  have  given  a  limb  for  one  soul-stirring  sen- 
sation which  might  rouse  the  stagnating  blood — 
ocmsider  the  delight  of  hating  soundly,  and  of  daily 
sating  one's  revenge  by  scientifically  husbanding  its 
dainty  pleasures !" 

"  Is  it  possible  that  there  can  breathe  such  a  fiend 
in  human  shape,"  said  Horace,  who  was  losing  head 
before  the  coolness  of  his  adversary ;  "  are  you  then 
quite  heartless  ?" 

"  Quite,  in  a  sentimental  point  of  view,"  replied 
Isaakoff,  throwing  down  the  dice-box,  "  and  anatomi- 
cally speaking,  they  say,  almost  without  a  liver.  If, 
indeed,  you  were  again  disposed  to  try  your  fortune — " 

"Truly,"  said  Horace,  "to  play  with  a  ruined 
man!" 

"  To  play,"  answered  the  Prince,  "  with  the  master 
af  Nadeshta.  Though  I  will  not  seU,  I  might  be 
induced  to  stake  the  three  slaves  against  the  fortune  I 
have  lost." 

"  No,"  said  Horace,  after  a  few  moments'  considera- 
tion, "  brave  it  as  you  will,  you  cannot  persuade  me 

H  3 
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that  the  advantage  I  hold  over  you  is  not  worth  mort 
than  the  even  chance  of  winning  or  losing  every- 
thing." 

The  Prince  clapped  his  hands  :  a  domestic  obeyed 
his  summons. 

"  Send  hither  the  steward  " 

"  What  are  the  commands  of  my  high-bom  masterf" 
said  Johann,  following  it  by  an  exclamation  of  "  Hen 
Jesu  !"  as  he  trod  on  the  broken  glass,  and  cut  through 
the  leather  of  his  boot. 

"  Johann,  you  will  send  a  messenger  with  a  vehide 
to  the  Capitan  Ispravnik :  he  is  to  send  two  men  to 
punish  a  slave  upon  the  spot." 

"  My  Lord,"  said  Johann,  **  we  can  inflict  any 
punishment  here ;  we  are  bej'ond  the  distance  whkh 
requires  that  we  should  send  for  the  police." 

"  Only  as  a  man  may  die  under  the  lash,  which  viB 
probably  happen  at  last,  one  is  thus  free  from  all  res- 
ponsibility." 

"  Your  reasoning  is  fuH  of  wisdom — ^jou  shaD  be 
obeyed,"  said  Johann,  obsequiously. 

"  Stop,"  said  the  Prince,  "  to-morrow,  at  daybreak, 
you  will  assemble  the  viflage,  and  cause  the  slave, 
Mattvei,  to  be  punished  in  the  presence  of  his  sister; 
and  then  you  will  take  her  yoiuiself  to  Moscow  to 
Madame  A's,  the  milliner ;  you  will  tell  her  that  I 
send  her  an  apprentice,  to  whose  services  she  k 
welcome  for  the  next  thr^  months,  and  that,  as  sooo 
as  he  can  move,  she  shall  have  the  broths  fir  ■ 
porter.     Now,  begone !" 

"  I  obey,"  repli^  the  steward,  and  he  hobMed  oot 
with  numberless  bows* 

"What,"  said  Horace,  "if  I  were  to  fix  cm  yw« 
deadly  insult?" 
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"If  irreparable,"  replied  thePrince,  "we  should  fight." 

"  What !"  said  Horace,  "  if  I  were  to  kill  you  like 

dog?" 

"  Then,"  retorted  Isaakoff,  with  an  inward  chuckle 
my  acknowledgments  would  be  waste  paper." 

"  Good  God !"  said  Horace,  "  what  is  to  be  done  ?" 

Isaakoff  pointed  to  the  dice-dox. 

"  Risk  everything  on  a  cast  when  one  holds  such 
ards  in  hand !"  was  the  thought  of  Horace,  which  the 
Wnce  divined,  for  he  said, 

"  If  my  suggestion  suits  you,  we  might  meet  half 
ray — ^you  shall  stake  one  million  against  the  three 
bves." 

"  And,  if  I  lose,  be  in  the  same  position  as  be- 
ire." 

"  No ;  if  you  lose,  I  will  stake  Nadeshta  alone 
^nst  the  other  million." 

At  this  moment  the  voice  of  Johann  was  heard 
Jling  lustily  in  the  yard,  as  he  proceeded  to  despatch 
messenger  in  obedience  to  the  orders  of  the  Prince. 

"Come,"  said  Horace,  seizing  the  dice-box  with 
operate  resolution,  and  with  the  mental  reservation 
*  having  the  heart's   blood  of  his  adversary  if  he 

St. 

"Come,"  said  the  Prince,  with  fiend-like  satisfac- 
m,  for  whilst  he  had  been  apparently  casting  the 
ce  upon  the  table  for  amusement,  he  had  rectified 
le  error  which  had  led  to  his  late  disaster,  and  he 
)w  played  with  the  certainty  of  fortune, "  let  us  under- 
md  each  other ;  the  highest  throw  wins — ^jou  stake 
le  half  your  winnings  against  my  three  slaves  ?" 
"  Nadeshta,  and  Mattvei,  and  Mattvei's  wife,"  spc- 
fied  Horace,  with  anxious  caution. 
"  Shall  we  throw  for  lead,  or  will  you  play  first  ?" 
"  What  matters,"  said  Horace. 
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"  Ray,  then." 

"  Here  goes,"  said  Horace,  and  his  eyes  lit  up  with 
a  gleam  of  satisfaction,  when  he  saw  two  sixes  and  a 
three,  and  then  scarcely  doubting  of  victory,  two 
thoughts  contradictory  in  their  influence  fladjed 
almost  simultaneously  across  his  mind.  In  another 
instant  he  thought  to  see  the  Prince,  stripped,  not 
only  of  his  fortune,  but  baffled  in  his  cruelty,  and  he 
now  determined  to  divert  the  generosity  he  had 
originally  intended  from  his  unworthy  adversary,  to 
scatter  it  with  princely  profusion  amongst  those  over 
whom  he  recently  tyrannised,  and  then  at  the  same 
moment  the  idea  first  struck  him — what  if  Isaakofl 
should  deny  his  debt  of  honour  ?  Horace  could  ruir 
him  then — his  enemies  would  make  a  handle  againsi 
a  rich  man  and  a  magnate  of  what  is  daily  passed  ovei 
in  others — the  Emperor  himself  would  seize  the  pre 
text — but  then  Nadeshta  ! 

At  this  instant  Isaakoff  threw  —  Ismikoff  con 
quered. 

"  You  have  won,"  said  Horace,  filling  a  glass  t 
the  brim  with  wine,  and  tossing  it  hurriedly  of 
"  You  have  won  ;  well,  now  we  play  the  othex  millio] 
against  Nadeshta !" 

"  If  you  prefer  water,"  said  the  Prince,  "  I  wiD  ca; 
for  some  fresh  iced.  The  turn  of  one  of  those  littl 
cubes  of  ivory,  the  fraction  of  an  inch,  has  made  m 
master  again  of  all  siurounding  us,  and  entails  there 
with  the  necessity  of  attending  to  aU  the  amphytrioni 
courtesies." 

"  Throw,"  said  Horace,  sternly. 

''  Oh,"  replied  Isaakoff,  filling  himself  a  glasi 
the  contents  of  which  he  raised  to  his  lips  and  sipped 
"  play  on,  it  is  your  right,  you  are  the  loser." 
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•e,  then !"  said  Horace,  "  here  !"  and  with  a 
intended  to  conceal  his  trepidation,  he  thun- 
3wn  the  dice  upon  the  board, 
le  result  of  this  action  there  was  nothing  to 
lis  anxiety,  for  Isaakoff  said  directly, 
•ee  quatres,  that  is  only  twelve ;  now,  Monsieur 
tressan,  you  lose  !"  and  seizing  the  dice  in  his 
e  Prince  looked  intently  at  Horace,  and  shook 
ng  and  tantalizingly. 

e  was  something  in  his  glance  so  full  at  once 
dpatory  triumph,  and  of  cold  and  passionless 
as,  enjoying  his  adversary's  suspense,  he 
instead  of  throwing,  and  then  again  began  to 
he  bits  of  ivory,  big  with  fate,  that  a  cold 
tion  broke  out  on  the  brow  of  Horace.  To 
itrung  nerves  and  over-excited  mind,  the  gaze 
Vince  recalled  the  eye  of  the  rattlesnake  when 
ing  where  to  inflict  its  venom ;  and  the  clatter 
lice,  as  he  shook  them  to  and  fro,  of  the  fatal 
ivhich  warns  all  living  things  that  the  death 
5  about  to  make  an  inlet  for  its  poison — the 
poison,  which  festers  incurably  in  the  victim's 

presentiment  of  evil  proved  prophetic,  as  how 
t  otherwise,  considering  the  fraud  which  his 
ks  practising  ? 

St !"  gasped  Horace,  "  oh  God !  it  is  lost !" 
St,"  replied  Isaakoflf,  "  that  is  to  say,  that  the 
de  Montressan  and  his  humble  servant  are 
ust  as  when  he  did  me  the  honour  to  take  up 
de  beneath  my  roof.  The  case  is  a  hard  one." 
bis  moment  a  vehicle  rattled  out  of  the  yard ; 
knew  that  it  was  the  messenger  despatched  to 
ravnik ;  he  rose  without  any  determined  pur- 
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pose,  but  the  blood  throbbing  to  his  temples,  and 
maddened  to  an  irresistible  vindictiveness. 

"  You  will  remember,"  said  the  Prince,  "  that  you 
hold  my  distinct  acknowledgments  for  some  two  mfl- 
lions  of  silver  roubles.  Do  you  forget  the  quittance  T 

"  Here,"  said  the  Count,  tearing  the  paper  he  had 
received  into  pieces,  and  scattering  it  on  the  floor. 

"  That  is  half ;  perhaps  you  will  write  a  receipt  in 
full  for  those  you  have  so  cautiously  deposited  with 
your  bankers." 

"  Look  you,"  said  Horace,  "  when  a  man,  your 
creditor,  lies  in  his  death-struggle,  smothering  in  a 
marsh — " 

"  If  ever,"  interrupted  the  Prince,  "  you  can  be  so 
unfeeling,  that  must  be  the  time  to  leave  him  there. 
Ho,  there  !  clear  away  this  litter.  Your  hand  trembles, 
Count  Horace  ;  this  is  a  poor  specimen  of  calligraphv, 
though,  after  all,  it  makes  us  quits.  Send  us  the 
coffee  when  I  clap,  and  request,  in  my  name,  the 
company  of  Nadeshta  with  her  guitar.  I  feel  at 
home  again,  my  valued  friend,  amongst  my  household 
gods.   She  must  sing  here  to-night,  if  to-morrow  at 


i  Moscow 


Horace,  with  his  clinched  fist,  approached  Isaakoif. 
"  Fiend  !"  he  said,  in  a  hoarse  and  husky  voice. 

"  I  was  an  unlucky  devil  an  hour  ago,  at  least," 
said  the  Prince,  and  then  seeing  that  there  was  danger 
in  the  Count's  eye,  and  that  he  had  driven  him  to  the 
last  extremity,  he  dexterously  stopped  him  short  in 
the  very  act  of  resorting,  perhaps,  to  some  personal 
violence,  by  saying :  "  Would  you  like  another 
throw  for  this  Briseis?  If  so,  my  intemperate 
Achilles,  you  will  find  me  magnanimous  as  the  king 
of  men !" 
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Horace  stopped  short  at  this  proposition,  which 
ished  on  him  a  ray  of  hope. 

''  And  what  can  I  stake  ?" 

''  You  have  a  patrimonial  fortune ;  stake  that  as  I 
id  mine." 

"  Impossible,"  said  Horace,  "  the  heritage  of  my 
thersr 

"  It  is  about  a  seventh  of  my  own :  modesty  is  my 
revailing  weakness,  or  I  should  say  that  I  was 
merous  to  propose  it." 

"  Impossible  !" 

"  As  you  will ;  I  offered  you  your  revenge,  one  half 
>ur  fortune  s^ainst  the  three  slaves,  and  if  you  lost, 
le  other  half  against  Nadeshta." 

"  Wen,"  said  Horace,  "  well,  so  be  it  then !  It  is  a 
range  stake,  one  half  of  estates  whose  value  is  not 
en  definite,  against  the  freedom  and  the  happiness 
'  three  immortal  beings,  made  after  God's  own 
lage,  who  will  surely  guide  my  fortune." 

"  It  would  be  so  easy  for  Providence,  if  you  could 
ily  inspire  it  with  a  taste  for  gambling,"  sneered  the 
ince,  "just  to  incline  three  bits  of  dotted  bone  two 
cteenths  of  an  inch." 

"  Go  on,"  said  Horace,  "  it  is  your  throw." 

"  Now,"  said  the  Prince,  "  I  defy  the  Archangel 
ichael  himself  to  beat  that,  if  sent  to  succour  you 
ith  Miltonic  weapons." 

Three  dark  sixes  stared  Horace  in  the  face,  like 
•ws  of  black  grinning  teeth.  His  only  chance  was 
throwing  the  same,  which  would  neutralize 
aakoff's  fortune.     He  failed. 

Horace  said  nothing ;  he  tossed  off  a  goblet  full  of 
ine,  but  there  was  that  in  his  manner  which  induced 
le  Prince  to  clap  for  his  attendants. 
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"  No  not  coffee  !"  and  then  he  added  in  Russ  so 
rapidly  that  Horace  could  not  understand  him,  '*  be 
four  of  you  at  hand,  the  Count  has  drunk." 

"  Now,"  said  the  Prince,  "  it  is  you  to  throw." 

Horace  threw  silently,  he  breathed :  this  time  be 
had  too  thrown  the  triple  sixes. 

Fortune  had  done  for  him  with  fidr  dice  wbat 
Isaakoff  was  sure  of  by  dexterously  changing  themfw 
a  biassed  or  loaded  set,  whenever  he  took  them  up. 

Isaakoff  played,  he  threw  three  sixes,  they  were 
even. 

"This  is  strange,"  said  Horace,  "nothing  but 
triplets !"  and  then  with  desperate  boldness  he  com- 
menced again.     "  Four,  four,  and  six  !" 

The  Prince  took  up  the  dice,  Horace  felt  that  the 
ruin  not  only  of  his  fortune,  but  of  all  his  hopes  hung 
so  completely  by  a  thread,  he  knew  that  it  would  be  so 
utter  and  so  hopeless  that  he  only  waited  the  result 
to  fly  at  Isaakoff*s  throat  like  a  dog,  determined  as  he 
was  to  throw  his  life  after  his  fortune  or  to  take  his 
enemy's. 

At  this  moment, — whilst  the  wrongs  of  Nadeshta, 
of  Mattvei  and  of  Blanche,  and  the  image  of  Madame 
Obrasof  were  flitting  in  his  mind  and  pointing  liis 
gaze  with  an  intensity  of  hatred  on  the  Prince, — the 
Prince  conscience-stricken  and  coupling  his  guest's 
fierce  look  with  his  last  observation,  imagined  himself 
suspected.  He  grew  confused,  he  missed  the  oppor- 
tunity of  changing  dice.  It  is  true  that,  in  an  instant 
regaining  his  self-possession,  he  meditated  overturn- 
ing the  table  and  in  the  conftision  recovering  the  chance 
he  had  lost;  but  then — ^besides  the  consideration 
that  so  doing  might  possibly  give  rise  to  the  veiy 
suspicion  which,  a  moment  before,  he  had  causelessly 
apprehended, — by    one   of  those   strange  anomalies 
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hich  are  quite  unaccountable,  though  common  to 
iiman  nature,  he  was  influenced  by  a  momentary 
eling  of  rude  pity — at  least  in  thus  far  that  when  he 
sflected  that  he  was  now  only  risking  the  possession 
r  Nadeshta  he  felt  inclined  to  give  her  the  fair  hazard 
r  the  game.  He  did  so,  he  played  with  the  same 
ice  as  Horace  : — ^he  lost. 

"  Nadeshta  is  mine !  I  have  won — I  have  won !" 
louted  Horace  impetuously  as  he  rose  from  the 
ible. 

"  She  is  yours,"  said  the  Prince,  "  from  this  hour." 

"  Then  this  hour,"  said  Horace,  "  let  the  necessary 
;eps  be  taken  for  her  manumission !" 

''  It  shall  be  so ;  but  you  have  an  acknowledgment 
>  write  for  half  your  broad  lands — ^this  is  a  good  bold 
and ;  but  we  have  been  playing  an  exciting  game, 
erhaps  you  would  like  to  pit  your  prize  against  my 
innings?" 

Horace  shook  his  head  with  lofty  disdain.  He  heard 
le  voice  of  Nadeshta  in  the  anteroom,  he  rose  and 
ashed  to  meet  her. 


CHAPTER  XII 

This  room  was  on  the  opposit 
ocxjupied  by  the  attendants. 

Nadeshta  and  her  brother,  aware 
Horace  was  about  to  make  to  thei 
long  awaiting  here  its  issue  in 
From  the  rattle  of  the  dice,  th 
divined  that  their  fate  was  being 
length  the  last  exulting  exclamati< 
burst  upon  their  ears,  as  he  shout 
deshta  is  mine !    I  have  won,  I  ha 

Mattvei  had  sunk  into  a  chair,  : 
his  trembling  hand  in  hers.  It  wa 
responding  to  his  own,  which  had  \ 
tion  of  her  lover. 

"Nadeshta,"  said  Horace,  "di 
are  free !" 

"  Free !"    repeated    Nadeshta, 
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^^my  Horace !  yes,  let  us  fly  for  ever  and  at  once, 
vKit  not  together,  you  are  too  good,  too  great,  too 
l^ure,  too  generous ;  no  shadow  of  a  stain  must  rest 
Xipon  you ;  your's  must  be  the  spotless  image  which 
^  maiden  may,  in  her  thoughts  enshrine,  and  treasure 
in  her  heart,  to  worship  through  her  life  and  die  in 
l)lessing.  Think  not  of  impossible  promises — I  see,  I 
feel  it  at  this  hour,  they  are  impossible." 

"  Nadeshta,"  said  Horace,  who  had  raised  her  up, 
"  there  is  nothing  impossible  but  to  leave  you.  Look, 
Sir,  this  ring  which  I  put  on  her  finger  was  my 
mother's  wedding  ring.  You  are  her  brother — -join  our 
hands,  and  be  the  living  witness  as  I  call  the  eternal 
testimony  of  the  departed,  that  now  I  claim  the  faith 
your  sister  plighted  me  as  I,  before  God,  redeem  the 
word  I  pledged  her,  swearing  to  seal  that  bond  by 
indissoluble  links  the  moment  we  can  find  a  priest. 
My  love,  my  wife,  my  countess!  oh  yes,  we  will 
fly  directly — for  ever,  and  for  ever  together." 

Mattvei  trembled  violently.  He  joined  their  hands ; 
but  he  could  find  no  speech :  like  the  traveller  in  the 
fable  where  the  wind  and  sun  dispute  their  influence, 
be  had  wrapped  himself  in  a  mantle  of  impassibility 
against  the  tempests  of  fate ;  but  the  unexpected  sun- 
shine of  good  fortune,  making  him  throw  aside  this 
stoicism,  quite  unmanned  him. 

"  Oh,  do  I  dream  ?"  said  Nadeshta,  "  am  I — am  I 
truly  waking,  my  Horace  ?  Shall  we  all,  all  fly  this 
night?" 

That  fatal  word  all  recalled  to  the  mind  of  the 
Count  what  he  had  forgotten  in  the  rapture  of  his 
first  success,  that  Blanche  and  Mattvei  were  still  in 
the  Prince's  power,  and  it  shewed  him  at  once  the 
cruel  error  into  which  Nadeshta  and  her  brother  had 
£aJlen. 
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"  All — oh  no  !  you  do  not  understand  me,  1  have   ' 
lost  all  my  winnings,  I  have  lost  you  all,  I  have  for- 
1'^  feited  half  my  patrimonial  fortune.  I  have  only  won, 

l^l  with  my  last  stake,  Nadeshta's  freedom." 

Mattheus  seemed  stimned  for  an  instant  by  this 
terrible  disappointment ;  but  then  his  composure,  so 
slow  to  restore  in  his  good  fortune,  at  onoe  returned 
with  his  imhappiness. 

"  All  that  it  has  been  in  my  power  to  do,  my  bro- 
ther," said  the  Coxmt,  "  I  have  done.   All  that  1  can 
g  I  yet  do,  I  win  do — ^but  it  will  be  more  in  the  capital 

H?  than  here.  You  would  not  have  me  leave  this  child  f 

Ij"!  "No,  no,  no,  no!"    said  Mattheus,    "no,    God 

\\%  forbid,  that  will  be  one  weight  taken  from  my  heaw 

M  heart." 

"  Oh !"  said  Nadeshta,  "  I  knew,  I  knew  it  was  a 
dream,  I  knew  it  must  be  like  those  bubbles,  rainbow- 
^^jJ  tinted,  which  burst  in  my  in&ntine  hands.  Oh  my 

gj  poor  brother,  do  not  think  I  shall  quit  you.    Go 

l!^'5j  Count  Horane.  ffo.  cm  hriirht  metier  of  mv  soul's  dark 


ount  Horace,  go,  go  bright  meteor  of  my  soul's  dark 
night !  go  and  bear  with  you  the  slave  girl's  heart,  fir 
she  will  not  even  choose  to  be  free  whilst  Mattvei  is  a 
captive." 
^j  "  This  cannot  be,  Nadeshta !  Take  her,  my  glorious 

j[  brother,  take  her  with  all  the  blessings  of  her  only 

p  relative." 

*'You   are  mine!"  said  Horace,    "you  may  no 

t^l  longer  choose,  you  are  no  more  my  love  alone,  you 

■^4J  are  my  wife,  my  coimtess !" 

ji  "  Plress  me  no  more,"  said  Nadeshta,  "  you  should 

know   me  both — ^my    brother,    you,    and  you,  my 

Horace.     You  should  know  how  unalterable  is  my 

pxupose,  you  should  know  that  mine  is  not  the  weak 

will  of  a  faltering  woman,  and  being  so— immutabk 
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cmd  fixed — it  is  cruel — it  is  cruel,  Horace,  my  own 
Horace,  thus  to  urge  me." 

•*  Hear  me,"  said  Horace,  "  you  are  fatherless ; 
your  brother  in  your  father's  stead  commands;  by 
staying  you  cannot  alleviate  his  misery.  I  implore, 
entreat,  command — in  the  name  of  that  sacred  token 
which  has  made  you  mine — " 

*^  Look !"  said  Nadeshta,  plucking  off  the  ring,  and 
casting  it  fi^m  her,  "  why  bruise  my  heart  farther? 
There  is  a  monitor  within  it  that  I  obey — ^why  tyran- 
nize over  our  very  affections — what  right  has  father  or 
brother  to  command  ?  I  have  no  obedience,  I  have 
cmly  affection :  I  have  only  the  imchangeable  will  to 
suffer  with  him.  I  shall  have  only  the  unalterable 
constancy  to  love  you  to  the  last,  my  Horace,  not  the 
baseness  to  follow  you.  No !  I  must  die  here  like  the 
trampled  wood  flower  on  the  humble  ground  on  which 
it  grew,  breathing  my  benedictions  on  you  to  the  last, 
as  the  crushed  plant  exhales  its  odour.  I  have  my 
destiny,  you  yours.  Go,  Horace,  and  be  happy — go ! 
knowing  there  is  one  who  in  her  loneliness  mHi  wor- 
ship your  very  memory,  and  from  a  distance  regard 
you  as  a  dreamy  child  of  earth  regards  a  twinkling 
star,  so  far — so  long  outliving  its  frail  frame." 

At  this  moment  a  loud,  shrill,  prolonged  laugh 
burst  upon  them,  and  the  Prince's  head  was  seen 
thrust  in  betwixt  the  opened  door. 

"  Very  good  !  very  good !  you  have  a  pretty  turn 
for  acting,  Nadeshta,  genteel  comedy,  or  the  melo- 
drame,  another  accomplishment  worth  all  the  other." 

Horace  bounded  forward  like  a  tiger.  He  pursued 
the  Prince  into  the  next  room ;  the  Prince  hastily 
placed  a  table  between  them. 

**  Stop  1  stop  !  stop !"  said  he,  '^  this  is  becoming 


166  THE   WHITE   SLAVE. 

tragedy — and  the  comedy  was  so  excdlfnt— beadesil 
is  not  over.  Try  your  luck  again,  you  shall  stake  )U* 
deshta  against  Mattvei  and  his  wife. 

Horace  was  tempted.  Nadeshta's  refusal  to  (|uil 
her  brother — ^his  knowledge  of  the  indomitable  fiiB- 
ness  of  her  character — the  reflection  that  the  em 
was  desperate — the  rapid  succession  of  startfing 
changes  which  these  magic  bits  of  ivory  produced— 
all  led  him  to  renew  a  trial  of  his  fortune.  He 
restrained  his  anger,  and  they  sat  down  once  more  to 

play.  ...  .  ^ 

"  Believe  me,"  said  the  Prince,  "  it  was  a  defigirfnl 
scene,  and  admirably  acted — Coimt  Horace  taldiig 
the  trouble  to  persuade  his  slave  that  he  would  mirn 
her,  and  she  affecting  to  believe  it." 

"  Prince  Isaakoff,"  said'  Horace,  "  I  was  serioa 
then,  I  am  serious  now." 

"  Now,  by  the  body  of  Bacchus  !"  said  the  Rma, 
falling  back  in  his  chair,  in  an  inextinguishable  fii  of 
laughter,  "  now  by  the  body  of  Bacchus !  you  «i 
soon  be  the  only  living  creature  so.  The  Cmot 
Horace  de  Montressan  marry — marry  my  slave  gH! 
Why  we  need  never  have  gambled  for  her ;  I  fsw 
have  given  her  you  and  welcome,  for  the  qwrt's 
sake." 

"  Play !"  thundered  Horace,  "  and  then—" 

"What  then?" 

"  Throw,  and  I  will  tell  you." 

''  I  have  thrown,  I  have  won.    What  now  ? 

"  Now,"  said  Horace,  seizing  him  by  the  cnnt 
''  oppressor !  tyrant !  scoundrel  and  assassb  1  thtfl 
strike  you,  craven,  on  the  face :  thus  I  wouU  strao^ 
the  life  from  your  carrion  body,  if  it  were  not  dnt  I 
shall  yet  let  the  black  Uood  out  of  your  hearMi^ 
victims  of  its  corruption  will  guide  my  avenging  aim  f 
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jlp !  help !  help !"  screamed  the  Prince,  who 
»wn  from  livid  to  black  in  the  face, 
n  instant,  Horace  was  overpowered   by  the 
its  who  rushed  in  from  the  adjoining  room. 

Prince's  order  they  twisted  round  him  the 
ver,  pinioning  his  arms. 

is  very  drunk,"  said  the  host,  "  lay  him  on 
..  Send  Dietrich,  and  get  ready  my  carriage, 
immediately  for  Moscow." 
lint  Horace,  you  are  mad  with  vexation  and 
No  wonder — half  your  hereditary  acres 
en  wasted  to  gain  an  object  in  which  you 
led.    I  cannot  fight  you  before  you  have  paid 

given  me  some  security  on  which  I  can 
;  for  my  hand  is  lucky  with  the  pistol  as  with 
>-box.  By  sending  to  St.  Petersburg  for  the 
on  of  your  Consdate,  you  can  procure  a  valid 
nt — then  I  am  your  man.  Meanwhile,  busi- 
Us  and  pleasure  beckons;  I  entrust  to  you 
nsion,  my  stud,  my  cellar,  my  cook,  and  the 
'Jountess.  When  your  messenger  returns,  so 
ad  then  we  will  square  accounts.    Only,  whilst 

dabbling  with  deeds  and  parchments— K)ne 
'  parting  advice — do  not  forget  your  will." 
lilst  Horace  was  struggling  in  the  covering 
1  he  was  encased  with  sdl  the  fury  of  an  angry 
le  Prince  vanished  with  a  graceful  salutation 
t)ssed  the  threshold  of  the  door. 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

Horace  was  again  struggling  in  bis  toilsy  after  an 
interval  of  exhaustion,  when  Johann  appeared  before 
him. 

"  My  Lord,  who  has  just  started  for  the  city,  has 
sent  me  to  you  with  his  most  humble  excuses  for  diis 
little  violence.  Calm  yourself,  illustrious  Sir !  I  wffl 
unbind  you.  You  redly,  really  must  pardon  us.  It 
is  provoking,  Sir,  to  lose  at  play,  and  then,  Sir,  die 
wine  is  heady." 

"  Rascal !"  said  Horace,  "  rascal !  thou  liest  like 
thy  master.     I  have  drunk  nothing  but  water." 

"  Then  it  is  play  that  has  made  you  outrageous, 
high  bom  Sir.     There  is  only  one  game  which  never 
ruffles  the  temper,  a  game  of  my  own  invention,  at 
which  both  parties  win.     I  shall  be  happy  to  teadi  it 
'■  you,  noble  Sir." 

"  Unbind  me,"  roared  the  Coimt, "  only  unbind  me 

I  and  I  will  twist  thy  infernal  neck !" 

"  Nay,   now  truly,"  said  Johann,  stopping   shot 
with  a  look  of  alarm  at  this  ungracious  promise,  in 
I  the  very  act   of  freeing  the  captive  from  his  bonds, 

r  ''  it  would  be  imphilosophical  in  the  extreme  to  do 

so.     Pardon  me,  my  Lord,  but,  if  you  were  to  twist 
your  humble  servant's  nedc,  you  would  put  it  quite  out 
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his  power  to  serve  you  further.     You  would  put 

out  of  his  power  to  obey  his  honoured  master, 
lo  has  strictly  commanded  him  to  attend  to  all 
'Ur  wants  and  wishes  till  his  return.  That  is  to 
y,  as  soon  as  the  eflfect  of  the  wine — I  mean  of  the 
iter — has  passed  away." 

"  Fool,"  said  Horace,  "  I  am  perfectly  calm.  Un- 
nd  me,  I  will  not  do  thee  any  mischief." 

"I  hope  not,"  said  Johann,  still  parleying,  "I 
>pe  not,  my  high-bom  Lord.  I  have  no  wish,  but 
jcording  to  the  instructions  of  my  honoured  master  to 
>ey  you  in  every  thing.  The  slaves,  the  stud,  the  kitchen, 
le  cellar — only,"  added  the  steward  in  prudential 
irenthesis,  "  only  that  I  have  mislaid  the  key  of  it 
lis  evening — are  all  at  your  disposal.  So  is  Johann 
auer,  your  humble  servant,  with  whatever  philoso- 
lical  knowledge  and  mechanical  talent  he  may  happen 

possess." 

"  Come,  unbmd  me,  Master  Sauer,"  said  Horace, 

calmly  as  he  could. 

"  I  am  doing  so — I  am  doing  so.  And  then  my 
3rd  further  said,  that  his  noble  guest  might  wish 

send  some  one  to  St.  Petersburg,  for  whom  I  am 

procure  an  immediate  passport — if  it  be  so  desired, 
lese  knots  are  very  tight." 

"Cut  them,  worthy  Johann,"  said  the  Count; 
id  Johann,  now  quite  re-assured  as  to  his  prisoner's 
nity,  released  him  in  a  moment. 

"  Now,  rascal !"  said  Horace,  seizing  him  ;  "  thy 
aster  is  gone.  Where  is  Nadeshta?  where  Mat- 
leus?" 

"  Oh,  mercy !"  exclaimed  Johann,  "  they  are  both  in 
le  next  room."  This  was  true;  the  Count  had 
mself  turned  the  key  upon  them. 

VOL.  HI.  I 


170  THE   WHITE   SLAVE. 

"  Oh !  he  has  not  taken  them !"  said  Horace, 
greatly  relieved,  and  releasing  the  steward. 

''  He  has  not  taken  them,"  repeated  the  steward, 
gaming  the  door  and  keeping  his  hand  cautiously  on  the 
handle. "  My  Lord  has  left  them  both  at  your  disposal" 

Horace  reflected  for  a  few  moments,  and  divined 
that  the  orders  which  the  Prince  had  given  had  been 
dictated  by  an  injurious  suspicion,  since  they  evidently 
originated  in  a  wish  to  retain  him  beneath  his  rorf 
until  he  had  given  some  tangible  security  for  the  sum 
he  had  lost  to  him.  Now?  although  Horace  was  not 
iware  of  the  good  reasons  which  his  host  had  for  this 
conduct,  he  considered  that  he  could  profit,  without 
scruple,  by  this  pseudo-hospitality. 

In  truth,  the  Prince  had  some  years  ago  been 
detected  in  a  very  infamous  gambling  transactioD, 
which  had  been  widely  bruited,  more  on  account  of  its 
extent  than  of  its  nature.  Now  this,  according  to 
the  custom  of  Russian  society,  instead  of  exchidiDg 
him  from  its  pale  for  ever,  had  only  enveloped  him 
in  a  temporary  cloud.  But  although  a  few  years'  ab- 
sence had  cleared  it  away,  Isaakoff  was  aware  that  its 
memory  was  not  quite  extinct,  and  would  be  so 
thoroughly  awakened,  if  Horace  published  the  amount 
of  his  losses,  as  to  be  sure  to  reach  his  ears,  arouse 
his  suspicions,  and  cause  him  perhaps  to  demur  to 
the  payment  of  his  debt. 

"  My  worthy  Johann,"  said  Horace,  "  pardon  my 
vivacity.  I  will  give  you  my  instructions  in  an  hour 
or  two — ^meanwhile,  perhaps  you  will  send  me  coffee 
to  the  library.  I  shall  spend  the  evening  with  Mat- 
thcus  and  his  sister." 

<<0h,  Sir!"  said  the  steward,  "they  have  both 
been  educated  to  serve  as  company  to  any  gentkoMD 
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at  a  pinch.     You  would  not  find  better,  excepting 
perhaps  myself,  for  forty  versts  round  about." 

Horace  opened  the  door ;  there  stood  the  brother 
and  the  sister  in  mute,  calm,  sorrowful  resignation — 
but  a  resignation  utterly  differing  in  its  expression — 
for  the  eye  of  Mattheus,  half  upturned  to  Heaven, 
gave  his  face  a  mild  and  martyr-like  character, 
whereas  the  cold  pale  lip  of  Nadeshta  seemed  fixed  as 
marble  in  fate-defying  scorn. 

Nevertheless,  in  this  important  crisis,  where  every 
event  had  a  fearful  sigmfioance,  the  entrance  of 
Horace  was  a  singular  relief  to  them.  They  had 
heard  the  carriage  drive  away;  they  thought  it  was 
Horace  departing,  and,  when  he  opened  the  door,  they 
were  prepared  to  encoxmter  the  Prince. 

"  Come !"  said  Horace,  "  come  both  of  you.  My 
brother !  my  Nadeshta !"  and,  opening  the  door  of 
the  room  beyond,  he  led  the  way  mto  it. 

This  was  the  library.  Like  many  other  Russian 
libraries,  it  was  furnished  with  blocks  of  wood  covered 
with  leather  backs,  printed  with  the  titles  of  various 
books  in  gold  letters,  and  of  course  the  key  of  the 
brass  net-work  doors  that  kept  them  in  was  perpetually 
mislaid.  But  this  was  only  the  case  on  three  sides  ; 
the  fourth  contained  real  books,  magnificently  boimd, 
though  without  attention  to  the  completeness  of  the 
works,  the  subject,  or  the  language  in  which  they 
were  written. 

In  the  mean  while,  Johann  had  no  sooner  quitted 
the  room  in  which  he  had  been  left  by  the  Count, 
than  his  place  was  occupied  on  the  scene  of  the  late 
struggle  by  another  individual,  who  stole  in  at  one 
door  as  Johann  vanished  through  another — being 
Hans,  his  son  and  heir;  he  was,  in  one  sense,  the 

I  2 
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most  appropriate  personage  who  could  have  succeeded 
his  father. 

It  must  be  premised  that  Hans,  particulaiiy  smce 
the  rivaLship  of  the  Count  had  left  him  hopeless, 
Hans  had  grown  contemplative  towards  the  hours  of 
simset — and  yet  it  was  not  the  declining  sim  that  he 
loved  to  contemplate. 

He  had  Uved  to  see  his  ideal  materialized — the 
dreams  of  his  young  imagination  rendered  real— 
though  not  for  him.  He  loved,  in  short,  to  feast  his 
eyes,  since  he  could  not  feast  his  palate,  on  the 
glorious  fruits,  the  pine-apples,  the  conserves  and 
the  confectionary,  which  were  laid  in  their  tempting 
luray  amid  flowers  and  coloured  crystals  for  the  Prmce's 
dessert. 

And  then  it  must  be  remembered  that  this  dessert 
both  went  in  and  came  out,  so  that  Hans  had  a  double 
opportunity  of  delighting  his  eyes  and  licking  his  lips, 
JjJ  to  say  nothing  of  the  chances  it  offered  of  pilfering ; 

33!:  and  so  it  happened  that  Hans  was  lingering  near  Ae 

kS;^  spot  when  the  soxmds  of  the  storm  burst  upon  his  de- 

lighted ears.  With  instinctive  sagacity  he  foresaw  that 
it  must  turn  up  something,  and  he  was  not  deceived 
When  the  Prince  took  lus  abrupt  departure;  when 
Horace  was  unbound,  the  ser\Tng-men,  little  anxious 
to  remain  in  his  vicinity,  retired,  and  then  Horace 
himself,  and,  lastly  Johann  left  at  once  the  scene  ot 
action,  and  all  the  treasures  which  Hans  coveted  un- 
protected. 

Hans  rushed  to  the  table:  he  filled  his  pockets 
with  trepidation  ;  and  then,  returning  once  more 
when  near  the  door,  he  bethought  him  that  his  cap 
was  empty.  He  crammed  into  it  a  pot  of  guava 
jelly  topsy-turvy,  a  pine-apple,  some  sweetmeats,  and 
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ae  was  hurrying  from  the  door  when  his  foot  struck 
iigainst  something.  It  was,  as  he  thought,  a 
augar-plum — ^he  had  seen  many  such  before  ;  he 
pat  it  in  his  mouth,  and  bit  hard  at  the  crisp  sugar, 
BO  hard  that  he  bellowed,  and  spat  out  his  broken 
tooth  and  the  two  fragments  of  the  ivory  die — ^for  it 
was  one  of  the  dice  that  had  dropped  when  Horace 
rose  in  his  fit  of  desperation  and  overturned  the 
table. 

"  Follow  me !"  said  Horace,  returning  to  the  room  ; 
"  follow  me,  both  of  you.  I  must  not  lose  sight  of  you. 
How  is  it  no  one  answers?  We  must  beware  of 
treachery.  Stop !"  he  exclaimed ;  "  stop !"  as  he  caught 
the  sounds  of  the  retreating  footsteps  of  the  marauder, 
who  at  this  summons  fairly  took  to  his  heels,  dropping 
his  booty  and  putting  on  his  cap,  guava  jelly  and  all. 

We  will  pass  over  the  touching  scene  which  ensued 
when  Hans  appeared  before  his  mother,  roaring  with 
the  pain  of  his  broken  tooth,  and  the  jelly  mistaken 
for  coagulated  blood.  We  will  pass  over  the  terror 
and  paternal  anxiety  of  Johann,  who  doubted  not 
that  his  master's  furious  guest  had  knocked  out  the 
bnuns  of  his  son  and  heir,  spoiling,  and  eflfectually 
filing  in  one  moment  a  youth  whom  it  had  been 
for  years  his  study  not  to  spoil.  We  will  leave  Hans, 
in  short,  to  return  to  the  lost  fragment  of  broken 
tooth,  which  has  caused  the  quid  pro  quo.  There  lies 
beside  it  the  die  bitten  in  two ;  and  just  as  Horace 
was  saying ;  "  Oh !  if  I  could  only  establish  the  fact !" 
Mattheus  stumbled  upon  it. 

"  What  is  this  ?  One  of  the  dice  ?" 

"  Good  Heavens !"  said  Horace.  "  This  is  providen- 
tial !  May  I  never  move  from  this  spot  if  it  be  not 
loaded!" 
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And,  on  examination,  so  it  proved — a  hole  y 
been  bored  through  one  of  the  dots,  and  a  pkoe  o 
lead  inserted,  one  half  of  which  was  left  exposed^ 
the  splitting  of  the  ivory.  Of  course  this  parti 
counterpoise  was  calculated  always  to  leave  ti 
lighter  side  uppermost — the  lights  side  was  mark 
with  the  six,  Uie  highest  number  on  the  cube. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 

"  After  aD,  this  discovery  can  only  avail  me  in  the 
matter  of  least  importance  at  this  hour,"  said  Horace. 
••  I  can  puhlish  his  infamy — I  can  refnse  to  pay ;  but 
vrhat  is  all  that  to  the  terrible  position  in  which  we 
stand  ?  I  cannot  dream  of  leaving  you ;  and  if  I  were 
to  take  you  with  me—" 

"  That  is  impossible,"  replied  Mattheus.  "  He 
liolds  your  passport,  and  even  you  cannot  proceed 
without  his  knowledge.  Not  only  would  you  be 
stopped  for  the  want  of  it,  but  you  could  not  find 
horses  one  post  along  the  road.  No  post-master 
durst  furnish  them  without  a  po  darogn^  or  permit, 
only  to  be  obtained  passport  in  hand." 

"And  yet,"  said  Horace,  "we  must  profit  by  this 
providential  breathing  time, — somethiiig  we  must 
devise — time  flies — we  owe  his  forbearance  only  to 
his  avarice ;  and  yet  gold  will  not  tempt  his  avarice 
to  humanity." 

"  No,"  said  Nadeshta,  "  there  is  no  hope :  we  are 
the  doomed  children  of  misery.  But  as  for  you, 
Count  de  Montressan — as  for  you,  my  Horace-— there 
is  but  one  course  by  which  you  ¥nll  not  add  to  it. 
You  must  leave  us;  you  must  go.  Must  he  not 
Mattvei?" 
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'^Oh  yes,  you  must  go,"  said  Mattheus,  grasping 
the  Count's  hand  with  a  tenacity  which  bdied  b^ 
words,  and  then  he  added,  pressing  it  with  affection, 
as  if  a  sudden  thought  had  reconciled  him  to  lus 
departure  :  "  Oh  yes,  you  must  go,  because  I  know— 
I  know,  my  noble  brother,  that  you  will  see  to  her 
safety." 

Horace  was  thoughtfully  silent. 

"  Yes,  you  must  leave  us,  dear  Horace,"  said 
Nadeshta,  "  you  must  go,  consoled  by  the  thought 
that  your  love  has  gleamed  like  a  ray  of  light  into 
the  night  of  my  soul,  remembering  that  death  might 
have  divided  us,  as  it  must  at  last ;  for  death  is  a 
conunon  occurrence— death  is  quite  as  inexorable  as 
our  fate — quite  as  implacable  as  our  Lord — " 

"  What  do  you  say  ?"  exclaimed  the  Count,  as  if 
abruptly  awalong  from  a  reverie  to  the  comjnie- 
hension  of  her  words.  "  What  can  you  believe, 
either  of  you — do  you  believe,  Nadeshta,  that  the 
thought  of  leaving  you  has  crossed  my  brain  for  an 
instant?" 

"No,"  said  Nadeshta,  "no.  I  knew  you  never 
entertained  it ;  but  oh  I  what  it  is  to  be  a  woman ! 
If  you  had  been  disposed  to  leave  us  then,  you  might 
have  gone  or  staid ;  and  now  because  I  know  you 
would  remain,  your  tarrying  would  break  my  very 
heart.  You  mil  not  stay  when  you  know  this, 
Horace." 

"  No,"  said  Horace,  "  I  will  not  stay :  we  will  not 
any  of  us  stay.  No  human  power  would  induce  me, 
Nadeshta,  to  leave  you  at  his  mercy.  If  I  were  to 
remain,  nothing  could  ensue  but  ruin  and  bloodshed; 
we  must  therefore  take  a  desperate  resolution  and  fljr 
together." 


IH 
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"  Oh  it  is  impossible  to  fly." 

"  Impossible  perhaps  to  fly  by  a  post-road ;  but 
hat  if  I  were  to  make  an  appeal  to  the  Emperor, 
hat  if  we  were  meanwhile  to  seek  concealment  in 
le  forests !" 

"  That  would  be  worse  than  useless,"  said  Mattheus, 
the  Emperor's  heart  is  cold  and  unyielding.  What 
•e  you  to  expect  from  the  man  who  hardly  ever 
ters  the  terrible  sentences  of  his  courts,  martial  or 
vil,  but  to  add  to  their  punishments ! — the  man 
eaf  to  the  entreaties  of  wife,  mother,  and  sister ! 
[e  might,  it  is  true,  in  his  hatred  to  his  great 
Dbility,  be  glad  of  a  pretext  to  strike  the  Prince ; 
ut  do  you  think  the  slave  would  fare  any  the  better  ? 
J  he  not  himself  the  greatest  slave  master  in  the 
npire?  Is  he  not  perpetually  augmenting  their 
umber — already  twenty  millions — by  the  forfeit 
F  mortgaged  lands  and  confiscations  ?  Is  not  the 
retence  of  enfranchising  his  slaves  a  mere  blind  for 
fedulous  Europe,  when  he,  by  one  dash  of  his  pen, — 
ithout  oflFending  any  interest — might  restore  one 
alf  the  serfs  in  his  Empire,  those  of  his  own  private 
>mains,  to  freedom?  What  sympathies  can  this 
an  have  with  our  condition  if  his  ear  were  reached  ?" 
"  Well  then,"  said  Horace,  **  you  and  I  are  men ; 
id  as  for  this  noble  girl,  her  resolution  is  more 
anUke  than  either  yours  or  mine.  We  cannot  wait 
re  like  victims  caught  by  the  tide  till  it  rises 
ove  our  heads.  We  cannot  perish  without  an 
Qrt :  let  us  strike  into  the  forests,  shunning  the 
unts  of  men  and  shaping  our  coiu*se  westwards, 
vards  the  setting  sun.  In  time,  from  wood  to 
>od,  we  may  reach  the  Russian  fi*ontier." 
!•  This    cannot   be,"    said  Mattheus,  mournfully. 

I  3 
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"  Not  only  the  spirit  of  his  race,  but  the  very  de- 
ments, the  very  surface  of  his  mother  earth  con- 
spire against  the  Russian  slave,  to  give  him  hand- 
bound,  foot-bound,  to  oppression.  Nature  and  the 
climate  are  alike  the  accomplices  of  his  tyrants,  in 
every  part  of  this  vast  prison-house." 

"These  boundless  forests  must   yield  a  shdter. 
however  comfortless,"  said  Horace. 

"  These  forests,"  continued  Mattheus,  **  in  the 
summer  season,  are  a  woody  marsh.  There  b 
scarcely  here  and  there  a  dry  patch  on  which  man 
can  take  repose ;  and  then  for  miles  and  miles  he 
must  toil  through  a  sort  of  morass,  where  at  even 
step  he  sinks  betwixt  tree  and  tree  up  to  bis 
middle  in  the  slough,  and  moss,  and  stagnant  water, 
advancing  a  mile  or  two  by  toiling  on  the  live- 
long day.  With  night  comes  either  a  chill,  damp, 
penetrating  cold,  or  else  clouds  of  mosquitoes;  in 
the  day  time,  as  he  labours  through  the  forest,  the 
sun  scorches  his  skin  to  blisters,  and  the  flies  and 
blue  bottles  buzz  around  him  in  myriads,  settling 
upon  him,  till  he  regrets  that,  like  the  bear  and  the 
elk,  he  cannot  hide  all  but  his  nose  and  mouth  in 
the  water;  and  then,  after  such  a  day,  at  lught 
comes  the  reflection  that  two  or  three  versts  are  got 
over  of  the  thousands  that  lie  before  him ;  and  then 
the  winter — many  winters — must  overtake  the  fugitive. 
He  must  spend  five  long  months  like  a  bear  in  his 
den,  because  the  snow  betrays  his  footsteps ;  he  must 
live  on  the  frozen  portions  of  the  carcases  of  animals 
which  he  has  stolen  like  a  beast  of  prey,  before  the 
first  snow  falls.  There  are  few  spirits  and  still  fem* 
human  frames  can  outlive  such  terrible  privations. 
This  is  not  to  be  thought  of !" 
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"  What  a  fearful  situation  !"  said  Horace.  "  There 
then  no  hope." 

"  I  have  but  one,"  said  Mattheus,  "  that  my  pro- 
md  submission  may  avert  his  wrath  till  she  is 
red." 

"And  then — "  said  Horace. 
"  Then  come  what  may,"  replied  Mattheus.  "  Once 
hould  have  longed  to  follow  the  example  of  Pugat- 
3f,  the  Russian  Spartacus,  who  not  much  more 
in  fifty  years  since  made  the  lustful  Catherine 
mble  on  her  throne — Pugatchef,  who,  with  his 
3nty  thousand  insurgent  slaves,  roused  all  the 
mtry  as  he  came  along  to  vengeance  and  revolt — 
gatchef  the  destroyer,  who,  as  if  in  bitter  irony, 
sonated  Catherine's  murdered  husband  Pugat- 
jf,  of  whom,  to  hide  her  fears  from  Europe,  she 
5cted  to  jest,  calling  him  *  her  Marquis  though  she 
t  against  him  the  Generals  Tcherbatof,  Grallitzin, 
lemichef,  Carr,  Tolstoy,  Freymann,  Michelson, 
I  Colon ;  though  she  could  only  vanquish  him  by 
ichery ;  and  though  our  sovereigns  to  this  day 
se  his  memory  to  be  still  annually  cursed  in  our 
irches  with  Mazeppa's. 

*  The  old  Starost,  as  a  boy,  followed  in  the  human 
*ent;  anct  like  a  hound  once  blooded,  he  took 
t  in  a  subsequent  revolt ; — ^his  experience  looks 
NBrd  to  another  here.  The  estate  on  which  we 
I  is  surrounded  by  disaffected  peasants,  and  our 
a  will  rise  at  the  next  failing  harvest.  Oh!  all 
se  are  chances  which  I  should  have  once  looked 
NBxd  to,  though  now  the  resignation  to  which  I 
'6  bowed  has  softened  my  heart — ^like  the  iron 
ose  hardness  is  lost  in  the  fire  through  which  it  has 
sed — ^forcing  it  to  recognise  that  truth  to  which  so 
g  I  had  obdurately  cbsed  it.     Now,  I  shall  but 
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look  on.  I  feel  the  curse  upon  my  race,  like  that  \ipoa 
the  seed  of  Ham.  •  I  feel  that  to  raise  one's  hand 
against  oppression  is  to  struggle  with  the  Almighty. 
I  feel  it  almost  sin  to  hope  for  any  of  our  people — " 

"  Mattveus,  my  poor  Mattveus,"  said  the  Count, 
we  must  always  hope." 

"  You  and  I  have  nothing  in  common,"  replied 
Mattheus  :  "  listen,  and  I  will  tell  you  the  awful  secret 
of  the  predestined  stock  I  come  of.  I  have  gathered 
it  through  long  nights  of  study.  I  have  confirmed  it 
by  wandering  over  the  world  of  the  andents,  and  by 
.^J  decyphering  the  old  inscriptions  carved  on  the  ruins 

Iw  of  those  mighty  temples  and  cities,  which  arose  when 

the  yoimg  world  was  in  its  spring.  When  this  truth  first 
burst  upon  me,  it  was  so  terrible  that  I  shut  out  ik 
conviction.  I  sought  to  disbelieve  the  curse  which  wcwte 
around  me  now." 
^Jl  "  Dear  Mattvei,"  said  Nadeshta,  "  thv  head  wan- 

ders." 

"  Oh  !  no — Alas  !  its  thoughts  are  strong  and  dear, 
and  definite  as  you  shall  hear :  do  not  interrupt  me. 
You  are  a  scholar.  Count  Horace,  and  can  follow  me- 
listen  then : 

*'  Sur  and  Assur,  or  the  Assyrians  and  their 
Syrian  brethren, — with  Babylon  and  Nineveh  for  capi- 
tals— spread  their  colossal  empire,  as  you  know,  ages 
ago,  over  Mesopotamia,  Persia,  Arabia,  Canaan,  and  the 
whole  of  Asia  Minor.  But  this  race — the  people  of 
Nimrod,  Bel,  Semiramis,  and  Ninus, — first  committed 
against  God  and  man  the  crime  of  deifying  man,  and 
of  subjecting  the  multitude  to  the  passions  of  an  indi- 
vidual ;  thus  introducing  into  the  world  priestcraft, 
idolatry,  and  despotism,  which  have  never  since  been 
rooted  out. 

"  For  this  crime  the  Ajssur  w^ie  swept  fix>m  tbe 
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arth's  surface.  The  Sur  less  guilty — driven  far  from 
he  heritage  of  their  fathers — have  since  multiplied  and 
Missed  through  three  thousand  years  of  protracted 
luffering — the  elders  of  the  Hebrews  in  the  sad  com- 
)anionship  of  expiation. 

"  We,  the  Sclavonians — the  Slavi,  Send,  or  Surbs, 
ire  the  descendants  of  the  Sur. 

"  All  the  old  Syrian  and  Assyrian  names  are  derived 
rom  words  of  our  living  languages,  the  Russ,  or 
^olish,  or  Serbian,  or  Bohemian.  We  can  read  the 
ascriptions  on  the  ruins  of  their  Asiatic  cities,  by  our 
Dodem  Sclavonic  dialects. 

"  The  very  name  of  Nebukadnezar,  if  written  in 
Sclavonic,  Nebuh-odno-tzar,  records  at  once  our 
jicestry  and  the  crime  for  which  wc  suffer.  It  means 
'  There  is  no  God  but  the  King.'' 

"  The  four  Jewish  captives,  Daniel,  Hananiah, 
Vlichel,  and  Azariah,  brought  up  for  his  service,  re- 
vived from  the  chief  eunuch  the  Assyrian  names  of  Bel- 
^hazzar,  Shadrach,  Meshach,  and  Abednego.*  These 
larnes  may  all  be  put  together  from  Sclavonic  words, 
vhich  would  indicate  that  they  were  bred  to  fill  the 
iffices — still  customary  in  the  East — of  bearers  of  the 
•oyal  arms,  and  purse,  curator  of  the  tents,  and  pur- 
veyor of  the  table. 

"  This  race,  a  conquering  race,  when  it  oflFended,  has 
jone  through  so  long  a  servitude,  that  its  very  name 
las  become,  in  every  language,  an  opprobrium  and  a 
term  for  slavery. 

"  In  the  Latin,  Arabic,  Persian,  German,  English, 
French,  &c.  the  word  serf,  servitor,  and  slave,  is  deriv- 

*  Belteshazzar  from  Balta  and  tzar — weapon  and  king;  Meshah 
&om  Meshok — purse  ;  Sadrach  from  Shatior,  tent ;  and 
Abednego  from  Obedniak — repast. 
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ed  from  the  diiferent  names  of  the  unhappy  stod 
from  which  we  are  descended,  from  Assyrian,  Syraiif 
Serb,  or  Servian,  and  from  Slavi,  Sdavonian,  which  is 
notoriously  to  this  day  the  same  people,  or  from  that 
of  the  Venedae,  a  Sclavonic  offshoot. 

"  The  Roman  called  his  slave,  servuSj  from  serb : 
the  slave  too  in  the  Latin  comedies  is  named  nearb 
always  Syrus.  The  Persian  calls  him  Venede  from 
Venedae;  the  Arab  EUAssyr  from  Assyria.  The 
English  slave;  the  French  esclave;  the  GemuD 
sclave,  are  all  derived  frt)m  the  word  Sclavonian, 

*'  Our  race  it  was  that  fed  so  long  the  slave-markets 
of  Rome,  that  perished  in  her  arenas.  The  status 
which  images  the  dying  gladiator,  when 

his  eyes 
Were  with  his  heart ;  and  that  was  far  a«*ay : 
He  reck'd  not  of  the  life  he  lost,  nor  prize  ; 
But  where  his  rude  hut  by  the  Danube  lay, 
lliere  were  his  young  barbarians  all  at  play ; 
There  was  their  Dacian  Mother,  he  their  aire 
Butchered  to  make  a  Roman  holiday. 

— the  famous  knife-grinder,  whetting  his  knife  to 
undergo  the  last  humiliation  of  senitude,  that  of  tor- 
turing a  fellow  slave  at  a  master's  bidding — are  both 
without  doubt  Sclavonic  in  physiognomy. 

''  When  the  heel  of  the  Roman  ceased  to  tnmple 
us — when  the  grasp  of  fierce  enemies  was  at  his  throat 
in  his  old  age — ^the  nations  that  flowed  westward  to 
assail  him,  to  conquer  and  become  your  western 
ancestry,  passed  over  our  prostrate  bodies. 

"  Every  other  people  has  its  glories,  we  have  Done 
since  the  days  of  Nineveh  and  of  Babylon.  The  Solh, 
the  Goth,  the  Teuton,  the  Hun,  the  Scandinavian,  the 
Mogul,  the  Tartar — in  short,  all  the  countless  tribes 
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it  sprang  hideous  from  the  Ourals — ^blood-thirsty 
>m  the  Tartar  highlands — or  fierce  and  beautiful  and 
thless  from  the  Caucasus,  all  had  for  their  mis- 
»n  to  tyrannise  and  inflict  as  the  human  stream  swept 
;  it  was  our's  to  be  resigned  and  suffer.  Not  to 
ffer  and  perish,  but  to  endure  and  Uve;  for,  from  the 
ack  Sea  to  the  Baltic — from  the  Bohemian  hills  to 
e  Ouralian  mountains — ^through  centuries  and  centu- 
is  has  our  doomed  people  multiplied ;  and  conquer- 
J  hordes  have  ruled  to  uphold  the  curse,  'till  time 
d  softened  by  blending  them  with  us,  and  then  a 
jsh  and  fiercer  migration  has  invaded  us,  like  the 
jsh  lash  which  the  executioner  attaches,  when, 
;er  a  few  strokes,  he  feels  the  blood-soaked  knout- 
Qgue  growing  soft. 

"When  the  great  storm  had  ceased  that  rocked 
e  world  whilst  the  Roman  empire  was  crum- 
ng — when  all  the  hirnian  avalanches  that  were  scat- 
red  by  the  tempest  had  fallen — other  nations  found 
pose,  not  ours.  Poland  was  overrun  by  a  Sarmatian 
irrior  tribe :  the  children  of  these  Sarmatians — the 
lUsh  nobles — were  free ;  but  what  were  the  people  ? 
3w  that  time  has  fused  them  into  one,  the  spell 
>rks  on  again.  Our  ruler  makes  us  Muscovites 
ly  in  Warsaw  the  part  of  the  knife-grinder  when 
whets  his  knife  ;  just  as  ages  back  the  children  of 
e  Sarmatian  led  the  Sdavonians  of  Poland  to  deso- 
;e  Sclavonian  Muscovy. 

"Where  are  our  Servian,  Bulgarian,  and  Bohe- 
ian  brethren  ?  As  for  ourselves  in  Muscovy,  first 
e  Norman  sea-kings  subdued  us,  then  the  Mogul 
id  Tartar,  then  the  spirit  of  the  German.  You  see 
>w  it  now  bends  the  science  and  civilization  of  the 
iild  I — gathering  its  sacred  fire  to  weld  our  fetters. 
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and  to  reproduce  again  a  mighty  and  benumbing 
despotism : — the  image  of  that  old  Assyrian  empire 
which  was  our  fathers'  crime — for  which  we  suffer. 

"  Who  are  those  who  govern  us  ? — ^Who  are  our 
Lords  ? — ^There  is  ever  some  tinge  of  foreign  blood 
about  them: — ^but  as  for  our  pure  race,  the  Al- 
mighty's curse  still  rests  upon  it !  All  this  the 
slave  knows  not,  and  yet  he  is  resigned.  Travel  and 
deep  research  through  ancient  lore  have  taught  it 
me  ....  And  I  rebelled  against  the  unwelcome  Ught! 
I  would  not  bear  my  burthen  ! — I  would  not  take  up 
my  cross.  I  would  be  as  other  men,  not  born  ^ith 
the  ban  of  the  Eternal  on  them,  and  so  his  punish- 
ment has  fallen  upon  me.  I  would  not  bend,  and  I 
am  crushed !" 

"  Come,  come  !"  said  Nadeshta  ;  "  calm  yourscK 
my  brother :  this  is  madness.  Do  not  believe  that 
God  can  pimish  the  innocent  for  the  guilty." 

"  Alas  !"  said  Mattheus,  "  I  feel  around  me  now 
His  malediction  on  my  people !" 

"  Do  not  give  way  to  this  dark  fatalism,"  said  the 
Count,  "  or  you  will  do  nothing." 

"  What  can  we  do,  but  pray  that  it  be  removed  f 
replied  Mattheus  ;  "  and  yet  what  is  the  prayer  of  one 
amongst  so  many  millions?  Still  it  has  weighed 
upon  them  long  enough — three  thousand  years !" 

"  In  one  thing  I  understand  you  now,  my  brother," 
said  Nadeshta,  "  1  too  have  but  a  single  hope : — a  hope, 
my  Horace,  which  it  depends  on  you  to  realize— the 
hope  that,  yielding  to  an  inevitable  fate,  he  who  his 
infused  so  much  that  was  sweet  into  the  bitterness  of 
servitude  will  mourn  me,  as  I  wish  that  he  should 
moiim — avenge  me,  as  I  wish  he  would  avenge  me-- 
devoting  to  my  memory,  his  life — ^I  mean  preservingit 
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e  it,  together  with  his  rank,  his  fortune,  and  his 
»  in  every  dime,  on  every  stage,  incessantly 
I  with  ^hat  oppression  of  which  Nadeshta  was 
im. 

possible  !"  replied  Horace  ;  "  I  have  not  that 
5  heroism  of  soul ;  and,  if  I  had — I  love : 
is  said.  If,  when  Isaakoff  returns,  he  will  not 
le,  then,  calling  the  benediction  of  Heaven 
y  arm,  I  stretch  him  dead  at  my  feet ;  and  if 

too,  at  least  with  him  dies  his  personal  ani- 
:o  you  both  1" 

!  never — never  !"  said  Nadeshta.  "  I  would 
warn  him.  His  hueless  cheek  reflects  his 
leart ;  and  he  will  so  escape  the  doom,  and 
penalty." 

k  !"  said  Horace,  "  a  thought  strikes  me : 
I  were  to  use  my  prayers — my  entreaties — 
ence,  with  the  Grand  Duke's  wife,  to  appeal 
gratitude  she  has  expressed : — what  if  she 
merest  the  Grand  Duke  Constantine  ?" 

gratitude  of  a  Princess  !"  said  Mattheus. 
!  sav  not  so  of  this  one  !"  exclaimed  Nadesh- 
ina  Obrasoif  knows  her :  she  is  gentle,  gene- 
nd  all-powerful  with  her  brutal  Lord." 
re  is  a  hope,  perhaps !"  said  Mattheus. 

go — go— go  ! — ^fly  to  the  Duchess,  my 
and  Heaven  speed  you !" 
'  replied  Horace  ;  "  that  would  ruin  all.  I 
)t  risk  leaving  you  if  it  were  needful,  and  it 
jss.  The  Prince  awaits  the  return  of  my 
5r,  my  English  groom.  You  know  him.  Mat- 
is  perfectly  trustworthy.  I  will  dispatch  him 
Johann  shall  accompany  him  to  the  city 
■e  his  pass :  let  us  call  him." 
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"  Bob  Bridle ! — ^my  fiiend !"  said  the  Count,  pris- 
ing his  hand  with  warmth,  *'  our  common  safetr 
depends  upon  you." 

"  Sir,"  said  Bob,   "  you  cannot  expect  anything 

uncommon  from  a  poor  groom/'  and  Bob,  loolang  ik 

his  hands,   thought  internally,   *'  I  wasn't  hired  to 

wait  at  table,  nor  to  shake  hands  with.    If  I  hid 

[^  been,  Fd  have  put  on  Berlin  gloves." 

"  Our  safety  depends  upon  your  mission : — ^I  want 
M  you  to  start  for  St.  Petersburg  this  night" 

"  This  night !"  said  Bob,  "  and  Lucifer  just  off  a 
six  hundred  mile  journey,  and  taken  a  bran  mash!" 

*'  I  do  not  mean  you  to  ride.     You  must  drive  as 
fast  as  six  post-horses  will  carry  you." 

"  Well,  Sir,  and  Lucifer  ? — We  might  in  England 
have  shut  him  in  a  van  ;  but  you  would  not,  surely, 
think  of  putting  him  into  a  sledge.     As  well  thiidc, 
Sir,  of  packing  up  a  tiger  in  a  dothes-basket." 
)  "  You  must  leave  Lucifer  till  your  return." 

|.  "  Leave  Lucifer !"  repeated  Bob,  whose  coimtenanoe 

fell,   '*  leave  Lucifer  among  all  these  Rooshian  sa* 
vidges?" 

"  I  will  attend  to  him  myself." 
"  That  won't  be  better,"  said  Bob. 
.^  ''  Look  you.  Bob,"  and  here  the  Count  detaQed  the 

I  particulars   which  it  was  necessary  that  he  should 

'  know;  terminating  his  instructions  by  an  appeal  to 

his   feelings  in  behalf  of  the  daughter  of  his  old 
master. 

Bob's  countenance  remained  unmoved ;  but  not  his 
determination,  for  he  said : 
"When  shall  I  start?" 
"  At  once." 
An  hour  sufficed  to  get  Johann  ready  to  aooom- 
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ly  him  to  the  city,  and  for  Horace  to  prepare  his 
ers  and  his  instructions, 
rhe  kibitka  was  at  the  door. 
*  Above  all,  you  will  personally  see  the  Duchess, 
y  any  eflfort  you  can  do  so." 
'She   is   the  wife  of  that  spicy  Grand-Duke,  is 
Sir?" 

She  is.  Bob." 

I  hope  she  ain't  as  wiolent,''  said  Bob  ;  '^  it's 
ward  with  a  woman." 
Oh !  no,  she  is  an  angel  of  gentleness." 
They  all  call  theirsdves  so,"  remarked  Bob. 
You  will  see  her  yourself,  Bob." 
You   will  see  the  chill  taken  off  that  horse's 
sr,  Sir?" 

/  will  watch   over  your  beautiful  horse,"  said 
[eshta. 

Thank  you.  Miss,"  replied  Bob. 

And  now,  God  bless  and  prosper  you  !"  said  the 

int.     "  If  you  succeed,  my  boy,  I  need  not  say — 

't  tarry  on  your  homeward  road :  for  remember 

will  bear  with  you  the  fate  of  four  individuals." 

Besides  that,  no  one  can  rub  down  Lucifer  till  I 

back  again,"  said  Bob ;   and  with  a  shout  of 

idi  I  padi  /"   the  coachman  started   his   horses. 

Bob  Bridle  started  on  his  career  as  a  diploma^ 
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CHAPTER  XV. 

"  That  is  right,"  said  the  Lieutenant  Alexius,  sur- 
veying Bob  Bridle  from  top  to  toe. 

Bob  Bridle  was  habited  in  a  neat  suit  of  blade ; 
but  he  looked  ill  at  ease  and  disconcerted,  because 
for  the  first  time  in  his  life  he  had  donned  a  pair  of 
trousers  ;  it  was  a  sacrifice  he  had  made  to  the  great- 
ness of  the  occasion,  when  he  was  informed  thai 
llF  there  would  be  no  possibility  of  introducing  him  intc 

the  presence  of  the  Duchess  whilst  retaining  any  por- 
1i  tion  of  his  menial  attire. 

hi  "  Now   step  into  the  carriage,  and  seat   yourset 

%  beside  me ;  drive  on,  coachman.    It  is  your  master*! 

^  request  so  urgently   expressed,"  continued  Alexius 

]|i  ''  that  you  should  personally  see  the  Grand  Duke'i 

y  wife,  that  I  have  endeavour^  to  accede  to  his  wishes 

fi  although  just  now  it  is  a  matter  both  difficult  anc 

dangerous.   The  Grand  Duke's  people  watch  narraid] 
all  who  come   to  ask  favours  of  his  Duchess ;  tbi 
1 1  moment  is  unfortunately  chosen  both  to  obtain  speed 

of  her,  and  I  fear  unpropitiously  as  r^ards  her  poura 
to  serve  the  Count. 

*'  I  must  however  warn  you,  that  if  you  should  h 
stopped  and  brought  before  Constantine  Pabbvitdi 
your  only  chance  will  be  to  assume  in  your  characta 
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glishman  boldness  and  frankness  in  your  speech. 

a  rude  giant,  with  shaggy  brows,  and  tempes- 

speech :  his  anger  will  make  a  bold  man  quail, 

^'et  your  safety  will  lie  in  concealing  your  agi- 

know  the  Grand  Duke,"  replied  Bob,  "and 
h  he  is  ginger-like,  and  as  broad  in  the  chest 
Irayman,  and  as  tall  on  his  pins  as  a  French 
[    don't  much  mind  him.    In  partikilar  as  the 
is  five  to  three  I  don't  see  him  at  all ;  but  his 
Sir,  is  she  like  him  ?" 
)h  the  verj'  reverse  and  antipodes." 
rhe  reverse  and  contrairy  is  she.  Sir ;  well  that  is 
^ht  and  tight.  I  do  prefer  a  little  woman  with 
d  temper  to  have  dealings  with." 
)o  you  ?"  laughed  Alexius,  "  well  that  is  against 
lie,  little  men  are  said  generally  to  admire  tall 
jn,  just  as  little  women  secure  the.  preference  of 
len." 

'.  don't  know  nothing  of  the  preference  of  life- 
Ismew,"  observed  Bob  dwelling  rather  scornfully 
e  last  words  so  as  to  convert  the  noun  into  an 
3t,  "  but  I  ask  you.  Sir,  if  that  had  been  the 
of  my  father  and  grandfather  whether  I  mightn't 
been  at  this  time  being,  as  heavy  as  the  Grand 

hisself  ?     It  was  not  the  taste  of  any  of  the 
BS   or   the   Horseflys  either  that  I  knows   on, 
fh  the  former  was  given  to  books  and  the  latter 
g's  nose." 
)h  a  family  prediliction  for  exiguity  of  stature  ?'* 

call  it,  Sir,  a  family  maxum, — little  and  good, 
and  sweet, — was  the  maxum  as  directed  the 
8  of  the  women,  whilst  that  of  the  men  when 
looked  about  for  a  wife  was  among  many  evils 
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to  choose  the  littlest,  which  they  did,  Sir,  by  alhwi 
u-niting  theirselves  to  the  smallest  females  as  smtoi 
em. 

''  When  I  said  that  the  Duchess  was  oactly  the 
reverse  of  her  husband,  I  only  meant  in  temper :  she 
is  mildness,  and  kindness,  and  gentleness  personified." 

"That  is  satisfactory,"  replied  Bob ;  "a  woman— to 
say  nothing  of  a  lady — is  awkward  if  she  be  the  con- 
trairy,  and  have  turned  her  temper  out  to  grass.  As  to 
the  Grand  Duke,  though  IVe  known  him  try  on  two 
of  the  wickedest  tricks  as  a  vicious  individual  could 
be  guilty  on  in  one  morning,  still  I  will  numage  to 
play  my  cards  with  him." 

"  Why,  what  have  you  ever  seen  the  Grand  Duke 
do?" 

"  Behave  his  self  like  a  savidge,  though  in  a  way 
perhaps  he  was  not  so  much  to  blame  for,  because  it  is 
the  custom  of  the  country.  One  thing  he  did  though 
which  oughtn't  to  be  the  custom  in  no  country,  and 
which  would  make  my  hair  stand  on  end  when  I 

think  of  it  if  I  hadn't  had  it  cut  so  ^ort  this  vctr 

• 

morning.  His  imperious  Eyeness  Sir,  turned  restive 
and  called  on  me  to  stop,  which — ^as  he  was  neither 
master,  nor  trainer,  nor  even  head  groom — I  declines 
following  his  advice,  in  particklar  as  I  was  mounted 
on  the  best  horse  in  our  stables — a  slapping  thorough 
bred  grey,  by  Swap  out  of  a  Whalebone  dam,  as 
sound  as  a  bell,  and  as  beautiful  as  paint — a  beast  as 
could  run  neck  and  neck  with  a  gale  of  wind,  with 
bottom  enough  to  tire  it  out  if  it  wom't  the  equinox, 
and  speed  enough  to  beat  it  by  a  distanoe — a  beast 
Sir,  as  knows  me,  better  than  I  knows  my  bihk; 
more  credit  to  the  horse  for  it  and  the  leas  to  me— -a 
beast  as  understands  what  I  say  to  him  better  thau 
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ilf  the  Rooshians — a  beast  as  will  whinny  an  answer 
fhta  I  speak  to  him,  fish  a  lump  of  sugar  out 
f  my  boozim,  and  let  me  put  his  hind  legs  into  my 
;reateoat  pockets  as  long  as  I  like  to  keep  'em  there — 
k  horse  as  will  go  over  a  wall  like  an  Irish  hunter,  or 
ake  a  double  rail  and  ditch,  at  a  long  leap,  Uke  a 
Ldcestershire  clipper,  and  withal  as  mild  as  a  lamb, 
soq)ting  that  he  can't  abide  trumpets  and  drums,  and 
toUiers  and  foreigners,  and  all  awkward  people  as 
nuts  to  meddle  with  him,  and  small  blame  to  him 
br  that,  if  any.  This  horse.  Sir,  which  the  Grand 
)uke  never  saw  his  like  before — when  the  poor 
oimal  gets  into  the  mud  instep  of  helping  him  out 
4iich  he  would  have  done  by  such  a  pretty  bit  of 
(tt^esh,  if  he  had  the  feelings  of  a  man  or  even  of 
FVenchman,  or  a  life-guardsman — instead  of  jumping 
F  to  lend  a  hand — he  begins  slashing  away  at  his 
nmches  with  a  great  carving  knife  of  a  sabre,  just  as 
/e  seen  the  keeper  of  an  ordinary,  or  the  master  of  a 
ok«shop  slice  at  a  round  of  beef !  There  is  the  mark 
I  Lucifer's  quarters  till  this  very  hour,  the  length  of 
lur  liand." 

"  Well  and  then  ?"  said  Alexius,  who  had  heard 
B  story  though  he  had  not  recognized  Bob  as  the 
TO  of  it,  "  then — he  suddenly  relented  ?" 

"  1  don't  know,"  replied  Bob,  "  I  saved  him  the 
ouble  at  any  rate,  and  I  should  have  crushed  the 
>ul  out  of  his  big  body  for  the  walley  of  a  shoe  nail, 
tough  I'm  glad  I  didn't,  for  as  he  i^  the  Emperor's 
rotheFy  it  would  been  disrespectful  to  do  so." 

"  And  then  when  you  had  un-horsed  him  in  one 
'  his  capricious  fits  of  generosity,  his  anger  changed 
kto  admiration  ?" 

"  He  did  grow  pleasant  like. .   It's  my  opinion  that 
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his  Eyeness  is  like  the  missus  of  the  *  Hough  a 
Horses;'  the  lightenin'  was  deliberate  and  the  5imi( 
mild  and  quiet  to  that  wdow,  'till  she  got  a  husba 
as  beat  her,  and  then  she  turned  as  civil  spoken  i 
agreeable  as  a  man-milliner/' 

"  Willj  but  did  he  not  insist  on  conferrii^  so 
favour  on  you  ?" 

**  That/'  smd  Bob,  "  was  the  slyest  and  in 
underhanded  part  of  the  business,  he  wanted  to  mi 
a  soldier  of  me/' 

"  Ht  wanted  you  to  enter  the  sanraoe  under 
especial  protection.  His  aide-de-camps  are  soldien 
am  a  soldier  myself!" 

'*  There  are  things,"  replied  Bob  with  sententi 
gravity^  "  we  ain't  help,  or  I  should  ride  a  stone 
two  lighter,  but  that  don't  make^m  desirdble.  '  Tk 
you  bU  the  same',  says  I  to  the  Duke,  but  sa\^  I 
myself,  I  wonder  where  you've  seen  the  green  in 
eye  f  I  have  travelled.  Sir,  and  seen  a  good  dei 
foreign  parts  and  have  heard  more.  In  England 
send  people  to  Botany  Bay  or  hang  'em  in  a  resp 
able  manner,  in  a  suit  of  blacky — like  this  one  wl 
I've  got  on, — ^with  a  night  cap  pulled  comfortably  c 
the  eyes  ;  but  foreigners  acts  different-  In  TWkey 
heard  say  they  spit  them,  and  m  Spain  they  roasts ' 
that  is  to  say,  when  they  catch  'em  reading  their  bil 
which  is  wicked,  cruel,  and  stupid,  because  if  t 
think  that  what  people  does  a  purpose  to  perweiH 
is  safe  to  send  em  to  hell  Barnes,  what  is  the  use 
wasting  their  faggots  ?  In  France  they  cut  off  het 
on  a  great  thing  like  an  ovei^grown  rat  trap,  AH 
which  is  bad  enough,  though  it  is  all  one  wbeii 
man  has  ov^ered  the  post ;  but  in  Rooshia — which 
w^orst  of  all — ^to  punish  a  man  they  makes  a  t&ld 
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of  him.  And  that  was  how  the  Grand  Duke  wanted 
to  gammon  me.  A  many  an  old  woman  I've  seen 
do  the  same  with  a  knife  in  her  hand,  when  she  'ticed 
a  chicken  to  cut  its  throat." 

At  length,  the  gardens  of  the  palace  of  Strelna 
appeared  in  view;  and  they  drew  up  opposite  to  a  petty 
traktirs — a  kind  of  low  tavern,  where,  under  pretext 
of  baiting  the  horses,  they  waited  till  the  Lieutenant 
was  joined  by  a  confederate,  with  whom  he  entered 
into  lengthened  converse. 

**  We  are  baffled  again,"  said  Alexius  at  length 
with  visible  disappointment ;  '^  the  Grand  Duke  does 
not  go  out  this  morning  excepting  to  the  riding 
school.  The  Duchess  had  sent  word  that  at  twelve 
she  ynH  walk  in  the  groimds  as  the  day  is  so  dry  and 
fine,  and  there  will  see  you ;  but  imluckily,  there  is 
no  means  of  getting  you  in  unnoticed ;  all  the  Grand 
Duke's  people  are  about,  and  he  himself  at  home  and 
stirring — ^it  is  impossible.  I  really  dare  not  venture 
to  present  you." 

''  Are  those  the  palace  grounds  skirting  the  road 
before  us  ?"  said  Bob. 

"  Those  are  the  grounds  where  she  must  be  walk- 
ing now." 

"  Look  you.  Sir,"  said  Bob,  "  if  the  lady  expects 
ine»  she  would  not  be  much  startled  if  I  were  to  walk 
up  to  her.  If  1  do  look  like  a  highwayman  on  a 
trip  to  Tyburn  in  this  here  suit  of  black,  I  may  be 
also  mistook  for  a  parson.  If  you  could  only  point 
out  near  abouts  where  I  should  fall  in  with  -  her,  I 
could  be  over  that  paling  in  the  twinkling  of  a  bed- 
post, you  know." 

"  If  you  will  only  risk  it,"  replied  Alexius.  "  The 
case  is  desperate : — if  we  miss  this  opportunity,  another 
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may  not  for  days  present  itself ;  and  your  master  wntcs 
me  that  time  presses.  This  person  wiH  perhaps  succeed 
in  announcing  you  to  the  Princess ;  and  at  all  events 
will  make  a  signal  to  inform  us  whether  she  be  actu- 
ally in  the  groimds.  If  under  these  circumstances 
you  will  venture,  say  so." 

''  There  is  no  question  of  risking,  when  one  ought 
I  must  obey  the  master  whose  bread  I  eat/'  said  Bob ; 
but  uppermost  in  his  mind  was  the  thought  of 
her  who  had  been  liis  young  mistress. 

The  Lieutenant's  confederate  departed  ;  and  they 
remained  beside  the  park  paling  waiting  for  the  signal 
for  Bob  to  dimb  over  it,  and  repair  to  the  spot  which 
had  been  pointed  out.     Both  were  silent. 

'^  I  hope  you  vnO.  succeed,"  said  Alexius  at  length. 
*^  Notwithstanding  the  sunshine,  there  is  a  somethmg 
lugubrious  in  the  scene  before  us — in  the  dry  frosty 
air,  the  snowless  ground,  the  ynnd  raising  up  those 
withered  leaves  in  eddies,  which  is  not  inspiriting— 
those  old  oaks,  bare  and  stripped  of  their  summer 
foliage,  look  like — " 

"  They  look  queer  sticks,  no  doubt/'  interrupted 
Bob  ;  ''  but  was  not  that  the  signal  ?" 

'*  Oh  yes,  if  that  be  our  friend  upon  the  road. 
Does  he  lift  off  his  cap  ?" 

«  Then  thank  yoii  kindly,  Sir,"  said  Bob.  "  You're 
done  a  good  act  this  day.  Tliough  the  start  k  a 
rum  one  as  leads  me  to  trespass  on  these  prraiiises 
for  the  sake  of  circumwenting  a  lady;  so  here 
goes  for  the  Princess ;"  and  Bob,  touchmg  his  hat 
respectfully,  vaulted  nimbly  over  the  paling. 

''To  the  right,"  soliloquised  Bob  ;  ''and  then  the 
alley  to  the  left.  Here  it  is ;  and  then  along  the  dump 
of  firs  and  evergreens  till  you  meet  a  bench  and  a 
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[Mith  to  the  left.  Here  it  is  too,  all  right  and  tight 
IS  a  trivet."  Here  he  heard  voices ;  and  he  felt 
for  the  first  time  a  little  trepidation  at  the  idea  of 
iddressing  the  great  lady.  '*  I  had  quite  as  lief 
□oeet  her  husband,"  said  Bob,  as  he  turned  the 
Domer,  and  his  wish  was  gratified;  for  he  stood 
hoe  to  face  with  the  terrible  Grand  Duke. 

**  If  this  isn't  a  regular  man-trap !"  ejaculated 
the  groom. 

The  Grand  Duke,  whose  temper  appeared,  as 
irritable  as  a  volcano  in  a  state  of  irruption,  was 
MXX)mpanied  by  Generals  Rhoda  and  Le  Gendre,  on 
whom  he  was  venting  his  ill-humour,  when  his  eye 
rested  on  Bob  Bridle. 

"Who  is  that  fellow?"  he  roared  out,  and  his 
two  satellites  instantly  seized  on  the  intruder. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  Bob,  "  I  did  not  mean  to 
run  away  with  either  yourselves  or  this  here  park 
BUid  groimds.     Don't  stifle  me!" 

"Who  are  you?  What  are  you?  Who  let 
you  in  here?"  reiterated  the  Duke. 

"The  park  paling,"  said  Bob,  "which  by  your 
Eyenesse's  leave,  wasn't  high  enough  to  keep  me 
out." 

"  Perhaps  a  conspirator,  your  Highness !"  said 
General  Le  Gendre. 

"  Well,"  said  the  Grand  Duke,  "  he  is  a  bold  rogue ; 
and  God  bless  me,  unhand  him ;  unhand  him ! — I 
have  defiled  yoiur  mothers  I — I  know  him  well.  This 
is  a  better  man  than  any  of  you— what  there  is  of 
him.  Which  of  you  wOl  try  me  with  the  lance  or 
sabre  ?  And  this  abortion  has  baffled  your  master ; 
but  what  is  he  doing  here  ?  How  didst  thou  get 
in  here?" 
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"  Over  the  fence  !"  replied  Bob,  who  had  doffed 
his  hat  and  was  pulling  his  fore  lock  with  respect 

"Well!"  said  the  Grand  Duke  benignantly,  "I 
took  you  at  first  sight  for  one  of  the  missionanes— 
one  of  the  rascals  who  want  to  introduce  Bible  and 
Temperance  societies  amongst  the  Ejnperor's  soldiers, 
to  divert  their  attention  from  their  duties ;  but  your 
coming  here,  though  I  owe  you  a  favour  or  so,  is 
irregular.     It  is  not  poformi- — I  don't  like  it." 

"  More  is  the  pity,"  replied  Bob,  "  that  it  isn't 
pleasant  to  your  Eyeness." 

"  Well,"  said  the  Duke,  "  by  the  Lord !  I  never  saw 
a  man  sit  more  firmly  in  his  saddle ;  but  you  want 
something  of  me,  I  suppose  ?  You  have  come  in  a 
bold  way  to  ask  it — a  way  I  wouldn't  advise  you  to 
try  again  ;  but  what  is  it  ? — let  us  hear." 

Bob  fumbled  with  his  hat,  kneading  the  rim  with 
his  fingers,  but  said  nothing. 

"  Speak  out,"  said  General  Le  Gendre ;  "  his  Impe- 
rial Highness  wishes  to  hear." 

"  Your  Eyeness  is  very  good,"  said  Bob. 

"Well,"  exclaimed  the  Grand  Duke,  who  was  losing 
patience,  "  speak  out — I  have  defiled  thy  mother  1 — 
what  is  it  ?  —  my  promise  is  given  —  don't  be 
bashfiil." 

"Don't  be  timid,"  said  General  Le  Gendre,  "bit 
speak  out.     His  Imperial  Highness  wiUs  you  shoukL** 

"Well  then,"  said  Bob,  "since  his  Imperious 
Eyeness  is  so  good,  if  I  was  sure  of  not  offending—' 

"  Gad's  blood  !"  thundered  the  Duke, '« speak  ou^ 
man  ;  don't  stay  mincing  your  words." 

"  I  should  like—" 

"  Go  on,"  said  General  Le  Gendre  with  a  nudge. 

"  Ask  what  you  like,"  said  the  Duke. 
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"  Speak    up,"    interrupted   Le  Gendre.     "  He  is 
VLLarmed,  your  Imperial  Highness — timid — bashful !" 
"  Come,  speak  up,  what  do  you  want  ?"  said  Con- 
stantine. 

"  Some  private  conversation  with  your  lady,"  re- 
plied Bob,  at  length,  with  resolute  modesty. 

The  two  Generals  looked  anxiously  at  the  Grand 
I>uke,  and  the  Grand  Duke  raised  his  shaggy  eye- 
blows  in  unspeakable  astonishment. 

"  What  does  the  fellow  want  ?  A  private  conversa* 
tion  with  my  wife — " 

**  If  you  would  be  so  good,"  replied  Bob  with  com- 
I>08ure. 

The  Grand  Duke  looked  in  amazement  at  his  fol- 
lowers, who  returned  a  look  of  unspeakable  horror  at 
toe  intruder's  incredible  audacity. 

"  Well,"  said  Constantine  at  length,  with  more  sur- 
prise than  anger,  '^  of  all  the  bold  rascals  that  ever  I 
met,  you  beat  them.  What  in  the  name  of  impudence, 
can  you  want  with  my  wife  ?" 

*^  I  want  to  speak  with  her,"  replied  Bob  with  sim- 
plicity. 

"  But  what  do  you  want  to  say  ?  People  only  go 
to  the  Duchess  to  get  at  me.  Here,  fool !  you 
are  at  the  fountain  head.  I  can  give  you  what  you 
want  at  once." 

"I  don't  wish  to  to/cc,"  replied  Bob,  and  very 
quickly  unfolding  the  emerald  bracelet  which  the 
Duchess  of  Lowicz  had  sent  to  Horace,  "your 
Duchess  has  lost  this,  I  wish  to  bring  it  back  to  her." 
"  Where  did  you  pick  that  bracelet  up  ?"  said  the 
Duke,  **  I  remember  well  having  seen  it  upon  her  arm. 
If  that  is  all  you  want  with  the  Duchess  give  it  to  me." 
"  By  your  leave,"  said  Bob,  "  I'd  rather  give  it  to 
the  right  owner." 
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'^  He  is  a  determined  rascal,"  said  the  Grand  Duke^ 
"  I  think  you  were  di^dined  to  serve." 

"  If  you  have  no  objection." 

"  I  wear  the  Emperor's  uniform  myself,"  observed 
Constantine. 

"And  I  have  livery  already,"  answered  Bob. 

"  By  the  way,"  said  the  Duke,  "  you  are  in  the 
service  of  that  French  Coimt ;  like  master  like  man. 
There  is  many  a  foreign  diplomatist  be-starred  and 
be-titled,  who  is  presented  to  the  Duchess,  who  has 
not  half  this  fellow's  value,  and  who  comes  the  proxy 
of  a  royal  master  not  worth  half  his  master.  I  wish 
I  had  a  hundred  thousand,  or  say  two  hundred  thou- 
sand like  him,  with  the  power  of  making  two  mto 
one.  Come,  come,  you  shall  go  stnught  to  the 
Duchess." 

They  turned  rapidly — ^for  Constantine  was  im- 
petuous in  everything — into  several  alleys  tiD  they 
perceived  two  female  figures  in  the  distance. 

"  Look,  there  she  is,"  said  the  Grand  Duke;  "now 
go  and  say  what  you  have  to  say ;  but  remember 
after  this  favour  I  grant  no  others,  so  it  is  no  use  to 
ask  any  of  her.  Come,  gentlemen,  to  the  riding- 
school,"  and  so  Bob  felt  himself  rudely  thrust  for- 
ward by  the  shoulders,  and  then  left  alone. 

When  he  saw  the  Princess  advancing,  he  fA 
unusally  nervous  and  embarrassed. 

"  It's  all  these  cursed  trousers  as  makes  me  ftd  so 
awkward,"  said  Bob  to  himself,  *'  though  I  dare  say  if 
I  was  to  complain,  people  would  tell  me  that  I  sbooU 
feel  more  so  without  'em." 
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CHAPTER  XVI, 

The  lady  accompanying  the  Duchess  was  no  other 
than  Anna  Obrasoff — pale,  thoughtful,  dad  in  the 
deepest  mourning. 

The  sorrowful,  yet  determined  gravity  of  her 
countenance,  showed  that  at  a  single  step  she  had 
crossed  the  chequered  interval  which  leads  insensibly 
from  youth's  sanguine  visions  to  the  dis-illusions  of 
maturer  years. 

Great  disappointment  and  cruel  usage,  though 
commonly  souring  the  temper  and  hardening  the 
heart  to  cynicism,  still  refine,  and  purify,  and  soften 
where  its  inherent  nobility  enables  it  to  resist  their 
action.  For  the  many  whom  misfortune  has  misan- 
thropically  inclined,  we  all  remember  a  few  whose 
sorrow-clmstened  spirit  breathes  in  their  words,  beams 
in  their  eyes,  and  so  pervades  their  actions  as  to  draw 
insensibly  the  sympathies  of  old  and  young,  inspiring 
an  indefinite  and  instinctive  confidence.  So  it  is  with 
Anna  Obrasoff ;  she  has  passed  simultaneously 
through  two  of  the  three  greatest  trials  which  can 
ever  mark  a  woman's  existence — the  loss  of  a  mother, 
and  the  sudden  undeception  which  had  dispelled  the 
dream  of  her  first  love.  And  yet,  there  she  stands 
with  heroic  self-control  and  a  sublimity  of  devotion, 
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pleading  eloquently  with  the  Duchess  for  her  eaily 
friend  and  recent  rival.  She  joins  her  suppficatioos 
to  the  homely  and  earnest  persuasions  of  Bob  Bridle, 
whose  hard  features  seem  for  the  first  time  maiked 
by  the  lines  of  anxious  thought. 

''  For  only  look  you,  kind  and  noble  lady "  said 
Bob,  ''  our  fellow  creatures,  mortal  man  or  female 
woman,  was  not  made  for  slavery ;  but  then,  though 
it  may  not  strike  a  body  when  they  sees  a  grot 
coarse  cart-horse,  with  ragged  fetlocks  and  a  sleepjf 
eye,  and  action  like  a  snail's,  a-toiling,  overloaded  m 
a  heavy  waggon  ;  although  I  say,  it  may  not  strike 
one,  shamefid  as  it  is  to  overwork  a  living  beast, 
which  our  bibles  says  it  is,  still  what  is  that  to  when 
we  see  a  young  blood-horse — a  high-bred,  nobk  fiDy 
— with  its  legs  like  a  light  deer's,  its  sleek  coat  like  the 
satin  of  your  doak,  and  its  quick  eyes  bright  as 
your'n,  with  straining  sinews,  and  with  bursting  rans, 
and  with  wrung  withers,  a-breaking  its  poor  heart  in 
a  vile  cart  ?  Lord  love  you.  Ma'am,  I  see  that  you 
shed  tears ;  what  wonder  ?  I  could  cry  myself,  and 
I  would  cry,  till  half  my  eyes  was  cried  away,  if  that 
would  mend  the  matter,  even  though  I  had  to  ride 
all  my  remaining  days  in  spectacles  ;  but  then  it 
wouldn't.  I  have  known  that  young  Miss  Blanche, 
God  bless  her  !  from  her  childhood  up'ards.  I  ha?e 
seen  her  tended  with  all  the  care  her  uncle's  ofia% 
and  the  love  of  servants  could  bestow ;  she  might 
have  eaten  gold  if  she  had  relished  it»  and  have  waUnd 
abroad  upon  a  carpet  of  fine  kerseymere.  I  han 
seen  her  good,  and  kind,  and  gentle,  grow  up  like  a 
playful  colt,  with  the  mde  world  bcdbre  her,  like  a 
meadow  in  the  sunshine,  when  the  May  is  apfloweriif 
in  the  hedges,  and  the  cowslips  in  the  grass.    And 
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:iow,  where  is  she,  and  what  is  she  ?  Her  husband, 
;oo,  I  ^ave  seen  him  month  after  month  as  a  guest  at 
my  master's  table ;  and  then  I  have  seen  him  treated, 
IS  we  do  not  even  treat  dogs  in  England,  barring  that 
scientific  gentlemen  gets  hold  on  'em.  Think  on 
liis,  noble  lady,  since  you  are  a  princess." 

"  As  for  your  former  mistress,"  said  the  Duchess, 
*  I  have  already  interested  myself  in  her  fate ;  but 
what  can  I  do  in  this  case?  It  is  horrible,  very 
lorrible ;  but  I  fear  the  utmost  I  can  do  will  scarce 
enable  me  to  save  even  her." 

"And  yet,"  replied  Bob,  "that  would  be  only 
lalf  to  do  a  job  as  won't  admit  of  splitting.  He  is 
ler  husband  now — they  are  man  and  wife — one 
leslL  You  will  say,  perhaps,  how  came  Miss  Blanche 
yo  marry  ?  But  it's  a  folly  which  all  respectable  people 
las  oonunitted  since  the  world  begun,  excepting 
\idam  and  Eve,  which  they  could  not  have  found  a 
idergyman.  Believe  me,  she  will  not  leave  him ;  she 
[las  too  much  game  and  blood  about  her,  that  young 
lady.  She  will  run  too  honest,  I  will  pound  it,  to  let 
beraelf  be  saved  alone.  You  cannot  therefore  punnde 
fen*  the  wife's  safety  without  the  husband's.  And  he,  do 
fim  think  that  he  can  be  so  cur-like,  so  rotten-hearted, 
18  to  leave  his  sister  behind  him  ?  Such  a  sister !" 

"  The  argument  of  the  fiuthful  servitor  is  full  of 
truth,  Janna,"  said  Anna  Obrasoff. 

**  Alas !  alas  !  dear  Anna,"  replied  the  Duchess,  in 
Russ ;  *'  woe  is  me  that  it  should  be  so — to  say  nothing 
of  my  debt  of  gratitude  to  the  Count — ^you  know 
how  deep  is  my  sympathy  with  these  miseries,  you 
know  how  irresistible  would  be  your  prayer.  But  then, 
my  Constantine  has  no  feeling  for  sudi  misfortune. 
Class  and  rank  are  things  inviolable  for  him;  the 
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Mave  must  remain  in  his  servitude  as  the  soldier 
the  ranks.  You  know  that  he  pretends  no  sjmpatW 
to  which  he  is  a  stranger.  Rude  as  he  seems — and 
perhaps  he  is — he  has  always  scorned  the  affectiti 
of  his  brothers,  Alexander  and  Nicoki,  to  be  1 
protectors  of  the  slave  against  his  Lord.  '  Whilst 
have  twenty  millions  of  slaves  in  the  domain  of  t 
own  famUy,  and  m(^in  to  keep  them  thus/  he  sa 
'  it  is  contemptible  in  an  Emperor  to  interfere  « 
petty  serf-holders.  If  these  Lords  are  not  submissi 
let  us  crush  them  without  such  a  pitiful  subterfii| 
How  then  can  I  ever  hope  to  interest  him  in  the  t 
of  these  poor  victims  ?" 

"  You  u>ill  befriend  us  ?"  said  Bob- 

**  Oh  !  if  1  only  could/*  replied  the  Duchess,  "1 
I  know  that  as  long  as  the  master  keeps  within 
limits   of  the  law,   his   Highness   will    not   med 
between  the  Baron  and  his  serf.** 

"  Oh  !  he  cannot  stu^ly  say  you  nay  to  any  tbinj 

The  Duchess  shook  her  head  moumfiiBy. 

"  What  a  brute  I"  thought  Bob ;  and  then,  a 
a  moment's  pause,  he  said  aloud,  with  more  emol 
than  he  had  yet  betrayed,  "  But  my  good^  my  blc! 
Lady  !  you  will  not  let  'em  all  go  to  the  wall  with 
a  trial  ?  You  are  soft-hearted,  but  do  not  let  us 
be  soft-headed*  Where  there  is  a  will  there  is  a  i? 
If  they  could  only  be  brought  to  St.  Petersbuig 
they  could  be  only  got  out  of  the  clutch^  of  t 
white-livered  .  .  .  ,  Rooshian  Prince/' 

"  He  is  right,**  said  Anna ;  "  if  we  could  at  k 
gam  time* ' 

*'  There  are  those  gentlemen  with  cocked  hats  i 
cocktail  feathers,"  suggested  Bob.  "  who  sit  so  9 
on  their  kibitka's  without  springs^  and  who  whisk 
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the  first  Lords  in  the  land  they  say,  which  no  one 
knows  where  they  comes  from  or  where  they  goes  to 
— as  no  wonder  they  shouldn't,  since  they  never  asks 
— there  are  plenty  of  those  gentlemen  about  St.  Pe- 
tersburg." 

"  He  means  the  feldjagers  of  the  Emperor,"  said 
Anna ;  "  and  in  truth  if,  imder  any  pretext,  the  Grand 
Duke  could  be  induced  to  have  them  all  conveyed  to 
St.  Petersburg,  no  one — ^not  of  the  highest  rank 
of  the  empire — blares  resist  or  question  such  an  order, 
or  comment  on  it.  He  is  quite  right ;  who,  high  or 
low,  dares  ask  who  is  the  prisoner  seated  next  to  the 
fddjager,  what  is  his  transgression,  and  whence  he 
comes,  or  whither  he  is  going  ?" 

"  That  is  true,"  replied  the  Duchess ;  "  but  in  St. 
Petersburg  it  would  be  but  the  reprieve  of  a  few 
weeks.  Alas  !"  she  continued  in  Russ  to  Anna,  "  I 
have  no  power,  since  my  Constantine  has  formally 
abandoned  all  his  claims  to  the  throne  at  my  per- 
suasion, no  prayer  of  mine  is  listened  to  now  that  I 
un  no  longer  needed." 

The  Princess  spoke  truly  ;  but  she  did  not,  till  thi? 
death  of  Constantine,  learn  that  the  Emperor's  seeming 
indifference  was  in  reality  an  implacable  aversion. 
He,  the  autocrat,  the  omnipotent,  could  not  forgive 
that  he  owed  his  throne  to  the  intercession  of  a  Pole 
ind  of  a  woman ;  he  could  not  forgive  that  the 
Russo- Greek  church,  with  all  its  pretensions  to  inmiu- 
;ability  —  not  only  in  the  dogmas  and  doctrines 
if  early  Christianity,  but  in  its  very  forms — 
(hould  on  account  of  this  woman  fov  the  first  time 
lave  sanctioned  a  divorce,  which  till  then  it  had  ever 
x>ndemned. 
Yet  so  it  had  been :  the  first  wife  of  Constantine,  a 
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Princess  of  Saxe-Coburg,  was  living  when  Constan- 
tine  married  Jane  Grudzinska;  but  their  oommoa 
husband  was  resolved  that  his  second  marriage  should 
be  quite  legitimate,  so  he  referred  the  questioti  to  the 
synod  of  the  Russian  Church. 

The  synod — made  acqiiainted  with  the  Emperor 
Alexander's  wish  that  his  brother's  marriage  should 
be  somehow  legitimatised  —  was  sorely  puzzled  It 
had  hitherto  rigorously  prohibited  and  sevardy  branded 
all  divorces,  under  any  pretext  whatever ;  but  what  is 
ever  an  article  of  faith  or  practice  with  the  sjnod 
of  the  Russian  Church  when  weighed  against  the 
wishes  of  a  Tsar?  It  complaisantly  declared  the 
second  marriage  to  be  valid  and  licit,  routing  out 
some  old  text  from  the  writings  of  Saint  Basil,  Arch- 
bishop of  Cappadocia  and  Pontus,  and  straining  it 
into  authority  as  vague  as  the  Sybilline  predictions. 

But  then,  Constantine  was  not  entirely  to  be 
trusted ;  he  might  in  some  fit  of  insanity,  at  some 
inopportune  moment,  have  changed  his  mind,  and 
the  Duchess  was  still  useful  to  soothe  him  into  reason; 
besides,  die  was  the  only  thing  on  earth  he  loved,  in 
his  savage  way;  and  to  offi^  her  insult  or  injury, 
would  have  been  like  meddling  with  the  cubs  of  a 
tigress,  the  most  certain  way  of  rousing  him  to  mad* 
ness.  But  when  the  husband  was  no  more,  then— 
if  the  reader  be  unacquainted  with  that  passage  of 
history,  he  may  glean  how  she  was  treated,  other 
from  the  trial  now  pending  before  the  Courts  of  Berfin, 
between  the  creditors  of  the  Grudzinsld  fiunily  and  the 
Emperor  Nicholas,  or  from  some  notions  from  the 
brief  mention  at  the  conclusion  of  these  vohunes.  We 
must  now  return  to  Bob  Bridle,  who  rqdied,  to  the 
Duchess,  after  some  cogitation : 
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*•  If  they,  was  once  in  Petersburg,  couldn't  one  have 
passports  for  'em  to  start  with ;  and  if  they  was  once 
out  of  the  country  could  they  be  brought  back  again?" 

"  What  would  be  easier  ?"  said  Anna,  eagerly.  "  It 
must  be  possible  to  get  them  foreign  passports ;  and 
once  beyond  the  frontier,  they  would  be  saved." 

**  It  could  be  done,  but  only  by  deceiving  him ; 
and  he  would  never  forgive  me,"  replied  the  Duchess. 

"  Heaven  will,"  said  Bob. 

**  Your  conscience  \rill  absolve  you  of  the  deceit," 
observed  Anna. 

"I  must  try  what  can  be  done,"  continued  the 
Duchess.  "  My  word  is  pledged  to  the  Coimt,  and  he 
calls  on  me  to  redeem  it  in  the  name  of  humanity. 
And  yet  if  I  succeed  in  this,  it  may  deprive  me  of  the 
means  of  serving  hundreds  and  hundreds.  I  am, 
you  know,  but  like  an  icicle,  which  without  inherent 
warmth,  refracts  the  sun's  ray." 

"  Or  which  reflects  the  gWe  of  a  destroying  comet, 
rendering  that  heat  beneficent,"  said  Anna  to  herself 

"  Or  cooling  down  hell-fire,"  thought  Bob,  "  and 
making  it  feel  comfortable." 

"  If  that  light,"  proceeded  the  Duchess,  "  be  with- 
drawn, all  power  ceases  for  me;  though,  after  all, perhaps 
it  may  be  wisdom  to  prefer  the  certain  and  immediate 
good  it  lies  within  our  power  to  do  the  few,  to  that 
which  is  uncertain  and  remote  towards  the  many ;  for 
after  all,  we  are  but  creatures  of  the  present.  In  sa^ 
erifidng  the  present  to  the  fixture.  I  might  die  within 
a  week,  a  day,  an  hour !" 

'*  Be  on  the  safe  side,  lady,"  said  Bob,  "  and  then 
how  shouldn't  you  live  with  so  many  to  heap  blessin's 
on  you  ?" 

Bob  Bridle  was  arranging  in  his  mind  certain 
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biblical  quotations,  which  he  thought  would  tdl  villi 
great  effect  in  persuading — the  fraud  of  Jacob,  whkh 
without  approving,  he  thought  might  be  cited  as  i 
precedent,  when,  as  he  was  about  to  argue  "  there  was 
a  question  not  of  chousing  one  of  one's  brethren  oot 
of  his  birthright,  but  of  restoring  three  of  them  to  it," 
he  was,  however,  prevented  by  the  Duchess,  who 
said  resolutely : — 

"Well  then,  be  it.  When  to  serve  these  poor 
victims  I  risk  that  influence  whidi  would  have 
shielded  so  many ; — I  must  not  think  on  his  wrath; 
— I  must  not  even  think  on  this  deceit : — I  will  only 
remember  thy  sacrifice,  my  gentle  Anna." 

Anna  heaved  a  deep  sigh,  and  Bob's  eyes  lit  up 
with  a  gleam  of  satisfaction.  Poor  Bob !  whilst 
pleading  so  earnestly  was,  perhaps,  not  proving  the 
least  abnegation  of  the  three ;  and  he  would  have 
sighed  too — if  he  had  ever  done  such  a  thing  in  his 
life — at  the  prospect  of  losing  his  grey,  and  of  being 
lefl  in  the  heart  of  Russia,  which  he  knew  would  be 
the  result  of  the  success  of  his  mission. 

"  As  for  the  foreign  wife  of  the  slave,  your  late 
mistress,  we  must  cause  instant  search  to  be  made, 
for  she  has  been  some  days  missing.  I  ¥^11  consult 
on  the  proper  steps  to  be  taken,  with  those  who  can 
advise.  I  will  watch  my  opportunity  with  the  Gnod- 
Duke ;  and  I  will  give  you  some  one  to  conduct  you 
where  you  must  wait,  and  be  prepared  to  start  at  a 
moment's  notice  for  Kalouga.  Is  there  anything  I 
can  do  for  such  a  trust-worthy,  and  courageous 
servitor  ?" 

'*  Nothing,"  replied  Bob,  *'  my  sweet  and  DoUe 
lady ;  but  to  succeed,  and  make  aU  atraigfat" 
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"  What  I"  said  the  Grand-Duke,  whose  brow  was 
>wering,  "  agam  ?" 

"  Oh !  this  time,  Constantine,  I  am  not  interfering 
nth  your  justice,"  replied  the  Princess ;  "  this  time 
'.  myself  demand  it." 

Constantine  raised  his  grizzled  eyebrows  in  as- 
onishment,  and  then  rubbing  his  hands  together  with 
k  savage  grin,  he  said  : — 

"  You  ? — ^Well — well ! — who  has  wronged  ? — who 
las  offended  ? — who  has  vexed  it  ? — ^They  shall  smart 
for  it :  I  have  defiled  their  mothers !" 

'*  Constantine,  as  I  have  been  not  offended,  but 
mgered,  I  wish  to  punish — when  I  please,  and  as  I 


"  Which  will  be  not  at  all ! — I  know  yoiur  soft 
beart,"  said  the  Grand-Duke;  ''but  they  shall  not 
escape  me." 

"  Then  I  will  tell  you  no  more,  Constantine. — So, 
you  refuse  my  request  ? — you  will  not  give  me  power 
to  do  as  I  think  fit  ?" 

"Well — well;  it  would  be  a  pity  they  should 
escape,  who  have  done  anything  to  rouse  the  indigna- 
tion of  my  soul — my  gentle  dove.  So  that  you  do 
not  ask  me  for  reprieves  and  pardons,  do  what  you  will : 
— at  least  whatever  I  can  do  for  you  ;  and  if  it  be  not 
more  you  know,  that  is  your  own  fault,  Janna. — You 
would  not  let  me  be  an  emperor — ^you  would  not  be 
an  empress !" 

Here  a  doud  crossed  the  Grand  Duke's  brow  again, 
and  his  eyes  shewing  the  red  veins  with  which  the 
whites  were  netted,  as  he  rolled  them,  seemed  to 
become  instantaneously  bloodshot  with  the  rising  gust 
of  passion. 

"  Oh !  it  is  so  little  that  I  ask,"  said  the  Duchess, 
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carrying  his  rough  hand  to  her  lips  :  "  I  only  wish  to 
frighten  some  one.  I  wish  a  wild  young  nobleman  to 
be  placed  for  a  week  under  the  strict  surveillance  (>f 
the  governor  of  the  province — kept  incommunicate— " 

"  Is  that  all ! — Let  it  be  a  twelvemonth  !" 

"  And  then — and  then  I  wish  a  request — an  order 
— to  be  forwarded  to  that  young  French  Count  to  re- 
turn to  St.  Petersburg,  and  for  three  of  the  other  slaves 
to  be  sent  me  here,  that  I  may  question  them." 

"  And  what  is  all  this  for  ?" 

"  That  is  my  secret,"  said  the  Duchess,  who  fell 
her  heart  dying  within  her,  as  she  made  an  effort  to 
smile  archly,  "  you  shall  know  all  by  and  by  whtu 
my  plot  is  matured." 

"  Some  folly!"  said  Constantme.  "  Well,  I  will  send 
Le  Gendre  to  Benkendorf  in  my  name  : — ^you  tell 
him  what  you  want." 
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CHAPTER  XVII. 

In  an  apartment  of  the  police  office  sits  an  offi- 
cial, in  whom  the  reader  might  have  recognized  the 
^hinovnik,  who  at  the  post-house  so  cruelly  maltreated 
lis  slave  the  ostler.  He  has  left  the  department  of  the 
minister  of  justice,  to  enter  the  secret  police,  into 
which  the  judicious  use  of  his  savings  has  obtained 
lim  admission,  and  his  quickness  procured  rapid 
XDmotion. 

In  an  adjoining  room  some  dozen  clerks,  over  whom 
le  presides,  are  looking  through  the  police  biography  of 
lifFerent  individuals,  for  in  the  secret  office  are  kept  the 
copies  of  annual  passports  which  every  one  not  enslaved 
>r  in  the  service  is  under  the  heaviest  penalties  obliged 
»  take  out — or  the  copies  of  the  imperial  commissions, 
md  to  each  of  these  are  attached  such  extracts  from 
ill  the  reports  of  the  innumerable  spies  as  may  con- 
tain any  mention  of  that  individual's  name,  besides  a 
full  aocoimt  of  all  his  transactions,  however  trifling, 
mth  any  of  the  departments  of  the  government. 

Thus,  many  an  unlucky  wight,  who  fancies  that 
bis  insignificance  has  shielded  him  from  all  notice,  has 
(relumes  and  volumes  of  manuscript  attached  to  his 
Dame ;  and  whenever  he  fiJls  under  the  displeasure  of 
the  secret  office,  he  is  startled  and  confounded  by  the 
ounuteness  with  which  the  most  trifling  drcumstan- 
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ces  are  recaUed  to  his  memory,  and  if  there  be  notUn 
wherewith  he  may  have  to  reproach  himself — he  dar 
not  hope  that  those  whose  knowledge  of  so  much 
his  past  life  is  more  accurate  than  that  which  his  o^ 
memory  furnishes  —  if  really  disinterested  in  tb 
judgment — ^will  doubt  the  truth  of  the  innumeral 
calumnies  which  are  sure  to  have  crept  into  th( 
voluminous  reports. 

The  secret  remarks  on  every  man,  therefore,  alwa 
afford  the  means  of  ruining  him,  by  judicious 
extracting  the  damning  passages ;  and  under  this  ha 
suspended  sword  lives  (with  half  a  score  exceptioi 
every  one  in  the  empire. 

In  the  complex  administration  of  this  Chini 
government,  those  who  spy  are  themselves  spied  upo 
and  those  who  make  the  dangerous  records,  at  whi 
thousands  of  pens  are  day  and  night  employed,  live 
the  consciousness  that  their  own  deeds  are  bei 
equally  recorded. 

If  indeed  malignity,  untruth,  or  misrepresentati 
were  not  inevitably  the  basis  of  this  espionage, 
effects  might  be  in  some  measure  salutary;  but  used 
it  is,  not  as  a  check  on  the  all-pervading  vice  and  c 
ruption,  but  to  place  every  man  hopelessly  in  I 
power  of  every  superior,  its  only  result  is  to  nu 
each  individual  bend  to  those  above  him  with  Ui 
submissiveness,  and  accept  with  passive  resignati 
the  most  unmerited  persecution  when  he  inci 
their  displeasure,  aware  that  it  is  always  in  their  pow 
if  irritated  by  resistance  to  give  a  colour  to  still  grea 
severity  than  that  from  which  he  suffers. 

Our  friend  Vasili  Petrovitch  was  ushered  into  ti 
apartment,  which  he  entered  with  many  bows. 

"  What  dost  thou  want  now,  Batudika  ?"  said  t 
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Chinovnik;  ''why  dost  thou  still  insist  on  seeing  me? 
Thou  hast  demanded  justice  and  obtained  it.  Our  Lord 
the  Emperor  is  prompt  in  his  decision :  the  agressors 
have  been  d^aded  to  the  ranks,  declared  incapable  of 
ever  rising ;  and  this  day  at  noon,  they  are  despatched 
to  the  army  of  the  Caucausus,  as  food  for  the  yatagans 
of  the  Tcherkesses." 

"  It  is  true,  your  excellency,"  replied  Vasili  humbly, 
*'  but  I  should  wish  to  take  home  my  Katinka." 

"  Don't  excellency  me,  I  am  only  colonel." 

**  But  you  soon  will  be  general." 

"  Hark  ye,  Vasili  Petrovitch  !  dost  thou  remember 
what  happened  when  thou  didst  last  demand  thy 
Uttlewife?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Vasili,  changing  firom  red  to  deadly 
white,  as  fear  and  jealousy  alternated  in  his  recollection. 
"  Yes,  his  excellency  the  general  was  very  hard  upon 
me ;  I  led  the  life  of  the  danmed  for  the  ensuing 
week,"  and  in  feet  his  wan  and  careworn  aspect  attested 
the  truth  of  his  assertion.  "  But  then  I  understood  his 
excellency  to  have  said  yesterday  that  her  examination 
was  over,  that  I  might  take  her  back  when  I  pleased, 
80  I  kept  her  from  plaguing  him." 

"  Vasili  Petrovitch,  I  think  thou  presumest ;  I  think 
that,  because  two  yoimg  men  of  the  first  families  in  the 
empire  have  been  ruined  and  degraded  through  thy 
instrumentality,  thou  fanciest  in  thy  folly  that  thou  art 
more  than  the  dust  which  those  who  wear  the  impe- 
rial button  shake  fi^m  their  feet.  Know  then,  that 
they  were  punished  for  outrageously  daring  to 
personate  the  servants  of  the  secret  office ;  but  thou  art 
already  noted  as  overweening  and  troublesome.  His 
excellency's  good  humour  saved  thee  once,  and,  though 
he  has  done  with  thy  Katinka  now,  that  is  only  as  for 
as  he  is  concerned.     I  wish  now  to  examine  her ;  the 
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examination  may  last  weeks,  or  months,  or  years; 
perhaps,  when  I  am  satisfied,  they  may  insist  on 
examining  her  in  some  inferior  department ;  I  can- 
not say,  thou  must  settle  it  with  them.  At  pre- 
sent ruin  hangs  over  thee ;  so  be  discreet,  humUe, 
and  submissive,  and  begone  vrithout  a  reply." 

At  this  moment  Katinka  with  her  French  bonnet 
and  doak  on,  entered  from  an  inner  room.  She  started 
on  seeing  Vasili,  but  instantly  recovering  her  compo- 
sure, vouchsafed  him  an  ind^erent  nod. 

"  Come,"  said  she  to  the  Chinovnik,  "  I  thought 
you  were  ready ;  and  I  want  the  lace  of  this  boot 
tucked  in." 

"Tuck  in  that  lace,"  said  the  official  to  Vasili 
Petrovitch  so  imperatively  that  the  old  man  knelt 
down  trembling  between  terror  and  jealousy. 

Katinka  unblushingly  held  out  her  little  foot,  shod 

in  a  grey  satin  boot ;  and  then  giving  her  Lord  an 

impudent   nod,   she   put   her   arm   in    the    Colood 

Samoilov's,  and  walked  out,  scarcely  suppressing  her 

laughter,  as  she  left  her  grey  bearded  husband  sdD 

upon  his  knees  unable   to   rise  from   the   emotion 

which  overpowered  him. 

***** 

In  another  chamber  of  this  same  building,  a  per- 
sonage of  very  much  higher  rank  than  the  Colonel 
Samoilov,  was  seated  at  a  table,  consulting  a  sort  of 
diary.  About  the  fourteenth  on  his  list,  he  called  for 
Dimitri  Gregorief  Dimitri,  the  valet  of  Isaakofl^ 
who  had  been  waiting  for  seven  weary  hours,  was 
ushered  in  by  an  officer  of  gendarmerie. 

But  the  humility  of  the  great  man  in  admitting  so 
humble  an  individual  to  his  presence  was  not  withoat 
sufficient  motive. 

"  You  have  a  letter  for  me  ?" 
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"  Here,  your  Exoeflency." 

His  Excellency  having  opened  the  letter  upon  his 
Cnee,  so  that  the  intervening  table  prevented  any  one 
Wt  himself  from  seeing  its  contents;  and  being 
satisfied  that  it  contained  fifteen  bank  notes  and  the 
lahres  of  another  fifteen  of  a  thousand  roubles  each, 
laid  to  Dimitri  at  length : 

^'  This  business  shall  be  managed  for  thy  master ; 
mt  to-day  it  is  impossible." 

"  If  I  dared  make  so  bold,  as  to  explain  to  your 
Excellency  the  humble  prayer  of  my  master,  it 
irgently  craves  that  you  would  take  immediate  steps 
or  the  protection  of  his  interests." 

"  Look  ye,"  replied  his  Excellency,  "  I  can  serve 
lim,  and  will  serve  him.  The  Grand  Duke  will 
"escind  his  Order  the  moment  one  can  reach  his  ear ; 
mt  that  is  impossible  either  to-day  or  to-night,  or 
ndeed  until  this  time  to-morrow,  then  it  shall  be 
lone.     You  have  my  promise  to  your  master,  now 

Dimitri,  who  dared  not  remonstrate  with  one  so 
ligh  in  the  secret  office,  and  sO  powerful,  felt  for 
I  moment  convinced  of  the  inutility  of  their  tardy 
nterference ;  but  then  he  bethought  him  that,  if 
ilow,  it  would  be  both  sure  and  effective ;  and  that, 
Nith  boldness,  intelligence,  and  money,  he  might 
^et  succeed  in  impeding  the  design  of  the  adverse 
Murty  tin  he  had  the  opportunity — ^which  the  delay  of 
i  single  day  would  offer  him — of  checkmating  it 
dtogether,  so  he  bowed  himself  out. 

"  Thirty  thousand  roubles — hum !"  said  the  police 
nandarin  to  himself  "  Now  I  remember  too,  this 
[saakoff  offered  me  a  hundred  thousand  to  ruin 
Bamberg.     But   then   Isaakoff  is   rich,    of  ancient 
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family;  he  has  not  served;  he  has  lived  abroai 
he  stinks  in  the  Imperial  nostrils.  Fifty  thousa] 
would  have  decided  me  from  any  other  man;  i 
though  Bamberg  is  useful,  I  do  not  like  him.  Y 
I  must  get  rid  of  Bamberg;  and  it  is  true  that 
can  do  it  safely  enough,  if  I  strike  Bamberg  & 
and  then  come  down  mercilessly  upon  I^ak( 
Yes,  it  is  a  combination  I  must  bear  in  mind,  a 
see  to." 


THE   WHITE   SLAVE.  215 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

Bob  Bridle  was  conducted  back  by  the  person 
bo  had  made  the  signal  from  the  park  gate,  and 
10,  as  the  Lieutenant  Alexius  explained  to  him, 
IS  to  lead  him  to  a  place  in  St.  Petersburg, 
lere  he  must  wait  prepared  to  start  at  any  hoiu* 
the  day  or  night;  and  then,  pressing  his  hand 
1  congratulating  him  on  the  success  of  his  mission, 
ich  he  considered  as  assured,  Alexius  took  his 
ve. 

Bob  Bridle's  guide  was  taciturn  and  uncommimi- 
ive.  Russians  are  proverbially  reserved;  but 
at  loquacity  would  not  have  b^n  tamed  in  the 
and  EKike's  household  ?  As  the  sledge  traversed 
)  city,  its  progress  was  arrested  by  a  motley 
>wd  hurrying  towards  one  of   the  many  market- 

*'  It  is  an  execution,"  said  his  companion.  "  Our 
dge  can  neither  proceed  nor  turn  back,  till  it  is 
3r ;  let  us  push  through  the  crowd  on  foot." 
*'  Come,"  replied  Bob ;  and,  as  they  walked 
ing,  a  kind  of  sleigh  passed  them  in  the  midst 
a  procession  of  the  civil  and  military  police. 
On  this  sleigh  were  seated  the  culprit  and  the 
ecutioner.     llie    culprit   was   a   grave  old  man; 
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his  cheeks  were  wan,  his  hairs  were  few  and  grey,  and 
his  ragged  beard  was  frosted  as  much  by  age  as  hy 
the  damp  that  condensed  upon  it  in  the  wintry  air. 
Bob  Bridle  thought  that  he  had  seen  his  &oe  before; 
and  so  he  had;  for  it  was  Ivan  Petrovitch,  the 
roskokiik  or  sectarian. 

The  executioner  was  a  man  of  middle  age  and 
robust  build,  whose  features  and  aspect  were  the  very 
tyipe  of  coarseness  and  brutality,  heightened  by  habi- 
tual intemperance  and  the  present  exdtemait  of 
liquor.  The  consciousness  of  filling  an  office  which 
men  regard  with  dread  and  horror,  had  added  to 
the  natural  ferocity  of  the  assassin;  for  it  is  fitHn 
such  a  class  of  criminals  that  he  is  commonly 
selected. 

The  handling  of  the  knout  demands  a  long  appren- 
ticeship, besides  a  natural  aptitude  of  nerve  and 
muscle.  The  chief  executioner,  always  himself  a 
criminal  condemned  to  the  punishment  whidi  he 
inflicts — the  only  capital  punishment  in  the  Rusaan 
empire — receives  a  free  pardon,  and  is  sent  home  at 
the  expiration  of  twelve  years,  during  which  he  is 
kept  in  durance  excepting  when  Ud  out  to  operate. 
In  his  cell  he  gives  instruction  to  his  pupils,  whom  it 
is  his  duty  to  instruct  in  the  horrible  art  of  torturing, 
which  he  has  derived  from  his  predecessor,  llicy 
practise  daily  upon  a  sort  of  lay  figure ;  and  he  shows 
them  exactly  where  and  how  to  deal  their  blows,  so  as 
only  to  cut  into  the  muscle  of  the  loins  when  it  is 
merely  a  civil  criminal,  a  murderer,  or  a  feloD ;  how 
to  inflict  immediate  death,  by  making  the  victim 
dislocate  his  own  neck ;  or  how  to  render  death  in- 
evitable in  a  day  or  two,  by  curling  the  lash  sdentifi- 
cally  round  the  body  to  make  it  cut  into  the  peritoneum, 
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a-  tear  the  intestines,  according  to  the  instructions  he 
eoeives.  The  accomplished  knout-master  can  hit 
jvery  time  within  a  space  the  size  of  a  crown-piece, 
iDd  he  can  smash  a  brick-bat  into  dust  at  a  single 
Jow  of  the  formidable  instrument  which  he  wields. 

When  he  has  served  his  time,  and  is  succeeded 
>y  a  pupil — a  vacancy  occurring  in  the  little  college 
>y  this  promotion, — a  recruit  is  sought  for  among  the 
>risoners  capitally  condemned ;  and  it  is  not  a  little 
o  the  credit  of  the  lower  order  of  Russians  that, 
^en  among  those  knout-threatened  and  Siberia^ 
loomed,  he  is  not  easy  to  be  found. 

This  sledge  pauses  before  every  kabak  or  spirit 
shop  ;  for,  according  to  an  old  custom,  the  executioner 
lias  a  right  to  demand  a  dram  of  vodka  at  every  one 
\}j  which  the  procession  passes.  This  day,  the  only 
iay  that  he  gets  abroad  from  his  prison,  and  that  he 
SDJoys  the  privilege  of  calling  everywhere  for  liquor, 
is  therefore  for  hun  a  day  of  merriment  and  rejoic- 
ing. He  leers  horribly,  and  utters  some  obscene  jest 
18  he  tosses  off  his  dram.  The  spirit-seller  crosses 
bimself,  and  breaks  the  glass  to  pieces  when  he  has 
emptied  it,  and  the  sleigh  drives  on  again. 

The  old  man,  sitting  erect  in  pious  abstraction,  is 
ilike  prepared  for  martyrdom,  and  even  now  doubtful  of 
its  crown,  when  he  thinks  on  Shadrach^  Meshech,  and 
^bedn^o,  delivered  from  the  furnace,  and  on  Daniel 
from  the  lion's  den.  His  voice,  enfeebled  by  suffer- 
ing, is  heard  exclaiming  as  they  move  along : 

"  *  They  cried  unto  thee,  and  were  delivered ;  they 
trusted  in  thee,  and  were  not  confounded. 

'^  *  I  win  declare  thy  name  xmto  my  brethren  ;  in 
the  midst  of  the  congregation  I  will  praise  thee. 

'' '  He  removeth  kings^  and  setteth  up  kings :  he 

VOL.  ui.  h 
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giveth  wisdom  to  the  wise,  and  knowledge  to  them 
that  know  understanding. 

"  '  Woe !  woe !  woe !  to  the  Niconite.  Woe  to 
his  cursed  children.  Woe  to  yoji,  deluded  brethren. 
Why  eat  ye  of  the  poison  into  which  the  fidse  priest 
Nicon  has  changed  the  bread  of  life?' " 

The  crowd  presses  dosdy  together ;  but  it  is  qiute 
silent,  except  where  here  and  there  a  new  comer  asks 
what  is  the  matter,  and  is  answered,  '^  that  it  is  the 
roskolnik  going  to  execution,  fer  having  spit  in  the 
face  of  the  Metropolitan  of  Nov(^orod  and  St. 
Petersburg."  But  the  multitude,  though,  with  t  few 
exceptions,  of  the  established  religion  of  the  emjure, 
lets  not  one  sign  of  satisfaction  escape,  nor  oae 
comment  pass  its  many  lips ;  and  as  the  old  iron- 
monger continues  to  heap  his  curses  upon  Niccm  (the 
patriarch  who  changed  the  old  version  of  the  Saip- 
tures  and  opened  the  way  to  innovation),  as  he  grows 
more  violent  in  his  dcnunciati(ms  and  reproaches,  a 
feeling  of  uneasiness  and  shame  seems  to  pervade 
them.  For  the  people  of  the  modem  Russo-Greek 
church  do  not  reciprocate  the  contempt  entertained 
for  them  by  the  Stare-^vertsi  or  men  of  the  old  faith, 
who,  since  the  great  roskol  or  ^t,  have  been  grow- 
ing more  austere  in  their  practices,  whilst  the  in^poial 
church  has  iuCTeased  its  ibrms  and  superstitions 
There  seems  to  be  a  misgiving  about  tihem  that  the 
Stare- vertsi  may  after  all  be  right. 

At  length  the  place  of  execution  qppeen  in  view. 
It  is  lined  by  the  military,  who  keep  bade  the  crowd 
The  military  governor  of  St.  ^Petersbuig  is  there, 
surrounded  by  his  staff.  Stars,  orders,  ti^  tassels, 
feathers  glitto-  and  wave  i^n  their  unifbrms. 

'''They  gather  themselves  together  against  the 
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soul  of  the  righteous,  and  condemn  the  innocent 
biood,' ''  said  the  old  fanatic ;  and  at  this  moment, 
just  as  Bob  Bridle's  eyes  are  attracted  by  a  wooden 
bar  stuck  at  right  angles  on  a  short  perpendicular 
post,  like  a  T,  with  two  iron  rings  affix^  to  each  of 
its  extremities,  the  crowd  closes  before  him. 

It  is  only  after  many  minutes,  and  a  great  deal  of 
labour,  that  the  groom  again  succeeds  in  obtaining  a 
view  of  what  is  passing. 

Ivan  Petrovitch  is  now  stripped  and  bound  down 
by  a  rope  passing  through  the  iron  rings  of  the 
kobilitza.  The  first  blows  of  the  knout  are  descend- 
ing, its  mighty  thong  widded  by  the  two  arms  of  the 
executioner,  who  steps  back  and  makes  a  bound  for- 
ward as  he  strikes,  adding  the  weight  of  his  body  to 
his  muscular  strength. 

Three  or  four  bbws,  given  with  hideous  precision 
on  the  same  spot,  bruise  and  macerate  the  flesh  to  the 
depth  of  a  couple  of  inches,  and  then  thus  loosened,  at 
the  next  the  tongue  of  the  knout  is  made  to  take  it  as 
it  were  by  suction,   and  to  tear  it  out  in  a  long 


The  executioner  pauses,  with  a  savage  grin  at  his 
dexterity,  and  his  victim  shrieks  out : 

*^  I  saw  her — oh  i  oh  1  I  saw  her — drunk  with  the 
blood  of  saints,  the  bkxxl  of  the  martyrs  of  Jesus ! 
Oh  I  oh ! — ^woe  !  woe  !  her  plagues  shall  come  in  one 
day.*' 

Here  the  bkiws  of  the  knout  dqnrved  him  ^ 
breath  and  utterance. 

"  Oh  i  oh !  death,  and  mourning,  and  fiunine ;  and 
she  shall  be  utteriy  burned  with  fire !  Woe  !  woe ! 
O  people  1  Woe  to  the  Nioonite ! — woe  to  the  Anti- 
christ r 
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The  crowd  shudder,  the  knout  descends  again,  and 
when  the  executioner  next  pauses  between  his  blows 
as  he  often  does  to  change  the  tongue  of  the  knout, 
or  dip  it  in  powdered  brimstone,  to  prevent  the  blood 
from  softiening  it,  when  he  wishes  it  to  be  hard- 
nothing  is  heard  but  the  low  moaning  of  the  victim. 
At  lei^h  he  is  detached,  insensible,  from  the  KoU- 
litza  —  his  forehead  marked  with  the  hot  iron, 
and  being  thrown  upon  the  sleigh — some  mats  are 
heaped  upon  him,  the  sleigh  drives  away,  and  as  usual 
the  bystanders  shower  upon  the  rude  covering  the 
copper  pieces  which  are  to  purchase  the  culprit  some 
indulgence  from  his  jailors,  or  on  his  dreary  pilgrimage 
towards  Siberia,  if  he  recovers  to  imdertake  it. 

These  are  usually  disposed  of  by  anticipation  to  the 
knout-master,  to  bribe  him  to  be  merdfril — ^but  this 
time  neither  has  the  old  ironmong^  made  the 
customary  compromise  with  him,  nor  would  his 
orders  have  allowed  the  executioner  to  engage  in 
it. 

When  the  vehicle  draws  toward  the  gate  of  the 
prison,  he  puts  his  hand  under  the  mat ;  he  knows 
that  his  mangled  victim  will  not  recover — ^but  he 
may  linger — no ! — the  kopek  pieces  are  all  his  own 
— the  old  sectarian  has  been  dead  many  minutes. 
The  frost  has  seized  his  extremities  already,  and  they 
are  cold  and  hard  as  stone. 

Ivan  Petrovitch  when  brought  before  his  judges, 
had  persisted  in  his  denunciations.  In  his  wild  enthu- 
siasm he  had  declared  that  all  his  sect  were  ready  to 
repeat  the  outrage  of  which  he  had  been  guilty,  on  the 
person  of  the  Metropolitan.  He  was  capitally  con- 
demned. The  Metropolitan  interceded  for  his  pardon 
with  the  Emperor — the  Emperor  was  inexorable — the 
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)relate  suggested  his  confinement  as  a  lunatic,  but  he 
vas  sternly  told  to  mind  his  own  concerns.  He  desisted. 
Perhaps  he  remembered  that  the  humble  and  learned 
%ilaretes,  the  Metropolitan  of  Moscow,  had  been 
inubbed  in  his  own  Cathedral,  even  by  Alexander,  for 
he  freedom  of  a  sermon — perhaps  the  manner  of  the 
"efusal  recalled  a  truth  he  was  forgetting,  that 
16  was  only  in  reality  a  subordinate  in  that  hierarchy, 
)f  which  the  Emperor  was  the  hereditary  chief  maister ; 
md  hence,  as  the  most  deeply  interested  party,  the 
nost  fitting  judge  of  what  should  be  done  to  uphold 
ts  dignity. 

Bob  Bridle,  full  of  horror  and  disgust,  now  followed 
lis  companion,  who  installed  him  in  a  room  in  a  Track- 
irtchiks,  close  to  the  market-place. 

He  was  still  musing  over  the  scene  he  had  witness- 
d,  when  he  was  suddenly  accosted  by  a  familiar 
oice.  He  started — it  was  Dimitri's ! 

The  sudden  appearance  of  Dimitri,  whom  Bob  had 
jft  at  Moscow  with  the  Prince  Isaakoff,  in  whose  con- 
dence  he  was  daily  gaining  groimd,  struck  him  as 
oding  no  good ;  for  his  natural  shrewdness  told  him 
lie  improbability  of  his  having  casually  found  him 
rithin  so  short  of  space  of  time  in  a  vast  and  crowded 
ity. 

"  How  very  odd ! — ^Bob  Bobovitch — I  beg  your 
ardon,  you  do  not  like  the  name — how  very  odd  that 
re  should  meet,''  said  Dimitri,  advancing  to  embrace 
im,  an  attempt  which  Bob  repulsed,  by  holding  out 
is  hand  with  dignity,  and  offering  him  three  fingers 
s  he  remembered  to  have  seen  Mr.  Mortimer  do. 

**  Not  so  very  odd  that  people  should  meet  when 
iiey  both  walks  into  the  same  room." 

**  You  do  not  mean  to  say  that  you  are  here  ?" 
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"  No,"  replied  Bob,  "  you  see  I'm  over  the  way." 
Dimitri,  who  knew  of  old  the  impracticability  of 
Bob,  soon  ceased  to  question  him  when  he  found  him 
incommunicative :  but  he  proposed  that  they  should 
discuss  a  bottle  of  wine  to  their  happy  meeting  and 
old  friendship/' 

"  The  meeting  is  so  happy,"  muttered  Bob,  ''  thit 
I'd  as  soon  have  put  a  limb  out  of  joint ;  and  the 
friendship  so  old  that  I  don't  remember  it " — but  as 
his  present  duty  was  to  wait  where  he  was,  it  struck 
him  that  by  drinking  with  Dimitri,  he  would  at  least 
so  long  keep  him  under  his  own  eye,  and  away  from 
perpetrating  mischie£ 

He  therefore  not  only  accepted  his  offer,  but  aware 
from  his  experience  that  he  could  very  easily  "  sew  up" 
his  companion,  without  being  himself  in  the  slightest 
d^ce  siffected — he  encouraged  him  to  drink.  But 
notwithstanding  all  his  efforts  to  appear  convivial, 
Dimitri  at  length  rose,  and  quitted  him  abruptly. 

As  Bob  attempted  to  detain  him,  he  felt  his  head 
reel  and  his  legs  so  unsteady,  that  he  was  obliged  to 
resume  his  seat.  A  strange  heaviness  weighed  on  his 
eyelids,  an  irresistable  somnolence  stole  over  hioL 

"  What !  whatl"  said  Bob  to  himself,  "  is  my  wits 
wool-gathering  with  that  thimble  fuU  ?  Have  I  come 
to  be  dm  . .  dm . .  dmnk,  which  a  Bridle  never  was 
before;  nor  a  Horseflys  either,  'oeptmg  with  do — 
do — dog's  nose.  ''Damn  that  Dimitri — which  I 
wouldn't  a  swore  if  he  hadn't  a  made  me  drunk — may 
the  devil  founder  him  if  he  has'nt  hocused  my  drink." 

The  groom  was  right :  Dimitri  had  ^ven  him  an 
opiate,  the  strength  of  which  would  utterly  have  disa- 
bled any  ordinary  individual  and  whichhad  oveqx>weRd 
even  his  iron  constitution.     Nevertheless^   its  effect 
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US  rather  on  his  body  than  on  his  brain ;  to  which 
is  wiry  nerves  did  not  give  easy  access.  His  reason 
'as  not  distorted,  although  he  felt  that  it  was  about 
)  sink  into  a  state  of  torpidity,  and  he  had  presence 
f  mind  enough  to  open  the  little  moveable  pane  in 
le  hermetically  closed  windows  of  the  apartment,  and 
>  wet  a  napkin,  and  wrap  it  about  his  head  before  be 

mk  to  sleep. 

*  *  «  #  # 

"  How  unfortunate  that  these  English  can  never  be 
rusted  where  liquor  is  in  the  way  !"  said  the  lieute- 
ant  Alexius.  "  But  he  wak^  at  last.  Come,  come." 

"Wo,  wo,  there  Lucy;  what  would  you?"  said 
lob,  still  dreaming,  "  what,  Lucifer,  would  you  hurt 
bem  as  rubs  you  down,  would  you  be  turned  out 
ke  an  imcombed  dirty  devil  of  a  Rooshian  ?" 

"  Come,  come,  rouse  yourself,  if  you  can ;  it  is  past 
even  o'clock." 

"Past  seven?"  said  Bob,  rubbing  his  eyes  and 
uunbling  for  the  key  of  the  stable,  "  I — I  have  over- 
lept  myself." 

When  Bob  was  thoroughly  awakened,  and  restored 
0  consciousness  the  Lieutenant  Alexius — Shaving 
ssured  himself  of  the  fact,  and  having  been  made 
oquainted  with  the  manner  of  his  inebriation — in- 
mned  him  that  he  must  start  directly. 

He  gave  into  his  hands  a  parcel  addressed  to  Count 
lorace,  containing  an  order  for  the  government  of 
[alouga  to  afford  the  Count  every  facility  in  prooeed- 
ig  to  St.  Petersburg  in  such  manner  as  he  should 
aink  fit,  taking  with  him  two  of  the  Prince  Isaakoff's 
laves,  without  allowing  them,  under  any  pretext 
rhatever,  to  be  impeded  or  delayed. 

The  dreaded  signature  of  the  Grand  Master  was 
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appended  to  this  order,  and  Bob  Bridle  was  further 
directed  to  convey  to  Count  Horace  by  word  of  moudi, 
the  plan  which  the  Princess  of  Lowicz  had  combined 
for  their  evasion  and  her  instructions  how  to  act. 

Without  confiding  in  any  one  agent,  she  had  cau- 
tiously taken  the  advice,  and  profited  by  the  expoi- 
ence  of  several  competent  persons,  who  were  aD 
separately  anxious  to  secure  her  good  graces,  by  the 
z^  with  which  they  served  her  in  a  matter  whidi 
appeared  without  difficulty  or  danger. 

Thus  to  General  Le  Gendre  who  was,  in  point  d 
fact  a  spy  of  Count  BenkendorTs  on  the  Grand  Duke 
whose  confidence  he  betrayed,  she  had  stated  her 
wish  to  interrogate  two  of  the  Prince  IsaakoflTs  slaves 
as  well  as  Count  Horace ;  but  so  that  they  should 
not  be  in  any  way  influenced  by  the  menaces  of  their 
master,  whilst  at  the  same  time  so  privately  that  it 
would  be  at  her  option  to  fiighten  instead  of  pun- 
ishing. 

The  General  who  had  received  the  Grand  Duke's 
order  to  attend  to  her  instructions,  declared  that 
nothing  could  be  easier.  The  benevolence  of  the 
Duchess  satisfied  him  that  she  would  be  guilty  of  do 
severity  which  would  ever  lead  to  discussion  in  hi^ier 
quarters ;  and  if  there  were  anything  in  this  mystery, 
— for  in  all  the  terrible  panoply  of  its  power  the  secret 
office  of  which  he  was  the  real  servitor,  starts  even  at 
shadows,  and  grows  pale  at  the  thought  of  any  secret 
undivined,  —  what  could  be  a  more  ready  means  of 
ascertaining  it  than  acceding  to  her  wish  ? 

When  the  Duchess  found  how  easily  her  demand 
would  be  complied  with,  she  fiirther  observed  that  being 
neither  sure  that  her  suspicions  were  justly  founded, 
nor  that  the  Prince  Isaakoff  would  attempt  to  prevat 
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departure  of  his  slaves,  nor  that  the  Count  would 
;e  fit  to  bring  them  to  St.  Petersburg,  it  was 
wish  that  the  whole  matter  shoiild  be  kept  as 
ate  as  possible.  With  the  tact  of  a  woman  anxi- 
to  carry  her  point,  she  so  introduced  the  name  of 
la  Obrasoff  as  to  lead  Lie  Gendre  to  believe,  that 
as  perhaps  after  all  a  mediation  in  some  lover's 
Tel,  and  he  therefore  suggested  placing  the 
iment  above  named,  at  the  disposal  of  her  protdg^, 
merely  despatching  a  courier  to  acquamt  the 
»Tior,  that  an  order  had  been  issued  from  the 
3t  office  which  he  was  to  attend  to  if  called  upon 
the  Count  de  Montressan,  so  to  do,  and  further 
-acting  his  Excellency  in  that  event  to  detain  the 
ce  Isaakoff  and  keep  him  inconununicate  till  he 
lid  hear  further. 

lie  Prince  Isaakoff  belonged  to  that  dass  marked 
by  the  personal  antipathy  of  the  Emperor,  the 
and  wealthy  nobility  of  the  empire  who  keep 
J  fi*om  court  and  office  as  far  as  circumstances 
allow.  The  desire  of  the  Grand  Duke  for  his 
jorary  detention,  conveyed  as  it  was  by  Le  Gendre 
secret  agent  of  the  secret  office,  who  would  have 
cted  in  it  anything  dangerous  or  important, — ^was 
rfore  a  request  too  trifling  to  demand  even  the 
ideration  of  the  Grand  Master,  who  at  once  acced- 
3  it. 

iter  thus  far  making  use  of  Le  Gendre,  through 
her  channel,— one  which  she  had  opened  to  effect 
sscape  of  Blanche  in  whose  fate  Madame  Obrasoff 
deeply  interested  her, — the  Duchess  had  provided 
heir  further  safety,  by  obtaining  passports  from 
in  for  three  of  her  foreign  servants, 
or  Blanche  this  was  no  longer  needed.     Many 

L  3 


226  THE   WHITE    SLAVE. 

days  since  Blanche  had  disappeared  from  the  place  of 
rel^ge  provided  for  her,  and  the  fruitless  inquiries  set 
on  foot  left  the  conviction  of  the  terrible  alteroadTe 
either  of  her  having  escaped  already  or  perished  ^nth 
her  child. 

All  that  remained  therefore  for  Horace  to  do  was 
to  proceed  with  Mattheus  and  Nadeshta  to  Kalouga,  to 
shew  the  document  enclosed  to  the  Governor,  and  to 
come  with  all  speed  to  St  Petersburg.  The  Prince 
on  taking  the  first  step  to  impede  or  pursue  them, 
the  moment  he  showed  himself,  would  be  detained. 

Before  entermg  the  capital  at  the  last  post  station, 
the  party  would  be  met  by  a  trusty  messenger  who 
would  deliver  to  them  the  foreign  passports,  and  then 
changing  their  route,  and  assuming  the  characters 
of  the  individuals  therein  mentioned,  they  had  onk 
to  pursue  their  journey  without  losing  a  minute  to  the 
frontier. 

When  Bob  Bridle  had  convinced  Alexius  how  weD 
he  understood  him  by  the  shrewd  questions  he  put, 
as  to  the  minutest  steps  to  be  Mowed  by  his  master 
in  all  sorts  of  hypothetical  cases,  the  Lieutenant  kd 
him  into  his  sledge,  and  with  a  hearty  shake  of  the 
hand  saw  him  start  upon  his  journey. 

The  po-darogne^  or  permission  to  obtain  post 
horses  was  an  extraordinary  one,  and  this  tog^her 
with  the  distinct  promise  of  a  very  hi^  na  chai^  or 
tea-money,  induced  the  driver  so  to  put  forth  the 
speed  of  his  six  horses  that  Bob  was  ¥^usked  aloDg 
at  a  rate  at  which  be  had  never  yet  travetted  off  an 
English  turnpike-road. 

Notwithstanding  some  occasional  misgivings,  he 
hardly  doubted  that  Blanche  had  succeeded  in  effisct- 
ing  her  escape,  and  the  exhilaration  of  F^Md  modoo, 
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the  lightness  of  the  air  and  the  success  of  his  mission 
Iiad  put  him  in  high  spirits,  when  as  he  stopped  at  a 
Tday  to  change  horses  a  kibitka  drove  up,  and  his 
quick  eye  recognized  Dimitri,  muffled  up  as  he 
was. 

Even  the  indignation  which  his  recent  treachery 
excited  in  Bob's  breast,  was  mingled  with  a  vague  feel- 
ing of  apprehension.  *  What  can  he  do  after  all  ?' 
said  the  groom  to  himself,  and  yet  he  proceeded 
thoughtfully  and  anxious  to  the  next  station. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

The  cold  Siberian  wind  which  has  traversed  thousands 
of  oiiles  of  frozen  deserts,  howls  savagely — the  snow 
covers  the  monotonous  level  of  the  landscs^,  onh' 
relieved  by  the  dark  pine  forests,  looking  black  by  ik 
contrast  with  its  whiteness.  It  creaks  under  foot 
with  the  intensity  of  the  frost,  where  the  passii^ 
sledges  have  flattened  it  upon  the  high-road;  and 
when  it  has  not  been  pressed  down,  it  lies  deep  and 
friable,  as  drifted  by  the  rude  blast  which  raises  it 
incessantly  in  eddies. 

In  this  inclement  weather,  amid  this  cheerless  scene 
of  desolation,  a  solitary  female  figure  toils  along.  OM, 
weary,  footsore  and  hungry — the  mother  with  her 
child  is  struggling  to  make  way  before  the  night  dmii 
overtake  them. 

Clad  in  an  old  sheepskin,  her  head  enveloped  ^th 
cloths,  and  her  feet  in  those  ungainly  boots  of  felt, 
which  alone  keep  out  the  snow — ^who  would  recognise 
the  high-bred  Blanche  ?  Yet  it  is  she  who  presses  her 
infant  closer  to  her  bosom,  as  the  unpitying  wind 
blows  into  her  face  the  sharp  crystals  cf  the  snow, 
which  glitter  in  the  dying  light  of  the  red  dedimpg 
sun.  It  is  Blanche  who  welcomes  the  slight  flush  i 
fever  which  over-exertion  has  produced,  because  it 
enables  her  to  impart  warmth  to  her  babe. 
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Ever  since  the  mysterious  friends  of  Blanche  had 
proposed  that  she  should  profit  by  the  departure  of  a 
traveller,  who  was  willing  to  take  charge  of  her,  (and 
who  was  no  other  than  Lesseps)  on  condition  of  leaving 
her  child  behind  her,  an  indefinable  dread  had  haunted 
her  of  being  separated  from  it. 

When  she  found  that  her  fortune  was  lost  through 
the  dishonesty  of  Vasili  Petrovitch,  and  when  she  had 
been  alarmed  by  her  contest  with  the  mad  wife  of  the 
conspirator,  her  intellect,  weakened  by  her  recent 
illness,  rendered  her  distrustful  of  all  who  sought  to 
serve  her  ;  and  then,  yielding  to  all  the  feminine  im- 
pulses of  her  gentle  heart  which  suflFering  had  not 
impaired,  she  snatched  up  her  first-bom,  and — regard- 
less of  her  weakness,  of  the  cold,  and  of  the  distance  ; 
— ^unheeding  the  dangers  and  difficulties  of  her  enter- 
prise ;  alone,  poor,  and  on  foot,  she  set  forth  upon  a 
journey  of  six  hundred  miles,  to  seek  out  and  com- 
fort the  fether  of  her  child. 

She  had  been  robbed  on  the  very  outset — and  per- 
haps, but  for  this  incident,  would  hardly  have  been 
allowed  to  proceed  so  far ;  for  thus  deprived  of  the 
dothing,  which  marked  her  superiority  of  station,  she 
both  attracted  less  notice,  and  more  readily  excited  the 
sympathy  of  the  peasantry,  whose  charity  supplied  her 
with  the  rude  garments  in  which  she  appears  upon 
this  scene. 

The  Russian  Moujik,  notwithstanding  all  the  oppres- 
sion which  brutalises  him,  is  profoundly  charitable,  at 
least  to  his  own  brethren.  He  never  turns  the  cold 
and  weary  fi-om  his  hearth,  nor  the  hungry  fi*om  his 
door  whilst  he  has  a  crust  to  share  with  them.  The 
very  robbers  who  had  plundered  her  would  have  let 
her  pasSy  and  perhaps  have  helped  her  on  her  way, 
had  her  dress  not  shewn  her  to  be  of  a  dass  above 
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their  own.  And  then,  in  the  spectacle  of  the  mother, 
worn  and  weary,  wandering  onwards  with  her  infant 
there  was  that  which  moved  the  homely  bosoms  of  the 
peasantry,  and  which  would  in  every  land  have  touched 
all  but  those  pampered  in  luxury,  who  have  nothing 
but  the  cold  vaults  of  a  Union,  rendered  purposely  more 
comfortless — an  unwilling  charity  which  necessity 
extorts — to  offer  to  the  wretched. 

Perhaps  in  all  coimtries  the  prosperous  might  gather 
in  this  respect  a  lesson  from  the  indigent,  a  truth  set 
forth  by  de  Berenger,  the  French  Anacreon  of  the  lower 
orders,  who,  as  it  were  to  the  dink  of  pothouse  passes, 
has  scattered  through  his  coarse  and  simple  songs  so 
much  of  wit,  philosophy  and  foresight.  De  Berenger 
who  says : 

Les  gneux,  les  gueux. 

Sent  les  gens  heureux  ; 

lis  s'aiment  entre  eux. 

Vivent  les  goeux ! 

Not  only  had  Blanche  found  a  refuge  in  every  Mou- 
jik's  cottage,  but  more  than  once  her  host  had  by  his 
counsels  protected  her  from  worse  robbers  than  those 
who  stole  her  more  valuablegarments— from  those  who 
wearing  the  imperial  livery  ruthlesly  despoil  m  the 
imperial  name. 

She  was  taught,  that  if  caught  without  proper 
papers,  to  prove  her  freedom,  she  would  be  drained 
and  considered  as  a  slave  by  the  police. 

According  to  the  established  regulation,  evoy  one 
thus  detained  is  advertised  in  thepuhlicpapers;  a  minute 
description  of  the  person  is  ordered  to  be  given,  with 
the  intimation  that  the  owner  may  regain  ponessioDof 
his  slave,  on  proving  his  title,  and  paying  the  expeoM 
of  advertisement  and  keep,  just  as  we  see  dine  bj 
stray  dogs  in  England — only  that  it  is.  a  fi^fatfiil  At- 
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tore  of  the  administration  of  the  Russian  empire,  that 
m  minute  examination  we  discover  wheel  within 
vheel,  fraud  operating  upon  iniquity,  and  villany  again 
vithin  fraud. 

Thus,  if  unclaimed  within  a  given  period,  all  indi- 
dduals,  who  cannot  prove  their  freedom,  are  adjudged 
JO  be  sold  to  cover  the  expenses  of  their  detention ; 
3ven  if  they  be  runaway  slaves,  it  is  almost  impossible 
!br  the  owner  to  indenmify  them,  because  the  descrip- 
tion of  their  person  is  purposely  incorrect.  When 
3nce  detained,  they  are  therefore  nearly  always  sold — 
the  Emperor  is  the  only  purchaser,  and  thus  they  are 
idded  to  the  twenty  naillions  already  in  his  domain  : 
but  then  again,  here  and  there,  just  as  they  have  be- 
come the  Emperor's  property,  the  police  myrmidons 
who  happen  to  be  slave  proprietors,  whenever  one  of 
their  own  people  has  died,  substitute  a  runaway  for 
the  defunct,  and  report  the  death  to  His  Majesty's 
charge. 

The  imperial  ukase  thus  first  outrages  the  rights  of 
humanity,  apparently  in  favour  of  the  slave  proprie- 
tors; then  the  Emperor's  servants  cheat  his  fellow 
slave-holders  to  his  advantage ;  and  lastly  oflen  termi- 
nate by  robbing  him. 

Blanche  has  therefore  been  taught  by  her  kindly 
hosts,  where  and  how  to  avoid  those  who  would  have 
discovered  that  she  was  without  a  passport. 

She  has  now,  as  she  goes  •  toiling  on,  left  many 
many  versts  behind  her  the  old  city  of  Novogorod,  the 
republic  founded  by  a  handful  of  her  mighty  Norman 
ancestors ;  but  Blanche,  the  high-bom  and  tenderly 
nurtured,  has  forgotten  alike  her  ancestry,  her  pride, 
the  station  she  has  forfeited,  the  fortune  she  has  lost 
— ^her  thoughts  are  of  the  present ;  she  longs  to  reach. 


232  THE   WHITE   SLAVE. 

before  darkness   overtakes  her,  the  roadside  village, 
the  wooden  roofs  of  which  appear  in  the  distance. 

Her  solicitude  is  to  arrive  in  a  pkce  whene  she  can 
find  for  her  child  that  warmth  which  she  fears  will  for- 
sake her — to  secure  the  shelter  of  a  roof — and  then 
the  village  reached,  do  her  thoughts  recur  to  the 
past  ?  Oh  no  ! — ^where,  if  she  did,  would  she  gain 
that  coiu-age  which  supports  her  feeble  firame  ?  no  !— 
then  she  thinks  of  Mattheus,  and  counts  the  versts 
she  has  to  traverse. 

The  place  of  refuge  she  has  reached  is  a  cottage, 
resembling  all  the  others  in  the  village.  It  is  built  of 
logs  dove-tailed  together  and  the  interstices  filled  with 
moss.  The  projecting  eaves  of  the  wooden  roo^  and 
a  slight  gallery  before  the  second  row  of  windows, 
remind  you  of  the  Swiss  chalets.  This  dwelling  is 
situated  in  a  happy  village :  its  inmates  are  well  to 
do  amongst  their  fellows. 

The  sitting-room  into  which  Blanche  is  received  is 
rendered  oppressively  hot  by  the  warmth  which  the 
huge  stack  of  bricks  containing  the  pech  or  oven  give- 
out.  Its  walls,  originally  whitewashed,  are  very 
filthy :  thick,  wooden  planks  inserted  in  them,  fbnn 
benches  along  them,  and  above  are  shelves,  on  which 
are  ranged  wooden  bowls,  and  earthen  jugs,  and 
vessels  bound  with  birch-bark.  Bunches  of  hackled 
hemp,  and  bags  of  flour,  ropes  of  onions,  old  clothes, 
spinning-wheels,  axes,  and  sheepskin  couches,  are 
scattered  about  the  apartment. 

The  family  to  whom  it  belongs,  own  also  a  new 
house  opposite ;  but  this  they  do  not  yet  inhabit  in 
the  wdnter,  because  the  smoke  of  the  fires,  they  say, 
would  bladcen  it. 

Just  now  there  are  only  the   two  daughters  at 
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liome :  they  invite  her  to  rest,  and  warm  herself,  and 
then  continue,  amidst  much  noisy  merriment,  a  past- 
time  in  which  they  were  engaged  with  other  village 
maidens. — One  of  them  holds  a  cock,  and  the  others 
throw  down  before  it  grains  of  com,  and  according  to 
the  manner  in  which  they  are  picked  up  by  the  bird, 
do  these  girls — ^renewing  unconsciously  a  superstition 
of  the  heathen — augur  the  realization,  or  non-fulfil- 
ment of  their  amorous,  or  matrimonial  dreams. 

At  length,  however,  the  swetlana  is  interrupted  by 
the  appearance  of  the  elders.  Blanche  is  welcomed 
again.  The  father  shakes  his  head  when  he  learns 
how  far  she  has  come — how  far  she  has  to  go  :  the 
wife  and  daughters  pity  the  mother  and  her  babe ; 
and  all  wonder  awhile  at  the  Niemetz  woman.  At 
length  they  light  some  fir  splinters,  incessantly  re- 
plenished, and  sit  down  to  their  evening  meal,  which 
Blanche  is  called  to  share,  with  the  addition  of  a  bowl 
of  milk.  Afler  the  repast  the  hearty  Moujik  hands 
her  a  little  glass  of  brandy,  flavoured  with  an  infusion 
of  the  berries  of  the  mountain-ash ;  and  then,  taking 
oflF  her  head-gear,  her  pelisse,  and  her  felt-boots,  she 
is  glad,  at  their  invitation,  to  lie  down  upon  a  sheep- 
skin, spread  on  the  broad  plank  which  serves  for  a 
bendb;  and  there,  betwixt  sleeping  and  waking,  as 
she  suckles  her  child,  and  then  nurses  it  to  sleep,  she 
listens,  without  attending,  to  the  merriment  and  con- 
versation of  her  hosts. 

The  next  day  is  the  prasnik,  or  holiday.  They 
are  all  in  high  good-humour :  and  at  length,  at  the 
general  request,  the  patriarchal  host,  who  is  a  professed 
story-teller,  and  more  than  professionally  conscious  of 
his  value,  after  much  pressing,  agrees  to  favour  them 
with  a  tale.     He  has  long  proceeded  with  it  when,  at 
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last,  the  attention  of  Blanche  is  attracted  to  Us 
recital,  of  which  the  comprehension  is  assisted  by  \ss 
active  and  ingenious  pantomime. 

'*  Grigory,"  said  the  old  Moujik,  continuing  his 
tale,  "  thought,  therefore,  that  he  could  saMy  cut 
across  the  lake :  he  had  half  traversed  it,  whoi  the 
moon  became  clouded,"  here  the  narrator,  aoocndiDg 
to  the  custom  of  the  Russian  tale-teller,  extinguished 
the  fir  splinter,  and  continued  in  the  dark:  ''Tlie 
wind  rose;  the  waters  became  angry  under  their 
sheet  of  ice,  and  it  began  to  crack — crack — crad! 
with  a  sound  like  God's  thunder,  or  our  lord,  the 
Emperor's  cannon.  No  wonder,  for  though  it  sfk 
as  you  crack  a  pane  of  glass,  every  rent  went  two 
score  versts  from  one  side  of  the  lake  to  the  other. 

"Then  it  broke  across  in  another  direction,  and 
Grigory  felt  that  he  was  tossing  about  on  a  hrge 
raft  of  ice,  a  verst  or  two  in  length ;  but  through  aD 
the  night,  and  the  next  day,  it  kept  dashing  crash- 
crash  !  against  other  fioatmg  fields :  each  breakiDg, 
and  crumbling,  and  leaping  on  the  other,  as  the 
waves  pushed  them,  till  piled  several  deep,  or  till 
diminishing  to  nothing. 

'^  But,  with  the  daylight  Grigory  saw  on  the  same 
sheet  some  twenty  wolves — ^he  could  not  say  ejoxitf, 
for,  as  oflen  as  he  tried  to  reckon  them,  so  often  (fid 
he  count  differently.  The  wolves  did  not  alarm  him 
as  much  as  the  wild  waters,  for  th^  kept  afiur  off  oo 
the  edge  of  the  field  of  ice ;  but,  at  last,  towards 
nightfaU,  it  had  crumbled  away,  bit  by  bit,  to  the 
size  of  a  desioHne.  Grigory  now  b^an  to  think 
that  if  the  waves  did  not  swaDow  him  up,  or  the 
wolves  fall  on  him,  hunger  would  fhroe  him  to  attick 
them; — that  he  must  eat  or  be  eaten; — that  be 
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must  be  torn  limb  from  limb,  or  feed  on  the  rank, 
raw,  tainted  flesh  of  a  loathsome  wolf, — ^which  no* 
thing  but  a  wolf  will  touch. 

"  He  did  not  stir,  neither  did  the  wolves  move : — 
they  only  sat  howling  on  the  brink ;  and  in  this  un- 
certainty he  let  hour  after  hour  pass,  tiU  cold,  and 
fear,  and  hunger,  so  overpowered  him,  that  he  entirely 
k>6t  the  feculty  of  motion.  The  wolves  now  gathered 
round  him ; — they  snapped  their  long,  white  teeth ; — 
they  howled ; — their  eyeballs  glared  1" 

Here  the  peasant,  taking  hold  of  an  ember  blew  it, 
80  that  the  glowing  spark  should  be  reflected  in  his 
own  eyes,  and  imitated  the  howl  of  the  animal  he  was 
describing. 

'*  Grigory  saw  them  put  their  heads  together,  as  if 
whispering ;  and  then,  whether  they  thought  he  could 
tell  no  tales,  I  cannot  say ;  but  they  spoke  boldly  out 
with  human  voices : — 

*'  *  Let  us  begin !'  said  one  and  all.  '  Give  me  the 
hot  liver !'  said  one.  *  Give  me  the  heart : — I  will 
tear  it  out !'  said  another.  ^  Give  me  the  crisp  bones 
to  crunch  ;'  cried  a  third  '  or  the  skull  to  gnaw,  if  the 
hair  did  not  get  entangled  in  one's  fiings.*  '  Hoo— 
hoo — boo !'  said  an  old,  grizzled  brute,  with  white 
bristly  hairs  about  the  jaw,  and  teeth  worn  down  and 
blunted,  '  let  me  have  a  draught  of  the  warm  blood 
fix>m  his  throat,  for  a  full-grown  man  is  tough  after 
the  young  babe  I  have  eaten.  There  is  nothing — 
nothing — nothing  like  a  young,  human  babe  from 
the  mother's  breast,  for  the  liquorish  tooth  of  a  true 
old  wolf.' 

"  At  these  words,  and  by  the  voice  in  which  he 
uttered  them,  Grigory  knew  him  at  once  to  be  his 
neighbour,  the  old  Stephan,  whose  own  grandchild 
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had  been  devoured,  and  thus  he  discovcfed  tbaJ 
was  one  of  those  accursed  men  who  take  the  fon 
savage  beasts  to  prey  on  the  unwary. 

"  And  how  did  Grigory  escape? 

"  Grigory,  who  had  called  on  all  the  saint 
paradise^  bethought  him  of  Saint  Nicholas, 
called  on  his  name  thrice  ;^ — he  called  on  it  t 
three  times,  and  he  repeated  it  fervently  in  nine  1 
nine  invocations.  At  this  moment  the  ice  spi 
two,  and  he  was  cast  on  the  shore  insensible,  wh 
fisherman  picked  him  up." 
JM  "  He  is  a  mighty  Saint,  father : — ^is  St,  Nichot 

**  "  Mighty  !     I  dare  say  you  do  not  forget  tb 

I  saying^ — '  If  God  could   die,  and  were  to  die. 

Emperor  would  promote  St.  Nicholas,  and  mak( 
God  Almighty.' " 

**  But  I  like  better  a  tale  of  young  princes  a 
fairy  lands,"  said  one  of  the  daughters. 

''*  Well  then,  listen,'*  replied  the  father.—' 
young  Prince  Rouslan  was  crossing  a  meadow 
was  looking  up  to  the  sky,  and  wondering  wh; 
modest  moon  should  be  so  afraid  of  the  sun,  and 
itself  in  the  daylight,  when  a  large  bird  flew  n 
acmss.  Its  colours  were  as  beautiful  and  bright 
you  could  mix  up  those  of  a  rainbow  with  the  li] 
a  shooting  star ;  and,  as  it  flew  away,  it  drop| 
single  feather  from  its  glittering  wing,  which 

«  slowly,  very  slowly,  down,  and  feU  at  the  Prinoe'E 

upon  the  green  grass.     He  picked  it  up,  and  hiec 
home.     The  moon  that  he  had  wondered  about 
not  out  that  night :   his  cottage  was  quite  dark 
what   was   his   surprise,   when   he  brought   in 

•  feather,  to  see  it  flash  a  bright  blaze  of  light  :— 

at  it/' 
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Here,  to  render  his  story  dramatic  the  old  Moujik 
ddenly  blew  into  a  flame  some  pine  chips,  which  he 
A  been  meanwhile  preparing  to  ignite. 

"  The  Prince  did  not  sleep ;  it  was  like  day  in  his 
cm,  and  then  he  resolved  to  seek  out  all  over  the 
Mid  the  wondrous  bird  which  had  dropped  the  strange 
ftther.  He  wandered  on,  on,  on,  all  day,  and  many 
Dowing  days.  He  inquired  of  the  fleet  winged 
rallow  and  of  the  nimble  squirrel  and  of  the 
imble-bee,  if  they  could  tell  hun  where  to  find  the 
rd  ;-*— all  they  could  say  was,  that  it  lived  far  away, 
bere  it  was  difficult  and  dangerous  to  seek  it.  The 
rince  fell  asleep  at  the  foot  of  a  tree,  wishing  that 
5  only  knew  where;  and  in  his  sleep  a  fairy  ap- 
iaredtohim. 

"  *  Hark !'  said  the  fairy,  *  since  you  are  so  bold,  I 
ill  show  you  the  crystal  palace  in  which  the 
Lohanted  bird  reposes ;  but  beware  if  you  do  not 
scover  it  amongst  thousands  and  thousands  of 
hers  exactly  similar;'  and  drawing  aside  the  veil, 
le  exhibited  to  his  view  myriads  of  bright  glitter- 
g  halls  of  light  and  crystsd,  more  numerous  than 
\e  stars  that  sparkle  in  the  Heavens.  Look 
i  them !"  and  throwing  open  the  door,  the  story- 
fler,  in  firesh  illustration  of  his  tale,  which  he 
lus  contrived  to  tell  with  great  effect  upon  his 
iditors,  exposed  to  their  view  the  stars  shining 
it  on  the  dark  frosty  sky.  Here  Blanche,  over- 
>wered  with  the  fatigues  of  the  day,  sank  at  last 
I  sleep,  and  thus  lost  the  remainder  of  his  nar- 
tive. 

"  Once  in  the  night  she  awoke ;  all  the  numerous 
mily  were  lying  on  their  greasy  sheepskins,  as 
lany  of  these  primitive  couches  as  it  would  hold 
sing  placed  upon  the  top  of  the  very  oven.    The 
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heat,  the  sense  of  appression  in  the  heavy  Mid  tax 
atmosphere,  were  so  unendurable,  that  she  op 
the  door  \  but  the  bleak  bitter  wind  soon  reoon 
her  even  to  the  stifling  sensation  of  the  interii 
the  dwelling- 

'*  When  morning  came,  as  she  took  iip  ha 
boots  from  the  shelf  beside  her,  a  dark  bkck  p 
marked  like  a  stain^  the  place  where  they  had 
It  moved ;  it  dispersed  \  it  consisted  of  an  as 
Wage  of  hundreds  of  tarracanes — a  sort  of  ni 
brown  beetle,  which  swarm  in  all  Russian  bi 
and  cottages,  and  love  to  gather  in  the  incfe 
season  under  any  light  object  casually  laid  d 
which  they  literally  seem  to  lift  up  by  the  con 

mass  into  which  they  huddle  together," 

#  #  #  #  * 

The  day  continues  boisterous  and  stormy  ;  it  is 
by  increased  rapidity  of  pace  that  Blanche  can 
up  the  circulation  of  the  blood ;  but  her  stit 
gives  way  before  this  additional  exertion  ;  and  al 
moment  she  descries  another  female  on  the 
She  too  is  a  mother.  She  too  cani^  a  \ 
This  is  already  a  bond  of  sympathy, 

"  It  is  very  cold,  mother,"  said  the  stranger; 
wind  cuts  keenly ;  we  must  seek  shelter,  for  we 
not  long  be  able  to  keep  our  infants  wanzL     Mj 
not  m^y  hours  old/' 

"  Not  many  hours  ?"  asked  Blanche. 

*'  No,"  replied  the  woman.  ''  It  firnt  sa;«i 
light  yesterday/' 

''  Is  it  yours  ?" 

"  Oh  yes,*'  said  the  mother  with  pnde. 

"And  where  are  you  going?  and  hoFw  can 
be  thus  upon  the  road  ?" 

"  I  am  going  to  the  village ;  it  was  bom  ii 
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bouse  of  my  baron,  who  has  sent  me  home  for  the 
purification,  and  to  nnrse  it ;  and  I  thank  God  I  am 
bale  and  hearty;  we  are  not  like  your  blagarodie 
(nobility)  he  fits  the  back  to  the  burthen.  Where 
are  you  going  ?" 

"  Far — ^very  far,"  said  Blanche. 

"  You  look  weary,"  said  the  woman ;  "  and  sound 
or  footsore,  this  searching  wind  will  oblige  us  to  seek 
wme  shelter.  The  next  village  along  the  high  road 
is  three  hours'  tramp ;  but  there  is  one  if  we  strike 
off,  somewhere  through  this  wood  to  the  left.  The 
wind  never  lasts  with  this  intense  cold.  It  is  well  it 
don't;  the  very  light  would  fi-eeze.  It  may  go 
down  by  sunset;  and  then  the  cold  without  the 
wind  is  nothing." 

Blanche  followed  her  guide.  The  village  was  not 
distant.  It  was  the  prasnik,  and  the  woman  led  the 
way  into  the  kabak  or  pothouse  of  the  place.  One 
of  the  bath-houses,  not  licenced  establishments  like 
those  in  the  cities,  but  the  joint  property  of  several 
neighbours,  is  situated  opposite  to  the  kabak,  and 
male  and  female  figures,  in  a  disgusting  state  of 
nudity,  come  out  parboiled  by  the  steam  into  the 
doorway  to  cool  themselves  or  roll  in  the  snow — a 
spectacle  now  banished  from  St.  Petersburg  and 
Moscow. 

The  kabak,  in  a  little  while,  began  to  fill  with  cus- 
tomers ;  but  they  who  lingered  longest  smoking  their 
pipes  were  not  tl^  most  profitable  customers.  It  was 
strange  to  see  those  who  had  the  means  of  keeping 
hcdiday,  come  in  and  have  as  large  a  measure  as . 
tbey  could  afibrd  of  polougoTf  the  coarse  com  brandy 
poured  out ;  this  the  Moujik  drains  off  like  a  dram, 
only  panting  for  breath  as  he  gulps  down  the  potent 
draught. 
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tion  bringing  out  the  latent  tendencies  of  disposition 
ind  the  predominant  thoughts  which  occupy  the 
mind,  thus  renders  the  Russian  kindly  and  submissive 
n  all  the  stages  of  inebriation  preceding  insensibility ; 
because  his  natural  disposition  is  gentle,  and  because 
m  unconscious  dread  weighs  perpetually  upon  and 
larasses  him. 

In  the  midst  of  the  unceasing  din  and  the  coarse 
rude  kbdness  of  these  half-besotted  boors,  Blanche 
found  some  refreshment  in  sleep. 

The  woman  with  the  new-bom  child  having 
struck  up  an  acquaintance  with  one  of  the  carriers, 
seemed  disinclined  to  proceed.  The  wind  had  lulled. 
Blanche  felt  her  strength  somewhat  recruited  by  rest, 
and  she  went  forth  again  alone. 

The  village  in  which  she  had  sought  shelter  was 
not  situated  directly  on  the  high  road;  and  whilst 
attempting  to  regain  it  she  lost  her  way.  On 
endeavouring  to  retrace  her  steps,  she  became  at 
kngth  quite  bewildered;  and,  after  wandering  for 
many  hours,  the  sudden  night  of  winter  overtook 
her  still  upon  the  road. 

The  feint  light  of  a  few  stars  and  the  refrac- 
don  of  the  snow's  whiteness,  alone  rendered  dis- 
cernible the  unfrequented  track  she  was  pursuing, 
^though  the  wind  had  subsided,  the  frost  was — as 
it  had  been  for  several  days — exceedingly  bitter, 
Blanche,  in  the  frozen  solitude  she  was  traversing, 
knew  not  when  or  where  she  should  find  a  place 
of  refuge,  or  even  whether  she  was  not  going 
from  it. 

But  her  maternal  fears  gave  strength  to  her 
weary  limbs,  and  she  redoubled  her  pace  as  die 
pressed  her  infant  more  closely  to  her  bosom.  At 
VOL.  Uh  M  < 


242  THE   WHITE   SLAVE. 

length,  she  thoxight  she  could  disoem  some  dusky 
object  moving  behind  and  then  before  her,  and  then 
several  similar  to  it : — ^they  were  wolves — the  faint 
starlight  in  certain  positions  lit  up  their  glaring 
eyeballs ;  and  at  length,  as  they  drew  nearer,  turning 
round  and  round  her,  she  could  hear  their  deep 
growl;  for  though  the  wolves  make  the  Russian 
forests  resound  with  their  howling,  it  is  only  in  the 
autumn  :  in  the  winter  se^n,  when  himger  pinches, 
they  are  never  heard  to  howL 

First  three  or  fow,  and  then  eight,  ten,  and  tweh'e, 
were  distinctly  visible ;  they  followed ;  they  preceded ; 
they  moved  noiselessly  along  upon  the  snow  on  each 
side  of  her.  She  was,  with  her  tender  infant,  in  the 
middle  of  a  pack  of  wolves  !  With  her  blood  curdling 
— with  an  agony  of  terror  at  her  heart — she  fled  along ; 
but  her  very  flight  emboldened  the  cowardly  and 
ferocious  animals,  who,  only  when  pressed  by  hunger 
and  in  numbers,  ever  venture  to  attack  a  human 
being ;  and  then  nearly  always  a  woman  or  a  child, 
or  one  who  flies  before  them. 

At  this  moment,  Blanche  descried  an  abandoned 
hut — roofless,  windowless,  and  doorless — and  in 
this  inhospitable  tenement^  ha*  terror  prompted  her 
to  seek  shelter. 

For  a  time  her  purpose  was  answered ;  for  the 
wolves  were  shy  of  q>proaching  anything  resembling 
a  human  habitation;  but^  by  degrees,  as  hunger 
griped  them,  they  gained  oonfidenoe,  and  ever)'  nov 
and  then  a  fieroe  head  intruded  through  the  doonraj, 
with  glaring  eyes,  and  long  sharp  fangs,  and  blood-nd 
jaws,  distilling  the  white  saliva,  as  the  tongue  was 
expectantly  passed  over  them. 
There  was  an  old  grizzled  wolf— just  such  a  one  as 
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he  peasant  had  described  in  his  improvisation — bolder, 
ir  more  ferocious,,  or  more  hungry  than  the  rest;  and, 
\s  Blanche,  bewildered  by  her  awful  situation,  re- 
siled to  memory  the  narration  of  the  preceding 
light,  it  acted  so  powerftilly  on  her  imagination, 
liat  she  fancied  she  could  hear  it  speak  in  human 
iccents  and  call  out  for  her  infant. 

The  old  wolf  had  crossed  the  threshold ;  perhaps 
n  another  instant  he  would  have  been  at  her  throat ; 
lut  the  mother  was  beforehand  with  him  ;  for  with  a 
mid  outcry  she  sprang  forward,  shrieking  frantically : 

"  Away  !  away  !  I  have  struggled  mtii  the  mad 
woman,  and  I  have  baffled  her!  I  will  save  my 
babe!" 

Her  assailant  made  a  bound  backwards;  and,  stretch- 
ing her  arms  across  the  doorway,  she  seemed  to  defy  the 
pack  which  had  slunk  back,  and  glared  with  hungry 
syes  upon  her  from  a  distance  as  the  cries  of  h^ 
Aaid  tempted  them  from  within  the  ruined  hut ;  for 
Bven  famine-stricken  wolves  are  overawed  by  a  fearless 
buman  form,  which  they  must  attack  in  front. 

Nevertheless,  the  frost  would  soon  have  done  the 
work  of  these  ravenous  besiegers,  when  the  tmkling 
[>f  beDs  was  heard : — it  was  a  sledge  ^proaching — she 
(vas  saved ! 
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CHAPTER  XX 

.    Notwithstanding  all  the  efforts  made  by  Bob  Bridk 
to  urge  on  his  driver,  as  they  approached  the  town  of 

the  kibitka  in  which  Dimitri  was  seated  shot 

ahead,  and  at  last  vanished  from  sight  on  the  straight 
and  level  road  before  him. 

When  Bob  stopped  at  the  post-house,  the  post- 
master and  six  or  eight  other  persons  were  standing 
at  the  door,  and  appeared  to  be  awaiting  his  arrival 
with  intense  curiosity,  for  they  had  not  yet  unharnessed 
the  horses,  which  stood  smoking  in  the  other 
kibitka. 

As  Bob  alighted  they  stepped  on  one  side  with  an 
alacrity  which  he  mistook  for  deference.  When 
he  peremptorily  demanded  horses  the  post-master 
only  stared  at  him. 

"  Wait  *till  I  shew  you  the  ticket,  my  boys !"  says 
Bob  producing  his  pa-dorogne,  which — being  a  sffcal 
one — had  all  along  the  road  procured  immecfiate  atten- 
tion and  respect. 

The  post-master  took  it  with  some  trepidatioii,  and 
perused  it  with  curiosity. 

'^  It  contains  no  description  of  the  pencm  l"*  he 
observed  to  his  neighbour,  without  answaiog  the  tra- 
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^er,  and  then  the  bystanders  began  to  talk  among 
lemselves. 

Bob  Bridle,  although  in  a  general  way  he  plumed 
imself  on  neither  dnnking  nor  swearing,  n^ped  out 
terrible  Russian  oath,  whereat  those  at  whom  he 
wore  backed  a  pace  or  two  ;  but  before  it  had  time 
»  produce  the  salutary  effect  which  he  expected  from 
,  a  police  officer  entered,  accompanied  by  several  stout 
^sistants  and  tapped  him  on  the  shoulder. 

"  What !"  said  Bob,  "  you  dare  not  detain  me,  bear- 
ig  as  I  do  a  special  pa-dorogne." 

"  You  must  follow  me  to  the  governor's,'*  replied 
le  official ;  and  Bob,  being  placed  in  a  sledge,  between 
vo  sturdy  police-soldiers,  was  whisked  off  to  the  resi- 
3nce  of  that  functionary. 

Afler  not  more  than  an  hour's  delay,  he  was  led 
ito  the  presence  of  the  potentate. 

The  governor,  an  elderly  man,  sickly  and  hypochon- 
riac,  was  reclining  on  the  sofa  on  which  he  had  spent 
le  night.  The  chief  of  the  police  of  his  government, 
is  aide-de-camp,  his  physician,  and  his  secretary,  toge- 
iw  with  several  attendants,  were  present. 

His  bare  feet  were  inserted  into  Turkish  slippers, 
id  his  robe  de  chambre,  lined  with  costly  sable,  dis- 
layed  a  very  dirty  coloured  shirt,  for  weeks 
Qchanged  beneath  it — they  were  the  only  two  gar- 
L^its  he  wore ;  but  his  full  uniform  was  displayed  on 
chair  beside  him — and  every  one  else,  even  at  this 
iiiy  hour  was  stiffly  buckled  up,  in  all  the  full  rigi- 
ity  of  regulation. 

None  but  the  highest  authority  in  a  place  dares  dis- 
3nse  with  the  exact  costume  of  office,  and  negligence 
I  this  particular  is  therefore  a  sign  of  superiority  ; — a 
lie,  however,  to  which  the  Emperors  have  bng  offered 
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a    remarkable    exoeptdon,  fin*   a  Rusaan  Emperor 
never  quits  his  uniform. 

The  words  of  Scripture,  "  Naked  I  came  from  my 
mother  earth,  and  naked  shall  I  return  to  it,"  do  not 
apply  to  him ;  for,  though  he  may  come  into  the  worid 
naked,  he  is  consigned  to  the  dust  in  his  martal 
attire. 

"  The  uniform,"  says  a  Sclavonic  writer  bitterly, "  is 
the  skin  of  the  Knoutopotent  Tsar  1  he  is  reared,  lives, 
dies,  and  rots  in  it" 

His  physician  was  a  Greek — one  of  those  oomipt 
and  intriguing  Greeks  of  the  Fanar,  whom  their  fi^ 
Moreote  brethren  have  been  obliged  to  exclude  from 
the  fraternity  of  citizenship,  which  they  had  at  fiist 
extended  to  them.  The  powerful  intdlect  of  his  peo- 
ple— undirected  in  this  individual  by  self-respect,  or  the 
elevation  of  a  single  feeling — would  have  enabled  him 
easily  to  attain  a  skill  in  his  profession,  but  which  he 
foimd  easier  to  counterfeit ; — and  it  stiU  shone  forth  in 
the  ascendency  which  the  empiric  had  obtained  over 
those  to  whom  he  appeared  to  cringe. 

Bob's  eye  did  not  catch  the  figure  of  Dimitri 
till  he  heard  him  answer,  "  That  is  he,  your  Ezod- 
lency,"  and  Dimitri  coming  up  to  Bob  threw  his  arms 
round  his  neck  and  embraced  him  tenderly. 

The  feelings  of  the  groom  were  so  grievously  out- 
raged by  this  salutation,  that  his  temper  for  an  instant 
forsook  him,  and  he  dealt  Dimitri  a  blow  which  made 
him  stagger. 

"  God  bless  us,"  said  the  governor  starting,  ''k 
will  do  us  a  mischief!" 

But  the  police  soldiers  instantly  and  dezteroiHly 
pinioned  the  poor  groom,  who,  deeply  regretting  that  he 
had  been  aggravated  into  this  unpropitioua  viokiic^ 
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determined  to  repsdr  it  as  far  as  possible  by  the  calm- 
ness of  his  demeanour. 

"  To  think,"  said  Dimitri,  in  whose  eyes  notwith- 
standing his  hypocrisy  there  stood  real  tears,  **  to 
think  that  he  should  have  struck  mCy  who  love  him  as 
•  brother!" 

"  Hush,"  said  the  governor,  "  I  will  interrogate  him 
mysel£     Who  are  you,  fellow  ?" 

"  My  name  is  Bob  Bridle : — I  am  servant  to  the 
Count  de  Montressan." 

"  What  countryman  ?" 

"  An  Englishman." 

**  Where  do  you  come  from  ?" 

"  St  Petersburg." 

*'  Where  are  you  going  to  ?" 

**  To  my  master  at  Kalouga." 

"What  to  do?" 

**  To  carry  him  some  important  documents." 

**  Why  did  you  strike  that  man  ?" 

"  He  is  a  rogue :  he  provoked  me  to  it.  I  forgot  my- 
self.   I  b^  your  Excellency's  pardon. 

The  governor  looked  at  the  phjsician — the  physi- 
dan  shook  his  head,  and  said  in  an  \mder-tone,  ^'  the 
eye  is  wild — ^mad — mad  as  a  March  hare." 

"  I  don't  see  that,"  said  the  governor,  "  his  replies 
are  very  sensible" — and  then,  turning  to  Dimitri,  he 
said  stmily,  "  beware,  fellow ;  if  thou  art  deceiving 
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**  My  Lord  !"  said  Dimitri,  **  I  must  be  as  mad  as 
this  ucibrtunate  creatiu^  to  dare  attempt  it :  but  his 
madness  is  only  occasional  and  full  of  method.  His 
master,  as  I  have  the  honour  of  telling  your  Excel- 
lency, is  the  intimate  friend  of  my  own,  and  at  this 
moment  visiting  him.  This  poor  fdHpw — for  whom  the 


tary :  "  ( 
and  of 
same,  bi 
Bob,  and 

"Jusl 
Bob,  anc 

"The 


age  of  Bi 
at  the  ho 
bears  a  p 
the  servic 
rogne  als( 
person,  w 
"Why 
him?" 

"He  15 
replied  Dii 
"Hold 
and  then, 
nance,  he 


THE   WHITE    SLAVE.  249 

"  I  can  assure  your  Excellency,"  said  Dimitri, "  that, 
vith  all  his  quiet  manner,  his  outbreaks  are  both 
^«ry  strange  and  very  terrible.  I  do  not  know 
vhether  the  marks  remaui ;  but  I  remember  that  he 
ince  had  his  body  tattooed." 

"  Tattooed !"  exclaimed  the  governor,  "  that  would 
)e  something  like  a  proof,  and  one  easily  pro- 
luced." 

"  Only  turn  up  his  cuflFs,"  suggested  Dimitri. 
[t  was  done,  and  a  number  of  arabesques,  pricked  in 
jrith  gunpowder,  and  recording  various  names,  ap- 
jeared  in  view. 

"  Let  us  see  further,"  exclaimed  the  governor,  cu- 
"iously  taking  up  his  eye-glass ;  as  Bob's  arm  was 
aid  bare. 

"What  do  you  call  that,  my  friend?" 

"  That,"  said  Bob,  a  little  disconcerted,  "  is  a 
i>olish  pedigree." 

"  And  those  letters  ? — ^what  do  those  particular 
^ters  mean?" 

"  Those  letters  mean,"  replied  Bob,  "  that  Semi- 
unis  was  got  by  Voltaire  out  of  the  Duchess  of 
larlborough." 

"  That  will  do,"  said  the  governor,  quietly  putting 
own  his  glass.  "  I  have  done  with  him.  You  may 
einove  him,  doctor.  You  had  better  try  upon  this 
latient  your  cure  by  friction." 

"  I  will,"  said  the  triumphant  physician,  "  when  he 
las  been  duly  bled,  blistered,  and  dieted" 
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CHAPTER  XXI, 


"It  is  very   strange"    said    HoTuce,    breatli 
with  mingled  joy  and  apprehension  as   he   peru^ 
letter  which  he  held  in  Ms  hand.     '*  I  learn  by 
that  Bridle  k*ft  St,  Petersburg  the  night  precet 
the   day  on  which  this  was  wTitten.     He   did 
take  the  strps  I  had  pointed  out,  in  the  event 
failing  in  his  mission ;  therefore  he  must  have 
ceedcd ;  but  then^  having  left  twelve  hours  at  1 
before  this  letter,  what  has  detained  him  ?** 

As  the  Count  spoke,  the  bells  of  a  team  of  ho 
and  the  last  shouts  of  the  driver  as  he  turned 
sledge  into  the  yard  were  audible. 

"  There  he  is  f  said  Horace,  NadeshtOi  and  1 
theus  with  one  accord. 

But,  instead  of  Bob  Bridle,  they  were  met  in 
mrridor  by  the  Prince  Isaakoff,  *'  How  goes  it, 
friend — my  worthy  friend?"  said  the  Prince  % 
exquisite  urbanity,  throwing  off  his  bear^sldn  shi 
and  without  taking  notice  rf  the  others,  extendiiii 
the  Count  his  hand^  which  was  coldly  refused. 

"  What,'*  continued  Isaakoff,  alloiAiiig  some  in 
of  manner  now  to  pervade  his  words, — *'what? 
much  ceremony  amongst  friends?  This  is  a  o 
reception  when  one  has  tmveUed  fast  and  far  to  bi 
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o\i  pleasing  intelligence.  I  knew  that  you,  Count 
lorace,  had  a  powerful  friend ;  but  I  was  not  aware 
lat  my  own  people  were  honoiu^d  by  such  protec- 
on.  In  twenty  minutes,  my  worthy  guest — or  I  sup- 
ose  I  must  say  my  guests  now — I  will  join  you  in 
le  library." 

There  was  a- bitterness  about  the  Prince's  manner, 
5,  pronouncing  the  last  words,  he  turned  with  mock 
eference  toweurds  Mattheus  and  Nadeshta,  which  led 
[orace  to  infer  that  the  step^  he  had  taken  had  not 
roved  fruitless,  particularly  when  coupled  with  the 
egative  evidence  afforded  by  the  letter  which  he  had 
ist  received. 

The  Prince,  as  he  had  promised,  was  not  more 
lan  twenty  minutes  before  he  joined  them ;  and, 
Liring  this  time,  they  wjuted  full  of  uncertainty, 
hich,  with  Horace  and  Nadeshta  lightened  into 
mguine  hope,  and  with  Mattheus,  darkened  into 
ixioiis  disbelief. 

When  Isaakoff  joined  them,  he  closed  the  doors  of 
A  the  apartments;  for  the  library  was  situated  at 
le  extremity  of  a  long  suite  of  rooms.  He  smiled 
enignantly  as  he  threw  himself  into  an  arm-chair. 
Eld  begged  the  Count  and  the  two  slaves  to  be 
Bated. 

Horace  felt  himself  in  a  position  so  strange,  so 
ridely  different  from  anything  he  had  ever  heard  of  or 
nagined,  that  he  was  utteiiy  at  a  loss  what  line  of 
onduct  to  pursue,  and  in  this  perplexity  seated  him- 
elfin  silence. 

So  deeply  interested  was  he  in  the  fate  of  Nadeshta 
nd  her  brother,  so  curious  to  hear  the  explanation  of 
he  words  which  the  Prince  had  let  drop,  that  in  this 
eding  merged  all  thought  of  resenting  the  insult 
vhich  the  overstrained  pdliteness  of  his  host's  mann^ 
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in  reality  conveyed,  after  what  had  passed  between 
them. 

"  In  the  first  place,"  said  the  Prince,  taking  out 
the  parcel,  which  had  been  confided  to  Bob  Bridle, 
"  though  I  think  you  have  not  used  me  well  in 
withholding  from  me  your  confidence  in  this  little 
matter,  here,  Coimt  Horace,  allow  me  to  give  into 
your  hands  these  documents.  Although  intended  as 
a  surprise  to  me,  they  cannot  fail  to  give  you  plea- 
sure :  — read." 

The  Count  tore  open  the  envelope,  and  discovered 
several  letters  and  papers. 

"  Mattheus,"  said  he,  "  your  wife  has  escaped  with 
her  child." 

"  Thank  God,"  exclaimed  Mattheus,  clasping  his 
hands  together  in  a  transport  of  delight,  and  lifting  up 
his  eyes  in  fervent  thanksgiving ;  but,  an  instant  vAer, 
there  shot  athwart  his  features  a  momentary  ex- 
pression like  that  to  which  a  sudden  twinge  of  pain 
gives  rise.  His  expiation  had  availed;  his  sacnfioe 
had  been  accepted ;  but  she  had  left  him  alone — for 
ever — without  a  word  of  kindness  or  forgiveness. 

The  Coimt  continued  to  read  on  with  an  astonish- 
ment which  he  could  not  conceal, — an  astonishment 
occasioned  less  by  the  contents  of  the  documents  he 
was  perusing,  than  by  the  unaccountable  fact  of  their 
having  come  into  the  possession  of  the  Prince,  and  then 
been  delivered,  as  we  have  just  seen,  into  his  own  hands 
by  him.  For  an  instant  the  thought  flashed  across 
him  that  they  might  be  counterfeited ;  but  the  hand- 
writing of  a  letter  which  he  recognised,  and  the 
signature  of  the  Grand  Master,  forbade  him  to 
entertain  this  idea. 

*'  Prince  Isaakoff,"  he  said  at  length,  **  I  imagine, 
by  the  assurance  of  your  manner,  that  you  are  ignorant 
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of  the  contents  of  the  parcel  you  have  so  kindly 
remitted  to  me  ;"  and  then  he  checked  himself, 
reflecting  that  perhaps  his  wisest  course  would  be  to 
proceed  instantly  to  K^ouga,  to  obtain  assistance 
from  the  governor. 

"  Pardon  me,"  replied  the  Prince  blandly.  "  I  am 
acquainted  with  it,  word  for  word.  Do  not  harbour 
the  injurious  idea  that  your  seal  has  been  tampered 
with.  I  have  had  exact  copies  transmitted  to  me 
through  the  kindness  of  a  friend. 

"  The  one  is  an  order  to  the  governor  of  Kalouga, 
signed  by  Benkendorf,  commanding  him  to  afford 
you  every  assistance  in  proceeding  to  St.  Peters- 
burg, with  two  of  my  slaves,  whose  names  are  left 
blank,  empowering  you  to  remove  them  forcibly,  if 
requisite,  which  I  do  not  think  it  will  be," — here  the 
Prmce  smiled  at  Nadeshta  and  Mattvei — "  and 
declaring  that  on  no  account  and  under  no  pretence 
whatever  are  you  to  be  impeded  or  delayed.  The 
other  instructs  the  same  personage  to  arrest,  confine, 
and  keep  incommxmicate  your  humble  servant,  the 
Prince  Ivan  Isaakoff,  imtil  further  notice,  which,  I 
think,  will  not  reach  him  till  such  time  as  Count 
Horace  has  repaid  his  hospitality  by  carrying  two 
of  his  slaves  beyond  the  frontier. 

*^  This  personal  detention  is  really  the  unkindest 
cut  of  all — unkind,  unmerited,  unfeding,  inconside- 
rate !"  said  the  Prince,  affecting  to  whimper :  "  though 
it  is  bad  enough  to  rob  me  of  Nadeshta  and  her  bro- 
ther— ^when  I  consider  that  the  Moscow  milliner 
would  have  wiped  out  the  score  the  Italian  singer  ran  me 
up,  to  be  allowed  the  privilege  of  introducing  Na- 
deshta into  life — when  I  look  at  her  Greek  profile, 
and  consider  what  a  classically  voluptuous  I^is  the 
future  Countess  of  Montressan  would  have  made ; — 
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when  my  eyes  dwell  on  the  Herculean  proportioDS  of 
her  brother,  and  I  reflect  what  a  magnificent  cuTntide 
he  would  make,  with  that  gigantic  torso  bowed,  the 
muscles  of  those  powerful  arms  brought  into  plaj, 
beneath  a  basket  of  ore  in  a  Siberian  mine/' 

"  Hark !"  said  Horace,  "  you  may  proceed,  if  yew 
will,  with  this  ill-timed  pleasantry  ;  but  do  you  know 
that  I  am  fully  aware  of  the  power  of  the  Gnnd 
Master's  signature  ?  Do  you  know  that,  at  the  same 
time  these  papers  were  dispatched,  a  private  order  wbs 
transmitted  to  the  governor  of  Kalouga?  Do  you 
know  that  I  am  armed — that  with  a  pistol  in  one 
hand  and  this  signature  in  the  other,  I  am  going  now 
to  order  out  a  sledge  to  proceed  with  Nadeshta  and 
her  brother  straight  to  the  city  ?  and  woe  to  those 
who  attempt  to  impede  me  !'* 

'^  If  that  signature  be  Count  Benkendorf  s,"  said 
Mattheus,  '^  the  Prince  will  command  in  vain. 
The  Lord's  will  is  powerful,  but  only  till  any  one 
speaks  in  the  Emperor's  name.  Jobann  himseif 
dares  not  detain  you." 

"  Well,"  replied  the  Prince  calmly,  "  though  now 
his  eye  lit  up  with  that  infernal  expression  that  some- 
times came  to  waken  its  cold  death-like  impassibility, 
**  well,  this  is  a  pleasingly  devised  surprise  to  rqpaj 
my  hospitality,  and  I  admit  to  you  that  nothing  can 
resist  the  Grand  Master's  positive  order ;  nothing  can 
be  more  potent  than  his  signature ;  tha«  is  nothing 
can  destroy  or  weaken  its  efficadty,  excepting  his  own 
signature,  and  here  I  hold  it  (the  IVinoe  drew  a 
paper  from  his  pocket)  it  is  dated,  as  you  see, 
the  1 1th,  a  day  after  yours.  It  provides,  in  the  first 
place,  that  the  two  slaves  in  question  shall  only  be 
sent  on  to  St.  Petersbuig  in  the  event  of  their  Baron, 
— the  Prince  Ivanlsaakoff — ^thereimto  ccmseiiting ;  and 
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in  the  next,  that  if  he  decline  so  doings  the  governor 
shall  take  down  the  accusation  of  Count  Horace 
against  the  Prince ;  and,  with  regard  to  the  slaves,  if 
its  nature  do  not  affect  the  Imperial  interests,  con* 
form  to  the  established  law — which  law  I  need  not 
tell  you  is,  that  no  slave  can  give  evidence  against 
his  master.  The  governor  is  further  directed  only  to 
detain  the  Prince  in  custody  in  the  event  of  the 
Count  de  Montressan's  charge  being  of  sufficient 
gravity  to  demand  this  step ;  and,  in  that  case,  he  is 
instructed  not  to  allow  the  accuser  to  proceed,  till 
the  affair  is  thoroughly  sifted.  This  little  slip  of  paper 
has  cost  me  fifty  thousand  roubles ;  but  it  is  fair  and  per- 
fectly satis&ctory — if  not  satisfactory  to  all  parties," 
said  the  Prince.   "  Surprise  for  surprise." 

A  dead  silence  followed  this  overwhelming  blow. 
The  papers  fell  fi^m  the  powerless  hand  of  Horace. 
He  felt  faint,  and  gasped  for  breath. 

"  It  is  tantalizing/'  continued  the  Prince,  with  a  dia^ 
bolical  smile, ''  to  think  that,  but  for  this  little  piece 
of  paper,  nothing  could  have  prevented  you  all 
escaping — Horace  with  his  Nadeshta,  Nadeshta  with 
her  Horace,  and  Mattvei  to  join  his  foreign  wife — to 
think  that,  beyond  all  doubt,  some  confederate  is 
waiting  upon  the  road  to  fevour  your  flight — to  think 
that  your  messenger  started  four-and-twenty  hours 
before  it  was  possible  to  gain  the  ear  of  the  Grand 
Duke  or  to  obtain  from  the  Grand  Master  this  pleas- 
ing modification — ^to  think  that  my  Dimitri  got  your 
English  groom  detained  by  the  most  laughable 
stratagem,  aud  to  enjoy  the  reflection  that,  even  at 
this  moment  if  you  only  stood  with  those  papers 
which  you  treat  so  n^ligently  in  the  governor's 
house  at  Kalouga,  if  it  were  not  for  these  few  lines 
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—which  would  be  there  as  soon  as  you  could — th^ 
would  be  nothing  to  impede  you." 

''Look!"  said  Horace,  drawing  forth  his  pistols, 
"  I  told  you  I  was  armed.  Take  one.  Get  up,  stand 
at  ten  paces,  or  I  will  shoot  you  like  a  dog !" 

"  Oh  no !"  said  the  Prince,  reaching  the  bell,  "  1 
will  not  meddle  with  your  pistoL  You  dare  not 
murder  me." 

"You  have  not  yet  wiped  out  the  blow  I  gave 
you,"  said  Horace  hoarsely. 

"  You  have  not  paid  me  yet,"  replied  the  Prince, 
sarcastically. 

"  Horace,"  said  Nadeshta,  seizing  the  arm  of  the 
Count,  whose  eyes  flashed  fire,  "  Horace  !  dear  Horace, 
do  no  murder ;"  and  then  she  added  with  a  sudden 
inspiration,  "  Horace !  Mattheus !  he  is  alone,  why  not 
seize  him,  bind  him,  destroy  that  document,  and  flyf 

With  the  speed  of  thought,  Horace  and  Mattheus 
flew  at  the  Prince  and  overpowered  him,  but  not  before 
he  had  time  to  utter  one  faint  cry  and  ring  the  bell 

At  this  sound  Dimitri,  who,  without  their  know- 
ledge, was  in  the  adjoining  room,  entered  the  apart- 
ment. When  he  saw  the  Prince  grasped  in  the 
powerful  arms  of  Mattheus,  who  placed  one  hand  on 
his  mouth  as  Horace  quitted  hold  of  his  throat,  be 
advanced  a  few  paces  to  his  rescue,  and  then  turned 
about  to  fly  for  succour ;  but  Nade^ta  had  locked  the 
door  behind  him,  and  with  flashing  eye  and  dilating 
nostril,  and  lips  that  without  utterance  spoke  her  deter- 
mination, presented  at  his  head  one  of  the  Count's 
pistols.  She  looked  the  image  of  the  Judith  in  the 
beautiful  French  engraving,  where  Judith,  mther 
Arabian  than  Hebrew  in  character  and  outUnep  dnws 
the  sword  of  the  sleeping  Assyrian. 
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Count  Horace,  having  torn  a  curtain  to  shreds,  pro- 
eeded  to  bind  and  gag  the  Prince  securely,  and  then 
erformed  the  same  operation  by  Dimitri,  who,  dis- 
idined  to  fire-arms,  and  fascinated  by  the  pistol  on 
rhich  his  eyes  were  riveted,  oflfered  no  resist- 
nce. 

All  this  had  taken  place  without  a  word  being 
poken. 

"  Now,"  said  Coimt  Horace,  "  let  us  take  counsd 
low  to  act ;  with  a  little  good  fortune  we  may  yet 
>e  saved ;  for  he  himself  has  pointed  out  the  way." 

The  result  of  this  deliberation  was  the  conviction, 
that,  if  they  could  so  contrive  that  the  Prince  should 
act  for  some  hours  be  discovered  by  his  domestics, 
there  were  only  two  circumstances  which  could  prevent 
their  escaping  fi-om  the  empire;  the  first,  if  the 
Prince  had  not  spoken  truly  in  saying,  that  no  counter 
order  had  yet  reached  the  governor  ofKalouga ;  the 
second,  in  case  the  Duchess  of  Lowicz — alarmed  by  the 
Grand  Duke's  angrily  rescinding  the  order  which  had 
been  extorted  fi'om  him — should  have  neglected  to 
prepare,  or  have  failed  to  provide  for  their  flight  from 
St  Petersburg ; — and  yet,  once  in  the  capital,  even 
there  all  was  not  hopeless. 

"  See !"  said  Mattheus,  addressing  the  Prince,  who 
could  hear  though  he  could  not  speak,  "  see !  how, 
by  a  singular  retribution,  the  very  cruelty  which  thou 
didst  practise,  Ivan  Ivanovitch,  furnishes,  6rom  its 
minut^t  details,  weapons  wherewith  to  baffle  thee. 
Cruel  son  of  a  generous  father !  thou  didst  think 
to  break  my  heart  by  imposing  on  me  menial  offices : 
and  so  it  hi^pens  now,  that  when  I  give  orders  to 
thy  people  not  to  disturb  thee  tiU  momingi  it  will  ex- 
cite no  suspicion  or  surprise." 
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It  was  then  agreed  that,  having  given  these  m- 
structionSy  and  brought  in  tea,  Mattheitt  should 
order,  in  his  master's  name,  a  sledge  to  be  harnessed 
with  the  fleetest  horses,  to  convey  the  Count  imme- 
diately to  the  dty.  This  sledge  Mattheus  was  to 
drive  himself.  Nadeshta,  stealing  out,  was  to  meet 
them  where  the  (Toss-road  joins  the  highway. 

The  two  captives  bemg  then  secured  afresh,  so  as 
to  render  the  loosening  their  bonds  impossible  without 
assistance,  and  all  necessary  precautions  bang  taken, 
they  prepared  to  leave  him. 

"  Prince  Isaakoff  1"  said  Nadeshta, "  she,  whom  un- 
offending thou  wouldst  have  given  over  to  shame  and 
ruin,  bids  thee  &rewell ;  she  does  not  curse  thee  for 
what  thou  didst  intend  to  her ;  but  she  teUs  thee  m 
parting,  that  the  prayers  of  thy  forty  thousand  slaves, 
when  they  rise  up  like  the  dew  of  earth  to  Heaven, 
accumulate  there  into  one  stupendous  curse,  which, 
like  the  thimder-doud,  will  burst  upon  thy  head !" 

"  Ivan  Ivanovitch  I"  said  Mattheus,  "  he  whom 
thou  hast  so  provoked,  aggrieved,  and  persecuted, 
wishes  thee  farewell  for  ever ;  he  whom  thou  didst 
doom  to  play  the  Caryatide,  wishes,  for  thy  departed 
father's  sake,  that  thou  mayest  fare  better  than  thou 
deservest  I" 

"Ivan  Ivanovitch,  Prince  Isaakoff T  said  Count 
Horace,  "  foul  blot  on  the  face  of  humanity ! — ^vile 
stain  to  the  order  which  your  name  disgracdt  I  bid 
you  ferewell  I  But  I  leave  you  three  memeotoea  of 
the  past:  one  is,  the  recollection  of  the  blow  un- 
avenged wherewith  I  smote  your  cheek ;  the  other  is 
this  document,  which  I  place  upon  your  very  bosom, 
although  you  cannot  use  it  till  too  late ;  the  third,  is 
this  little  half  of  an  ivory  loaded  die,  wherewith  I  ndeem 
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the  gaming  score  you  hold  against  me ;  the  other  half 
[  keep  as  my  quittance  and  the  proof  of  your  infamy 
to  the  world  at  large.     Farewell  !'* 

The  Prince  made  a  violent  effort  in  his  bonds ;  and 
then,  convinced  of  its  futility,  he  was  motionless, 
dosing  the  thin,  blue  tinted  lids  over  his  eyes,  whose 
lead-l^e  orbs  seemed  kindling  with  a  spark  of  bai&ed, 
self-consuming  hatred. 

They  locked  all  the  massive  double  doors  of  the 
whole  suite  of  rooms,  taking  with  them  the  keys ; 
and  then,  about  half  an  hour  afterwards,  Mattheus 
drove  out  the  Count,  and  took  up  Nadeshta  at  the 
cross-road. 
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CHAPTER  XXII. 

But,  just  as  Nadeshta  was  seated  In  the  sledge, 
just  as  her  brother  was  about  to  give  the  rein  to  the 
snorting  horses,  a  man  stepped  forward  from  the 
road-side,  and  seized  them  by  the  head  with  a  vehe- 
ment oath. 

It  was  the  old  Starost. 

"  Back  ! — ^back !"  he  said  ;  and  drawing  his  axe 
from  his  girdle,  prepared  to  cut  the  traces. 

"  What  art  thou  doing  ?"  said  Nadeshta.  "  Desist ! 
It  is  I." 

"  I  know  thee  well,"  replied  the  old  man,  doggedly. 
"  Woman  of  the  beauteous  brow,  of  the  bold  heart, 
of  the  strong  arm  and  head !  Slave,  who  woukbt 
leave  behind  thy  fellow-slaves,  I  have  thwarted  thee 
once.  /  gave  information  to  the  Prince  of  the 
Coimt's  design  when  he  sent  his  servant  to  St  Peten- 
bui^r 

"  What  1  —  thou  didst  betray  us  !  Thou  art  mad !" 
said  Mattheus,  jumping  out. 

''  Father!"  said  Nadeshta, ''  thou  wouldst  not  surety 
injiu^  us  ?     Loose  thy  hold." 

"  No,  no  I"  replied  the  Starost,  '^  thou  passest  not 
onward.  I  have  a  kind  of  love  for  thee  whilst  heie; 
but,  like  the  danmed,  I  will  not  suffer  alone !" 
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"  Stand  back,  old  man !"  said  Horace,  "  or  I  will 
s-end  a  ball  through  your  mad  brain  1" 

"Do! — it  will  rouse  all  the  domestics!"  replied 
"the  Starost,  still  endeavouring  to  cut  the  traces,  which 
910W  hanging  loose,  could  not  easily  be  severed  by  a 
l>low. 

"  Father,  let  go !"  said  Mattheus,  "  or  be  your 
l>lood  on  your  own  head !" 

"  I  can  defend  it,"  replied  the  old  man,  brandish- 
ing his  axe  fiercely ;  but  Mattheus  closed  with  him. 
The  struggle  was  violent,  but  brief:  the  murderous 
ipireapon  was  wrenched  from  the  Starost's  hand ;  and 
his  young  and  powerful  assailant  struck  him  with  the 
blunt  side  a  blow  upon  the  skull,  which  felled  him  like 
an  ox. 

"  You  have  not  killed  him,  brother ! "  said 
Nadeshta. 

"  I  do  not  know,"  replied  Mattheus ;  "  let  us  drive 
on — ^not  over  him !" 

Horace,  who  had  gathered  up  the  reins  when 
Mattheus  alighted,  now  drove  on  at  a  pace  so  terrific, 
that  no  farther  aUusion  could  be  made  to  this  acci- 
dent. Before  reaching  Kalouga,  one  horse  dropped 
dead ;  it  was  detached ;  and  stiU  the  sledge  flew  on 
with  the  same  wild  speed. 

Their  reception  by  the  governor  of  Kalouga  was  of 
such  vital  importance,  they  were  drawing  so  near  to 
the  crisis  of  their  fate,  that  not  a  syllable  passed  their 
lips.  The  city  was  reached,  and  Mattheus,  who  had 
re-assumed  the  reins,  drove  to  the  governor's  residence, 
where  the  Coimt  alighted — Blanche  and  her  brother 
awaiting  in  an  agony  of  suspense  without. 

After  nearly  half  an  hour's  delay,  Horace  rejoined 
them.     "  It  is   all  right,  let  us  proceed" — ^but  the 
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jaded  horses  after  this  hall 
so  stiff  that  they  could  no 
ger  had  however  been  dis 
for  a  fresh  team,  which  soi 
their  journey  full  of  hope. 

Post  after  post,  hour  af 
threats  and  gold  gave  the 
that  perhaps  their  safety  d 
few  hours  which  they  had 
and  love,  and  freedom  we 
inspired  them  not  only  wi 
fatigues  of  their  rapid  flig 
patient  even  at  all  unavoic 

Two  days  and  two  nigl 
upon  the  road,  when  towa 
through  a  forest.  The  fit)s 
themselves  so  closely  in  th 
eyes,  nose,  and  mouth  ex] 
in  icicles  upon  the  soft  sa 
upon  the  long  beard  of  th 

The  driver,  kept  in  aw< 
which  Horace  had  obtai] 
stimulated  alike  by  the  hi 
by  his  wish  to  get  out  of  t 
on  his  horses  with  utter 
his  master,  when  they  das 
man  being  seated  by  the  i 

"  Stop !  stop  1  stop  I" 
wayf^er  will  perish." 

''  Dear  Nadeshta  !  we 
single  hour,"  said  Horace. 

'' Alas  r  said  Mattheus 
ries,  but  we  have  no  time 
nate.  Drive  on." 
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"  No,  stop,"  said  Nadeshta,  "  I  will  not  go  on :  it  is 
k  woman — the  poor  creature  will  perish  in  this  bitter 
rosty  if  she  sits  there  only  for  a  few  minutes  longer — 
>erhaps  she  is  already  frozen." 

Mattheus  stepped  out  and  approached  the  figure, 
vhose  sex,  thus  huddled  together  and  muffled  in  its 
iheepskin  was  not  at  first  discernible,  although  on 
loser  examination  he  disoovered  that  it  was  a  woman 
ilready  half  stupified  by  the  cold. 

^'Come!  comel  matushka^^'  (mother)  said  he  in  Russ. 

She  did  not  answer,  though  she  moved. 

"  Come,"  continued  Mattheus,  endeavouring  to 
raise  her,  when  to  his  utter  amazement,  she  exclaimed 
iQ  English : 

"  No,  not  my  child — ^you  shall  not  take  my  child ; 
the  mad  woman  has  relinquished  her  hold,  and  the  wolf 
shrunk  back." 

**  Good  God  I"  said  Mattheus,  drawing  aside  the 
garment  which  covered  her  head,  and  embracing  his 
wife  as  he  recognised  her.  *'  Good  God !  my  Blanche, 
is  it  you  ?" 

"  Mattheus  !  Mattheus  !  my  own  Mattheus  !"  said 
Blanche,  "  Oh  !  warm  our  babe,  it  is  so  cold" — and 
then,  overpowered  by  hunger,  weakness  and  emo- 
tion, she  sank  insensible.  By  this  time  Horace  and 
Nadeshta  were  by  her  side. 

"  My  child — my  child !  on  whom  its  fether's  eyes 
have  never  yet  lighted,"  said  Mattheus,  and  fi*om  the 
mother's  bosom  he  drew  forth  his  first-bom,  to  gaze 
upon  it  with  a  father's  pride :  but  alas,  life  had  been 
long — perhaps  many  days— -extinct ;  the  little  thing 
was  stiff,  and  stark,  and  cold;  its  once  tender  limbs  felt 
stony  as  the  ice  into  which  its  young  blood  was  cur- 
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died  ;  and  its  blue  and  tiny  lips  seemed  frozen  bio 
a  livid  smile.  The  last,  the  very  last  offshoot  of 
the  once  illustrious  house  of  Mortimer  had  perishf^d  o( 
cold  and  misery,  by  the  road  side,  for  want  of  a  shdter 

in  which  to  lay  its  houseless  head. 

*  *  *  •  t 

"  I  always  told  you  so/'  said  Mattheus,  whose  wife 
had  been  lifted  into  the  sledge ;  ^'  thus  the  cune 
works  on  our  predestined  race !  How  dared  I  ever 
hope  the  contrary— worm  as  I  was — ^to  think  that  the 
immutable  decrees  of  fate  should  beqd  to  my  mean 
personality!  Oh  no,  we  cannot  shun  the  destby  p^ 
ordained  tens  of  centuries  back.  Nadeshta,  may'st 
thou  escape  the  doom  which  I  perpetuate ;  and  as  for 
her  she  is  not  of  our  blood.  I  have  just  seen  thee 
kissing  her  cold  cheek  with  the  affection  of  a  sister; 
and  so,  Nadeshta,  remembering  how  in  thy 
thoughts  thou  hast  wronged  this  noble  womaih- 
thou  wilt  be  kind  to  her  and  foster  her :  let  me  hear 
thee  say  thou  wilt  before  we  part." 

"Before  we  parti"  replied  Nadeshta — "you  are 
dreaming,  brother." 

"A  dream  that  knows  no  waking  then:  our  &tes  like 
two  diverging  lines  now  clearly  separate,  never  to  mcft 
again  except  in  Heaven.  Our  passport  is  but  for  three : 
now  that  Blanche  is  with  us,  I  should  make  a  fourth.  I 
know  the  jealous  vigilance  of  the  authorities.  I  know 
too  well  that  to  accompany  you  would  bring  detectkn 
and  heap  ruin  on  you  all.  God  bless  you,  my  food 
sister — God  bless  you,  noble  brother.  God  bless  you, 
my  poor  Blanche.  Dead  as  my  last  words  fiJl  on  your 
unconscious  ear;  insensible  as  are  your  cold  fips 
to    my    kisses  — •  God  give    you  coDSolstioD  and 
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getfulness !  Blanche,  Nadeshta,  Horace !  fare  you 
U !" 

"  This  cannot  be,"  said  Horace,  "  you  cannot  quit 
thus : — ^we  cannot  leave  you  to  fall  afresh  into  ybur 
ant's  hands." 

"  No,"  said  Mattheus,  "  that  trial  will  be  spared 
!  now.  I  shall  take  to  the  wild  woods.  I  shall 
ite  with  the  fox,  the  wolf,  and  the  bear.-  I 
dl  trust  to  the  mercies  of  the  elements  :  I  shall 
u*  with  me  my  child  till  the  spring  comes,  and  I 
[1  biuy  it  then  far  in  the  wilderness,  for  now  the 
Ives  would  dig  it  up.  The  cruel  frost  which  has 
Dped  it  in  the  bud  will  keep  it  from  decay  for  me 
gaze  upon,  and  I  will  bury  it  when  flowers  are 
ringing.  So  once  more,  fare  you  well  I" 
And  so  saying,  Mattheus  waved  his  hand, 
d,  plunging  into  the  thicket  with  his  first-bom, 
Dished  amid  the  low  serried  branches  of  the  white 

"  Oh  my  brother !  my  brother,  he  shall  not  go 
ine !"  said  Nadeshta,  with  an  effort  to  follow  him  ; 
t  Horace  held  her  firmly,  imploring,  intreat- 
j,  and  endeavouring  to  bring  her  back  to  reason  ; 
[  in  fact  it  became  so  obvious  that  any  attempt  to 
low  him  in  the  boundless  forest  could  only  lead  to 
eir  own  destruction  without  availing  him,  that  the 
)unt  was  at  last  enabled  to  proceed  with  the  two 
>men : — the  one  in  a  state  of  distraction,  the  other 
insensibility. 


Two  months,  to  the  very  day,  afler  this  harrowing 
ene,  Nadeshta,  who  had  been  already  married  in 
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England,  to  avoid  the  interminahle  fonnalities  of  the 
Napoleon  code — ^which  renders  marriage  more  difficult 
thsoi  divorce — was  again  miited  at  his  own  deare  to 
the  Count  de  Montressan  in  the  old  diapd  of  hk 
ancestral  manor-house  in  Britanny ;  and,  the  c^renKmy 
over,  husband  and  wife  went  to  watch  by  the  bei 
side  of  the  convalesoent  Blanche. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII. 

Nearly  two  years  have  ela)>sed  since  the  escape  of 
Blanche  and  Nadeshta  from  the  power  of  the  Prince. 

Already  all  his  estates  have  been  sold  excepting 
those  in  the  govonment  of  Kalouga,  for  he  has  pre- 
ferred selling  his  slaves  and  property  outright  to 
pledging  them  to  the  crown,  fully  aware  that  in  that 
case  they  are  equally  lost,  being,  from  one  cause  or 
other,  scarcely  ever  redeemed. 

By  a  trait  which  would  appear  strange  and  anoma- 
lous in  other  nations,  but  which  is  characteristic 
enough  of  the  higher  order  of  Russians,  the  Prince 
Isaakoff  urged  by  an  irresistible  impulse — ^with  a  cool 
head  and  with  his  eyes  open — has  plunged  into  a  course 
of  boundless  and  ruinous  extravagance.  Profuse  with- 
out generosity,  and  magnificent  mthout  dignity, 
lavishing  millions  whilst  still  mean  in  trifles;  he 
clearly  foresaw  and  yet  by  a  strange  fascination  could 
not  shun  this  reckless  dissipation  of  his  once  ocdossal 
fortune.  Like  those  gamesters,  who,  aware  of  all  the 
chances  in  favour  of  the  tables,  of  the  advantages  of 
its  8iq)erior  capital,  and  without  any  illusive  confidence 
in  their  own  luck,  are  still  fescinated  to  play  without  a 
hope  of  eventual  success. 

Now^  although  the  estate  of  the  Bialoe-Darevnia 
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which  he  still  possessed  was  unmortgaged,  his  necessities 
had  caused  him  long  since  to  neglect  all  prudence  in 
extracting  from  it  all  that  could  momentarily  be 
squeezed  out  of  his  peasantry  to  supply  the  engendes 
of  the  moment ;  and  as  a  most  fitting  instrument  fc^ 
this  purpose  he  still  retained  Johann  Sauer  in  his 
employment.  As  the  misanthropic  old  Starost  had 
prophesied  from  his  keen  observation  alike  of  men  and 
of  the  rotation  of  the  seasons,  the  harvest  failed,  just 
when  everything  was  shaven  closely  firom  the  surbce 
of  the  land,  reducing  the  estate  to  the  condition  of 
one  or  two  which  happened  to  adjoin  it. 

Some  hundred  thousand  slaves,  amongst  them 
the  ten  thousand  of  the  Bialoe  Darevnia,  were  fiunine- 
stricken  :  the  other  owners  had  already  «nortgaged 
them,  and  like  Isaakoff  (who  still  resolutely  refused  to 
do  so,)  were  unwilling  or  unable  to  raise  any 
immediate  fund  for  their  relief.  The  winter  passed, 
but  with  the  spring  disease  and  hunger  began  to 
decimate  and  render  desperate  this  unhappy  pc^- 
lation. 

A  wretched  crowd  battled  eagerly  for  the  garbage 
thrown  out  fi*om  the  dwelling  of  the  sleek  Jcdiann 
Sauer,  notwithstanding  all  the  dread  which  his  now 
unbridled  rapacity  and  severity  inspired.  His  com- 
fortable stacks  of  com  rose  round  the  fium-yard,  his 
cattle  lowed,  his  poultry  cackled  within  it ;  he  was  ridi 
and  well  to  do  in  the  world,  and  he  had  established 
on  the  estate  itself,  a  manufactory  for  the  ftbiieaticm 
of  beet-root  sugar. 

Bob  Bridle,  left  behind  by  Count  Horaoe,  had 
sought  out  the  Prince,  a  step  which  wiU  be  at  onoe 
accounted  for  by  the  fiict  that  the  grey  horse  Lacifer 
had  been  tacitly  confiscated  by  the  latter,  and,  as  he  wai 
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found  utterly  unmanageable,  the  services  of  Bob  had 
been  eagerly  secured :  he  had  trained  him,  and  ridden 
him,  and  won  with  him  at  Moscow,  and  he  was 
now  settled  with  him  for  the  winter  in  the  village  of 
Bialoe-Darevnia. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  aflfection  which  had 
grown  up  betwbct  the  fiery  stallion  and  his  groom. 
Hie  loose  box  which  Lucifer  inhabited  formed  an 
anteroom  to  Bob's  own  apartment.  The  walls 
were  whitewashed,  and  it  was  neatly  paved,  cleanly 
swept,  and  kept  warm  by  the  same  stove  as  Bob's 
own  chamber,  indeed,  it  only  differed  fix)m  it  in  being 
boarded,  furnished  with  a  bed  and  chest  of  drawers, 
and  ornamented  with  a  print  of  the  last  winner  of  the 
Derby  before  Bob  had  quitted  the  turf,  mounted  by 
the  jockey  who  had  ridden  him — a  work  of  art  which, 
from  the  care  he  took  of  it,  the  Russians  mistook  for 
the  image  of  his  patron  saint. 

Wlien  a  distinction  is  made  between  the  apart- 
ments of  Bob  and  his  horse,  it  must  be  explained  that 
it  existed  more  in  form  than  in  reality  ;  for,  long  before 
daylight  in  the  winter,  Lucifer  used  to  make  his  way 
into  the  groom's  bed-chamber,  sometimes  playfully 
lifting  the  bed-clothes  with  his  teeth,  and  sometimes 
touching  his  cheek  with  his  black  muzzle  till  he  had 
awakened  him ;  and  then  on  the  other  hand  Bob 
spent  a  large  portion  of  his  leisure  in  the  horse's  stall, 
seated  on  a  barrel  placed  next  the  stove  to  keep  the 
water  thawed,  and  which  he  had  painted  pea-green, 
tastily  picking  out  the  hoops  with  white.  Here  he 
either  polished  the  bits,  or  stirrup  irons,  or  perused 
his  bible,  or  peered  with  avidity  into  the  racing  calen- 
dar, of  which  he  had  added  a  few  volumes  to  his 
library. 
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The  upper  half  of  the  stahle  door,  on  which  Ludfier's 
racing  pkites  had  been  nailed,  was  open ;  he  had  been 
properly  attended  to,  and,  this  operation  perfonned, 
Bob  had  prepared  his  own  breakfast  consisting  of  tea 
and  toast.  Using  the  green  cask  as  a  table,  he  had 
spread  on  it  a  snow-white  napkin  and  drawn  a  chair 
beside  it.  The  grey  horse's  head  intruded  inquirin^j 
over  his  shoulder  as  the  groom  raised  to  his  mouth 
the  tea,  which  he  had  poured  out  into  a  saucer. 

''  Now  then !"  said  Bob,  "  now  then,  Lucy !  do  kt 
other  folks  have  their  breakfast,  you've  haid  youm 
I'll  put  that  ere  head  into  a  bag  if  you  don't  teke  h 
away ;  don't  you  see  that  the  sugar  basin  is  covered, 
and  you  can't  get  it  into  the  milkpot,  though  I'm 
agreeable  to  admit  that  it  w  a  small  head,  and  as  weB 
set  on  as  a  horse's  need  be." 

Lucifer,  thus  spoken  to,  whinnied  an  answer,  rub- 
bing his  muzzle  gently  against  Bob's  cheek,  and  then 
smdling  the  plate  of  toast 

"  Now  then  !  do  you  want  to  put  your  nose  too 
near  the  Sammy  what's-o-name,"  continued  Bob, 
alluding  to  the  Samovar^  ot  tea-urn,  ''  and  spill  the 
tea  over  my  leathers  as  you  did  yesterday  ?  No,  doa't 
meddle  with  that  plate,  I  never  beared  of  a  horse 
being  cocked  up  with  such  dainties  as  buttered  totft 
'specially  when  he  gets  the  best  of  oats,  beans,  and, 
carrots,  and  so  many  poor  creatures  of  ChristiaDS, 
which  they  calls  theiredves,  is  glad  to  pidc  the 
leavins  off  the  dunghilL  Come,  let  me  have  my 
break&st,  you  always  gets  your  feed,  full  measoied 
and  carduUy  sifted,  and  I  havn't  had  a  moroin's 
belly-fuli  these  three  weeks." 

And  it  was  true  that,  every  moroing,  the 
hungry  children  who  looked  in  wistfully  had  enatod 
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such  pity  in  Bob's  breast  that  he  divided  the  best 
part  of  his  break&st  between  them,  always  protesting 
that  ''he  wished  the  young  shavers  would  go  and 
stare  Johann  out  of  his  appetite  instead  of  him/' 
and  inquiring  whether  they  thought  he  was  to  feed 
the  whole  vQlage  and  have  his  own  break&st  out  of 
that  ere  plate  of  toast  ? 

"  It's  a  blessin,"  continued  Bob,  looking  at  Lucifer 
to  whom  the 'best  part  of  his  conversation  was 
generally  addressed,  ^'  it's  a  blessin'  that  they  havn't 
thought  of  me  this  morning,  though,"  he  added  after 
a  mom^it's  reflection,  ''poor  things,  perhaps  some  on 
'em  is  laid  by  the  heeds  with  himger,"  and  so  saying 
he  compassionately  laid  aside  on  a  shelf  all  the 
renuunder  of  his  loaf. 

Now  the  reason  why  no  one  had  come  that  morn- 
ing to  Bob  Bridle's  door  was,  that  it  was^  a  day  of 
terror  in  the  village.  During  the  night  a  daring  band 
of  desperadoes,  ravenous  with  hunger,  not  contented, 
as  Johann  said,  with  the  refuse  of  the  beet-root  (after 
the  sugar  had  been  extracted  from  it)  which  he  regu- 
larly distributed  amongst  them,  had  actually  dug  into 
the  deep  pit  in  which  the  roots  were  stored  to  keep 
them  from  the  frost.  When  the  tardy  daylight  dawned, 
Johann  discovered  the  ground  not  only  strewed  with 
the  remains  of  roots  on  which  the  famished  wretches 
had  assuaged  their  appetite,  but  many  tons  deposited 
in  the  same  place  frost-bitten  and  destroyed. 

His  rage  knew  no  bounds.  As  for  his  wife,  she 
even  allowed  this  event  to  derange  the  immutable 
course  of  her  household  economy.  The  making  up 
the  ley  for  the  great  wash  was  postponed,  and  the 
bleeding  of  the  pigs  was  deferred,  for  this  thrifty 
numager,  of  whom  Bob  observed,  "  that  she  would 


272  THE   WHITE    SLATE. 

squeeze  milk  out  of  a  flint,  and  pick  the  kemd  out  o( 
a  paving-stone"  —  had  accustomed  these  hapkss 
aniTTiftls  to  the  operation  every  ten  days  for  a  month 
or  two  preceding  their  being  convei^ed  into  pork; 
thus  drawing  the  blood  regularly  as  a  cow  is  milked 
to  make  black  puddings,  a  preceding  which  had  the 
further  advantage  of  rendering  the  swine  dropsical,  in 
which  condition  they  were  ^ughtered,  frozen,  and 
sent  to  market,  where  they  sold  by  wifeight. 

All  the  efforts  of  Johann  to  discover  the  guilt)' 
parties  failed.  There  was  no  indication  by  which  to 
trace  them,  excepting  a  single  distinct  footprint  on 
the  snow,  but  this  footprint  was  of  veij^  ordinary 
dimensions,  so  that  more  than  eighty  adult  males 
were  discovered  in  the  manor  village  of  whose  tread 
it  might  alike  have  been  the  impress. 

"  You  will  keep  them  apart,"  said  Johann  to  the 
Starost,  "  for  to-morrow  I  expect  both  my  brother 
Dietrich  and  the  Captain  Ispravuick.  You  are  right, 
you  are  always  right,  Batushka  (father),  I  am  too 
lenient  with  them.  An  example  must  be  made,  or 
we  shall  have  them  in  open  rebellion." 

The  old  Starost  grinned  savagely,  as  he  alwaj-s  did 
at  the  prospect  of  any  additional  severity. 

"  Oh,  your  blagarodie's  brother  comes  to-morrow  ?" 

"  Yes,"  replied  Johann,  "  we  have  nothing  to  feed 
these  rogues  with  yet,  and  when  we  have — if  we 
procure  anything — they  shall  have  nothing  in  this 
village  till  the  refuse  of  the  beetroot  is  eaten.  Now 
Dietrich  will  take  off  our  hands  by  contract  a  hun- 
dred and  eighty,  and  I  am  sure  all  the  sick  and 
decrepid  will  never  recover  in  such  an  un&vouraUe 
season.  So  better  let  him  take  them  at  thirty 
roubles  a-pieoe,  or  even  at  half  for  his  manufiictoiy, 
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than  let  them  die  upon  our  hands  like  sheep  of  the 
rot.  Only  you  must  bear  in  mind  two  things — 
firstly  that  you  must  bring  out  all  the  sickUest 
portion  for  him  to  select  from,  for  we  shall  find 
him  dainty,  seeing  that  he  can  choose  in  the  villages 
round ;  and  secondly,  that  we  let  them  here  believe 
that  it  is  done  to  punish  that  barefaced  robbery. 
TTiey  don't  like  going  to  the  manufactory,  do  they 
even  now,  the  fools  ? 

"  They  don't  like  going  to  the  manufactory," 
relied  the  Starost. 

"  I  should  like  to  go  anywhere  if  I  was  fed  when 
starving,"  said  Johann. 

"  Your  blagarodie  is  wise,"  answered  the  Starost ; 
"  those  foolish  creatures  say,  those  who  sell  us  for 
twenty-five  roubles  know  that  there  is  not  much 
more  than  twenty-five  roubles'  worth  of  work  in  us  ; 
and  those  who  buy  us,  when  once  they  have  filled 
our  bellies  with  food,  will  not  wait  to  get  their  money 
slowly  out  of  us :  it  will  pay  them  best  to  work  us  to 
death,  and  buy  another  set.  But  then  what  is  that 
to  the  Oupravitel  ?  He  has  only  to  consider  whether 
it  is  advantageous  for  the  estate." 

Such  is  unhappily  the  system  on  which  many  of 
the  manufactories  in  the  empire  are  supplied  with 
labour.  Where  the  average  price  of  the  sound  slave 
is  £  1 2  or  £  1 5  or  £20,  sets  of  labourers — the  sick,  the 
consumptive,  the  decrepid — are  leased  out  for  an  in- 
definite period,  or  actually  sold  as  artisans,  for 
premiums  varying  from  twenty  to  fifty  shillings. 
The  condition  of  these  human  hells  furnishes  a  ter- 
rible answer  to  those,  who  cite  the  horrors  of  our  own 
workhouses  and  &ctories  to  palliate  the  condition  of 
the  Russian  serf. 
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A  few  hours  after  these  cruel  orders  had  been 
given  to  the  old  Starost,  Hans,  Dietrich's  son,  arrived 
alone.  Hans  had  been  established  in  Moscow  as  a 
dealer  in  comestibles^  an  occupation  more  congenial  to 
his  taste  than  any  other  upon  earthy  had  it  not  been, 
as  he  said,  for  the  sad  drawback  of  daily  parting  with 
80  many  dainties  to  his  customers.  He  was  little 
changed,  excepting  that  his  cheeks  were  more  rulH- 
cund  and  plump,  and  that  a  premature  abdominal 
rotundity  showed  that  he  was  still  as  much  as  e\*er 
given  to  gastronomic  indulgence. 

"  How  is  this,  Hans  ?"  said  the  father.  "  WTiere 
is  thy  unde  Dietrich  ?" 

"  He  would  remain  upon  the  road,"  replied  Hans. 
''  He  is  on  the  next  estate  with  the  Captain  Is- 
pravnik : — ^they  will  both  be  here  to  break&st  to- 
morrow," 

''  Dolt,  lout,  and  idiot,"  said  Johann,  *'  I  wrote  for 
thee  to  come  with  him  purposely,  that  he  should 
not  tarry  and  find  out  that  there  are  other  estates 
exactly  in  the  condition  of  our  own.  I  have  no 
partnership  with  thy  unde  Dietrich  now;  and  he 
would  have  driven  a  bargain  hard  enough,  without 
knowing  that  he  had  all  the  country  round  about  to 
pick  fix>m.  At  least,  thou  shouldst  not  have  left 
him." 

"  I  would  not,"  replied  Hans, "» if  I  had  not  known 
that  this  was  the  day  on  which  mother  sends  off  the 
black  puddings." 
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CHAPTER  XXIV. 

It  was  eleven  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Neither 
IKetrich  nor  the  Ispravnik  had  yet  arrived  ;  but 
breakfast  was  prepared,  and  two  distinct  bodies  of 
slaves  were  ranged  before  the  manor-house  —  the 
one  consisting  of  two  or  three  hundred  of  the  most 
emaciated,  ailing,  and  decrepid  villagers,  the  other  a 
promiscuous  crowd  of  adidt  men,  whose  soles  had 
matched  the  guilty  footprint. 

The  wretches  had  been  waiting  outside  for  a 
couple  of  hours,  till  Johann,  having  taken  his  coffee 
and  drawn  on  his  worsted  stockings,  carefully  warmed 
by  the  fire,  and  then  his  list  shoes  over  them,  and 
donned  his  shube,  so  that  it  snugly  concealed  all  but 
the  tip  of  his  nose,  walked  out  of  his  dwelling.  The 
old  Starost,  cap  in  hand,  preceded  him. 

"  Now,"  said  Johann,  turning  to  the  group,  which 
he  was  satisfied  contained  one  at  least  of  the  culprits, 
**  you  had  better  explain  to  them,  Batushka,  that  the 
Ispravnik,  with  some  of  his  people  is  expected  every 
miirate,  and  that,  unless  they  dutifiilly  point  out  to 
me  those  who  broke  into  the  store,  and  the  ring- 
leaders, they  win  every  one  be  unmerdfiiDy  punished, 
painful  as  such  a  proceeding  is  to  me." 

''  Master !"  said  the  Starost,  ^  here  is  a  man  con- 
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fesses  to  have   headed  the  plunderers.    Stand  for- 
ward !" 

A  tall,  gaunt,  and  yet  powerful  figure,  dad  in  a 
long-haired  horse-skin,  stepped  forth.  His  hair  was 
rugged  and  uncombed,  and  his  beard  and  whiskers 
not  only  of  unusual  length  and  thickness,  but  en- 
tangled and  matted  together,  and  hanging  in  ragged 
lengths,  as  we  see  the  fleece  of  mountain  sheep. 

"Who  is  he?  He  is  not  of  this  village?"  said 
Johann. 

"  He  is  not  of  this  village,"  repeated  the  Starost ; 
"  but  there  is  another  who  also  confesses  to  have  led 
the  thieves.     Stand  forward." 

A  red-haired  man,  with  a  malignant  blood-shot 
eye,  advanced  a  step. 

"  Well,"  said  Johann,  with  a  smile,  "  I  dare  say 
that  they  are  both  right.  We  will  make  an  example 
of  them  both." 

"  Yes,"  repeated  the  Starost ;  "  but  each  contends 
that  the  other  was  not  there ;  and  each  points  out  a 
different  set  of  accomplices.  Now,  if  you  should 
punish  those  who  were  not  present,  the  example  will 
be  lost ;  for  when  the  real  criminals  find  that  others 
have  suffered  for  their  transgression,  they  may  become 
further  emboldened  to  break  into  another  of  your 
nobility's  stores — perhaps  even  plunder  a  granaiy." 

"  That  is  true,"  said  Johann,  changing  colour  at 
the  bare  suggestion.  "  I  see  clearly  that  we  must 
punish  both  the  sets  denounced." 

"  One  moment,"  interrupted  the  Starost,  whose 
eyes  glistened  with  a  fierce  brightness,  "  I  w31  never 
interfere  on  the  side  of  mercy ;  but  since  one  of  these 
accusations  is  evidently  fsJse,  why  may  not  both  be 
so  ?  and  thus  the  guilty  will  still  escape.'' 
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"  It  IS  puzzling/'  said  Johann ;  "  the  matter  is 
becoming  serious.  I  have  many  thousand  roubles 
worth  of  com  and  roots,  my  private  property.  Truly, 
I  wish  Dietrich  were  arrived." 

"  You  are  so  wise  and  learned,"  said  the  Starost 

*•  Philosophy  and  mechanical  genius,"  replied  the 
steward,  gratified  at  this  unusual  compliment  from  the 
old  man's  sullen  lips, — "  philosophy  and  mechanical 
genius  do  not  always  assist  us  in  the  ordinary  walk 
of  life.  With  all  1  know — to  unravel  this  matter,  I 
wish  I  had  my  brother's  head." 

"  Dost  thou  ?"  said  the  Starost,  with  a  loud,  shrill, 
laugh  of  infernal  exultation,  repeating  aloud :  "  He 
wishes  for  his  brother's  head  /"  and  giving  at  the  same 
time  a  signal,  which  he  was  induced  for  its  frightful 
point  and  aptitude  to  make  prematurely,  the  red- 
haired  man  advanced  ;  and,  drawing  from  beneath 
his  sheepskin  a  heavy  ball,  rolled  it  up  to  the  feet  of 
the  steward. 

It  was  a  human  head,  defaced  and  livid,  with  the 
gore  coagulated  and  frozen  into  the  same  fixity  as 
die  hideous  expression  of  its  features — the  well  known 
features  of  Dietrich ! 

"  Harkye,  brethren  all,"  said  the  Starost,  "  here 
you  are  brought  up  like  oxen  to  the  slaughter-house, 
like  sheep  to  the  shambles ;  but  lo  !  the  axes  and 
the  knives  are  wrested  from  the  butcher's  hand  and 
placed  in  your  own.  Nine  villages  have  risen 
before  day-break :  they  are  roaring  in  the  flames." 

"  And  the  flames  are  being  quenched  in  blood," 
replied  the  red-haired  man  with  a  hiccup,  '^  though  the 
brandy  feeds  them.  I  have  driven  fourteen  versts — 
look  at  that  head;  I  cut  it  off!" 

''  Off  the  body  of  the  Niemitz,  who  came  to  buy 
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you,  like  overworked  horses  in  Moscow  for  1 
knacker,"  said  the  Starost ;  **  and  this  is  the  broti 
who  wished  to  sell  you," 

"  Rise ! — rise  I"  cx>ntinued  the  old  man  to  the  slai 
pushiDg  down  and  pkciog  his  hroad  foot  on  the  d 
of  the  affrighted  Johann,  who,  spt^echless  in  his  ten 
fdl  to  the  ground  without  a  struggle.  "  Rise  ye !  wli 
backs  smart — whose  bellies  are  griped  by  hunge 
who  are  doomed  to  the  maDufactory,  the  churchyi 
and  the  lash  1  Your  holiday  is  come  I  Death  to 
stranger  ! — death  to  the  Niemitz,  and  the  Oupravi 
and  the  Baron  !     Kill ! — bum ! — destrov  and  eat ! 

"  Hurrah  !  hurrah  !— Death  to  the  Niemitz  ; 
the  Baron  !     Blood  and  food  !"  shouted  the  slaves 

"  But  the  Captain  Ispravnik  .  .  •  .  I"  suggests 
timid  voice  from  the  crowd,  distinctly  audible,  aa 
simultaneous  cheer  was  hushed. 

"  The  Captain  Ispravnik's  head  is  gone  throi 
the  other  villages  !**  replied  the  Starost.  Ajid  t 
addressing  the  man  in  the  horse-skin :  "  Stand 
ward,  Mattvei  Mattveitch  !  Do  you  not  know  I 
brethren  ?''  he  knocked  him  down  with  a  blow  of 
axe  just  as  he  spoke  and  lied  in  the  Emperor's  na 
"  Long  live  the  Emperor  ! — ^for  that  blow  I  forj 
him  the  one  that  laid  me  low." 

'*  Yes,"  said  the  red-haired  man  with  some 
lousy,  "  he  fought,  but  he  has  more  of  the  sol 
than  the  Moujik,     He  has   no  heart  but  when 
blood  is  up,     /  cut  the  Ispmvnik's  throat  when 
people  were  down.     Come,  follow  me  f* 

"  Come,  follow  m  !"  said  the  Starost^  still  mira 
of  the  times  of  Pugatcheff,  and  judging  of  the  « 
dition  of  the  whole  country  by  his  own  immediate 
trieL     -^  Each  one  to  bk  taste ;  the  axe^  the  plotj 
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and  the  fire,  are  all  good  in  turns.  Blood,  food,  and 
brandy  first,  my  chfldren  ! — and  then  the  fight ;  for 
those  who  only  love  the  strife  I" 

"  Death,  death,  death,  to  the  Oupravitel !"  roared 
the  crowd. 

"  Death  to  the  Niemetz  and  his  seed !"  replied  the 
Starost ;  and  the  red-haired  Moujik,  leading  the  way, 
and  the  crowd  having  bound  the  stewwd,  rushed 
into  the  house  to  wreak  their  vengeance  on  its  other 
inmates. 

Mattheus  leaned  upon  his  axe  and  smiled  gloomily 
as  they  passed  him.  He  looked  on  as  he  would  on 
the  waters  of  a  torrent,  taking  no  more  part  to  aid 
or  check  its  fury. 

"  Riot  and  bloodshed !"  he  said ;  "  one  hour  of 
vengeance  to  interrupt  the  long  monotony  of  this 
fate :  then  death,  Siberia,  and  the  knout,  for  the  few 
— happy  alternatives  I  The  famine-stricken  will  eat 
ih&r  fill :  the  long-oppressed  will  glut  their  hatred : 
and  then  for  the  many,  the  common  curse  will  work 

on  again — the  long  curse  of  three  thousand  years !" 

***** 

We  will  draw  a  veil  over  the  bloody  saturnalia  of 
the  revolted  slaves.  It  was  the  common  history  of 
the  partial  rebellions  constantly  occurring  in  some 
part  or  other  of  the  Russian  empire — probibly  some- 
where whilst  you,  reader,  are  perusing  these  pages — 
where  the  peasantry,  only  rising  when  goaded  like  the 
overloaded  camel  to  a  state  of  rabid  desperation,  are 
animated  by  a  ferocity  usually  as  foreign  to  their 
nature  as  to  the  camel's,  but  which  nev^theless  dis- 
plays itself  in  acts  of  cruelty  that  would  startle  the 
red  Indian. 

It  is  worthy  of  remark,  that  this  same  Russian 
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peasantry,  in  its  ordinary,  or  what  may  be  termed  its 
normal  frame  of  mind  and  temper,  should  be,  with 
many  striking  faults,  gentle,  humane,  submissive,  and 
difficult  to  rouse  from  its  enduring  and  submissive 
apathy ;  whilst  the  peasantry  of  Poland,  compara- 
tively turbulent,  excitable,  and  prone  to  violence,  are 
humane  and  forgiving  when  the  struggle  is  over ;  and, 
easily  urged  to  plot,  and  threaten,  and  rebel,  have 
seldom  heart  to  strike  the  blow,  except  in  the  hot 
blood  of  actual  strife.  Nothing  but  the  most  ter- 
rible oppression  can  drive  the  Muscovite  to  incur  the 
dangers  of  resistance ;  but  when  once  he  is  urged 
thus  far,  there  is  no  imaginable  barbarity  which  he 
dreads  committing.  The  Pole,  ever  ready  to  draw  on 
his  head  the  penalties  of  rebellion,  shows  only  a  noble 
cowardice  in  striking  his  victim.  This  pleasiog 
trait  is  characterized  in  a  well-known  Polish  anec- 
dote. 

The  four  serfs  of  two  Polish  noblemen,  in  their 
cups,  canvassing  the  hardships  they  endure,  conspire 
against  their  lords,  and  resolve  to  murder  them  that 
night ;  they  fix  the  very  hour.  As  it  approaches,  one 
of  them  observes : 

''  After  all,  it  is  difficult  to  cut  the  throat  of  t 
man,  be  he  what  he  may,  whom  one  has  known  from 
one's  childhood ;  still  he  must  die,  so  suppose  that 
we  two  go  and  kill  your  lord,  and  you  ours  ?" 

"  We  were  just  thinking  the  same  thing,"  repb 
the  other  two ;  "  let  us  go."  And,  stimulating  their 
resolution  with  a  few  more  drams,  th^  each  depart 
upon  their  errand. 

But  the  first  speakers,  as  they  approach  the  dwel- 
ling of  their  oonorade's  lord,  consult  together,  aod 
say : 
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"  Who  is  it  we  are  going  to  sky  ? — a  man  we  do 
not  know — a  man  who  has  never  done  us  any  harm  ! 
It  is  impossible  to  kill  him  in  cold  blood ;"  and  they 
turn  back,  and  abandon  their  design. 

Meanwhile,  the  same  scruple  has  suggested  itself 
to  the  other  couple,  on  the  very  threshold  of  the 
doomed  man's  door ;  but,  to  put  an  end  to  their  irre- 
solution, the  bolder  of  the  two  knocks  at  once. 

" Come  in,  my  children  1"  said  the  lord,  "it  is  a 
cold  night ;  I  suppose  you  have  lost  your  way.  Warm 
yourselves  by  the  fire,  and  take  a  drop  of  some- 
thing." 

One  of  the  serfs  nudges  the  other,  and  whispers  : 

"  You  must  do  it,  I  can't." 

"  Nor  I,"  says  the  other.  "  One  can't  hurt  such 
a  man ;"  and,  with  a  profusion  of  bows,  the  two 
would-be  assassins,  dis^umed  by  a  kind  word,  take 
their  leave. 

Such  is  the  Polish  peasant,  but  not  the  Muscovite. 
Only  an  hour  has  passed ;  one  half  the  village  is  in 
flames.  Gorged  with  food,  and  stupified  with  brandy, 
many  of  the  rioters  lie  insensible  amidst  the  slaugh- 
tered cattle,  and  the  dissevered  and  still  palpitating 
limbs  and  mangled  bodies  of  the  steward,  his  wife 
and  daughter,  and  his  immediate  servants.  The 
famished  wretches,  in  the  madness  of  their  fury  and 
intoxication,  fire  the  long-coveted  stacks  and  granaries, 
which  in  burning  will  consume  or  crush  them.  But, 
in  the  midst  of  their  terrible  revelry,  in  which  the 
Starost  takes  no  present  part,  but  which  he  encou- 
rages, seated  on  a  cask,  with  a  reeking  knife  in  his 
red  hand,  a  shout  is  heard ;  some  distant  shots  follow, 
and  an  alarm  is  given  : 

''  The  Cossacks !— the  Cossacks !" 
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A  sudden  panic  sebees  the  crowd.  The  old  Starost, 
who  has  been  in  fact  resorting  to  a  stratagem,  now 
resumes  his  authority. 

''  Come,  my  children  I  let  us  seek  the  protectkn 
of  the  woods  and  of  the  deep  snow ;  let  us  make 
our  way  to  the  seven  villages,  and  join  our  brethren! 
they  have  musketry." 

The  old  man,  bkit  on  effecting  some  organizatkn, 
and  full  of  hopes  which  Mattheus  never  shared,  thus 
drew  after  him  the  whole  population  of  the  village 
from  the  scene  of  riot  and  murder,  leaving  only  ^ 
dead  and  their  drunken  companions,  and  the  sca^ered 

plunder  of  the  mansion-house  upon  the  field. 

*  *  *  *  ♦ 

All  was  now  silent  except  the  crackling  of  the 
flames ;  and  Bob  Bridle,  hitherto  shut  up  with 
Lucifer  in  the  stable — against  the  door  of  which  wag- 
gons and  logs  of  wood,  and  the  wreck  of  furniture 
had  been  piled — ^now  finding  the  coast  dear,  made  his 
way  out  of  the  window. 

The  whole  building,  excepting  the  extremity  of  this 
wing,  was  already  either  consumed  or  one  roaring 
furnace.  His  first  step  was  on  to  the  body  of  the 
red-haired  Moujik,  who  was  lying  quite  besotted,  with 
a  knife  in  one  hand,  a  bottle  in  the  other,  and  the 
head  of  Dietrich  still  beneath  his  arm. 

A  strange  outcry  met  his  ear :  the  door  of  the 
store-house  or  larder,  one  of  the  apartments  still  ud- 
consumed,  was  open ;  and  here,  as  he  cast  his  eyes 
about  him  for  an  axe,  he  discerned  Hans  mspeaitd 
by  the  heels,  although  his  arms  readied  the  ground 

Bob  Bridle  hastened  to  relieve  him.  He  had 
turned  fix>m  red  to  a  deep  purple  in  the  fiice,  but  was 
otherwise  uninjured     Whether  the  rioten  hid  fir- 
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g;otten  to  wreak  further  vengeance,  or  that  the  marked 
sympathy  which  he  had  evinced  for  their  condition 
bad  hitherto  saved  him ;  for  the  notion  of  thdu-  being 
bungry  had  touched  the  most  sensitive  chord  in  his 
bosom. 

''  Either  I  have  stretched,  or  the  rope  has,"  said 
Elans,  r^aining  his  legs,  "  for  my  head  was  three 
Teet  from  the  ground  at  first ;  a  pretty  way  to  settle 
one's  breakfast  1" 

'*  Come  r'  replied  the  groom,  not  displeased  to  see 
the  steward's  son  so  little  agitated ;  for  no  impression^ 
sven  of  fear,  could  be  immediately  produced  on  the 
unconqueraUe  dulness  of  Hans,  whose  understanding 
was,  besides,  still  in  the  position  from  which  his  body 
bad  just  been  relieved. 

•*  Come,  be  alive/' 

"  A  pretty  way  to  treat  one,"  continued  he,  "  when 
[  came  to  stay  for  a  week's  holiday." 

"  Ay,  they  will  treat  you  worse  if  you  don't  look 
sharp.  Come,  help  me  to  get  out  the  horse,  and  I 
mil  take  you  up  behind  me." 

But  all  Bob's  eloquence  could  not  persuade  the 
^outh  to  aid  him ; — ^the  larder  had  only  been  half 
plundered;  and  no  sooner  had  his  bewildered  ^es 
rested  on  the  scene  of  blood  and  ruin  before  him,  than 
they  reverted  to  the  strings  of  smoked  geese,  the 
hams,  and  ropes  of  onions.  Of  these  objects  alone, 
and  of  the  danger  that  menaced  them,  did  his  dis- 
turbed brain  seem  to  conceive  any  distinct  idea. 

The  smoke  was  already  banning  to  fill  the  stable, 
the  grey  horse  neighed  loudly  from  within,  and  the 
groom,  therefore,  fell  to  work  alone.  Nothing  could 
exceed  the  energy  with  which  he  exerted  himsdbf.  He 
deared  the  door — the  door  itself  was  giving  way 
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before  the  redoubled  blows  of  his  axe — ^when  the  rw 
of  the  rioters  was  again  heard.  Instead  of  the  Cos- 
sacks, a  furious  body  of  revolters  from  the  seven 
villages  had  just  joined  them,  and  they  returned  to  the 
scene  of  devastation  rendered  fiercer  by  their  reooit 
panic. 

Hans  was  seized,  just  as,  after  placing  in  safety  i 
large  portion  of  the  provisions,  he  was  in  the  act  of 
rolling  out  a  huge  cask  of  sauer-kraut  His  hands 
were  still  upon  the  edge  of  the  tub,  and  his  lips  were 
sententiously  and  mechanically  repeating  ''  Waste  not, 
want  not !"  when  his  heels  were  tripped  up,  and  be 
was  plunged  head  foremost  into  the  mess  of  fermented 
cabbage,  amidst  the  savage  laughter  of  the  pea- 
sants. 

"  Now  for  the  groom !  now  for  the  grey  horse ! 
now  for  the  Niemetz  who  gave  the  horse  £ur  oats 
whilst  our  children  hungered  !*' 

Bob  had  just  broken  through  the  door  —  he  had 
saddled  and  bridled  Lucifer,  and  donned  his  great- 
coat ;  he  had  secured  his  pipe,  his  Bible,  and  a  horse- 
cloth —  his  foot  was  almost  in  the  stirrup,  when  he 
was  seized,  knocked  down,  and  bound. 

Hark !"  said  Mattheus,  who  now  joined  them, 
'*  touch  him  not,  brethren !  be  just,  if  not  merdfiiL 
Which  of  you  has  he  ever  harmed  ?" 

"  Down,  down,  down  with  him  !"  replied  the  infu- 
riated mob. 

''Mattvei  Mattveitch,"  said  the  old  Starost, 
shrugging  his  shoulders,  '^  what  is  he  to  thee  or  me  f 
do  not  exasperate  them." 

''  Stand  back,"  said  Mattheus,  advandng  to  lAsm 
the  groom;  but  Mattheus  had  made  no  imposiog 
display  of  his  courage  to  acquire  infliwnfn  with  the 


THE   WHITE   SLAVE.  285 

rioters  of  his  own  village ; — ^he  had  not  even  taken 
part  in  their  violence  or  cruelty  to  place  his  zeal 
beyond  suspicion,  and  so  a  dozen  arms  were  raised  to 
resent  his  interference,  and  he  was  struck  senseless  to 
the  ground. 

"  Hark  ye !"  sjud  a  voice,  "  it  is  stale  to  hang,  or 
bum,  or  disembowel,  let  us  lash  him  to  the  heels  of  his 
own  grey  demon-horse,  and  start  the  horse  with  a 
wisp  of  lighted  straw  beneath  his  tail'' 

"  Hurrah  !"  replied  the  mob,  delighted  at  the  gro- 
tesquely barbarous  malice  of  the  proposition,  so  tho- 
roughly in  the  spirit  which  animates  these  jacqueries 
of  the  Russian  boors. 

"  Hurrah  V*  no  sootier  said  than  done.  Embol- 
dened by  liquor,  or  ignorant  of  the  stallion's  fierceness 
— ^with  axes,  poles,  and  ropes,  they  rush  into  his  box 
— ^but  a  loud,  terrific  scream  of  fury  from  the  angry 
animal  vibrates  above  the  din  of  this  strange  scene. 
Tearing  the  intruders  with  his  teeth,  and  battling 
with  his  forelegs  as  he  tramples  them  right  and  left, 
the  mighty  stmi  bounds  out  of  his  box  over  their 
prostrate  bodies. 

With  a  half  affrighted,  half  triumphant  neigh,  h^ 
gallops  round  amidst  the  flying  crowd,  his  black 
nostnls  dilatmg  into  red  transparency,  his  wild  eye 
flashing,  and  his  mane  and  tail  streaming  in  the 
breeze,  like  the  flames  which  now  blaze  lambently  in  it 
from  every  part  of  the  building. 

Whilst  this  is  passing,  a  hsdf-drunken  woman,  who 
has  been  gorging  her  two  infants  with  the  food  now 
wasting  and  trodden  under  foot,  approaches  Bob 
Bridle. 

"Niemetz,  or  no  Niemetz,"  says  she,  "no  one 
shall  harm  the  little  man  who  fed  my  babes  ;"  and 
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cutting  the  only  cord  that  bound  him,  she  bids  him 
stand  upon  his  feet. 

At  the  same  moment  Lucifer,  who,  scouring  wiUlf 
round,  had  h&m  ''scattering  his  enemieB,"  as  the 
author  of  God  save  the  Queen  expresses  it,  boundi 
playfully  up  to  his  master.  Bob  seizes  the  ran— hb 
foot  is  in  the  stirrup — he  leaps  into  the  saddle  in  a 
instant. 

"  Now  through  'em^  Lucy,  never  say  dk !"  and, 
pressing  his  heels  to  the  horse's  flank,  Bob  giDops 
resolutdy  through  the  densest  part  of  the  mob  which 
is  just  gathered  before  him,  upon  the  only  outkt  to 
the  high  road. 

Some  shots  are  fired,  the  blows  of  axes,  knives, 
and  dubs  rain  down  to  arrest  his  progress;— -but  the 
rider  and  the  horse  emerge  from  the  human  dood— 
and  then,  still  at  a  furious  gallop,  the  fugitive  responds 
to  the  savage  yell  of  disappointment  which  pursues 
him ;  but,  as  Bob  turns  to  utter  it,  he  sees  that  the 
blood  of  the  gallant  grey  is  flowing  &st,  as  wdl  as  his 

own. 

*       •     *  *  *  • 

When  the  Uradnik  of  the  Cossacks  with  his  de- 
tachment had  arrived  within  a  few  versts  of  the  first 
revolted  village,  they  discovered  Bob  Bridle,  r^nd- 
less  of  his  own  wound,  seated  by  the  road  side  with 
the  head  of  the  dead  Lucifer  upraised  upon  ha 
knees. 

'*Poor  Lucyl"  was  the  only  observation  whidi 
escaped  his  lips,  and  then  he  wiped  mechanically,  not 
the  two  small  tears — the  first  and  last  he  ever  shed— 
but  the  bloody  fi^th  which  oozed  from  the  stifoed 
tongue  of  the  lifdess  steed.  Tlie  gallant  rialfioOi 
without  slackening  in  his  speed,  had  iMtne  him  to  a 
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place  of  safety,  and  then,  choked  by  the  inward 
hsemorrhage,  he  suddenly  fell  down  upon  the  road  as 
if  shot  through  the  heart,  and  expired  in  full 
career. 

The  Cossacks  who,  from  their  long  habit  of  playing 
the  sheep-dog  and  the  hunting-hound,  have  no  feeling 
tat  the  miseries  of  the  human  victims  on  whose  trace 
thfi^  are  loosened,  all  shewed  their  rude  sympathy 
with  the  mute  but  significant  grief  of  the  fond  rider 
over  his  dead  horse. 

lliey  rode  on  without  troubling  him  with  unneces- 
sary questions,  and  many  a  rough  bony  hand  was 
stretched  out  to  pat  affectionately  the  lean  ewe-neck 
of  the  steed  which  the  passing  horseman  was  be^ 

striding. 

***** 

Beside  the  smoking  ruins  of  the  manor-house,  the 
Uradnik's  attention  was  attracted,  as  he  dismounted 
to  warm  himself  by  the  embers,  and  looked  coldly 
and  indifferently  on  the  mangled  limbs  and  corpses 
scattered  around,  by  the  cask  of  sauer-kraut  with  the 
feet  and  legs  of  Hans  still  sticking  out  of  it. 

**  Here,"  said  he,  pushing  Mattheus  with  his  foot, 
''  this  Mow,  too,  is  strong-built ;  set  him  apart  from 
the  rest  with  the  other  three  drunken  prisoners; — ^he 
will  make  a  guardsman." 
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CHAPTER  XXV. 

A  STRONG  corps  of  the  Russian  army  of  the  Ctu- 
casus  is  encamped  on  a  height  a  few  miles  south  of 
Anapa,  on  the  Notwash  coast.  This  half  of  the  Cir- 
cassian isthmus  adjoining  the  Black  Sea,  contains  the 
higher  range  of  the  Caucasus  inhabited  by  the  Tdier- 
kesses  and  the  Abazeks. 

A  range  of  forts  has  been  built  and  garrisoDed 
on  the  very  shore,  protected  and  supplied  by  the 
Russian  ships  of  war ;  but  they  have  never  even  suc- 
ceeded in  establishing  any  land  communicatioD 
between  one  and  the  other,  and  indeed  the  sole  ol^ 
of  this  occupation  has  been  to  prevent  the  moun- 
taineers from  receiving  foreign  succour. 

The  most  sanguine  of  the  Russian  gor^mors  and 
commanders  have  long  abandoned  all  notion  of  pene- 
trating into  these  mountains  by  force,  and  in  rea% 
despaired  of  effecting  by  policy  or  corruption  what 
they  cannot  by  the  sword,  at  least  tiD  the  western 
portion  of  the  Isthmus  is  subdued. 

There  are  several  reasons  for  this :  theTdiericesses, 
or  pure  Circassians,  and  the  Abazeks,  are  as  nnmeroui 
as  all  the  other  mongrel  people  inhabiting  the  mkidk 
and  west,  and  they  are  as  superior  to  them  in  oounige 
and  inteQect  as  in  personal  appearanoe. 


THE  WHITE   SLAVE.  289 

Terrible  defeats  have  always  followed  any  attempt 
to  penetrate  into  their  mountains ;  and  such  are  their 
shrewdness  and  patriotism  that  they  are  no  more  to 
be  bribed,  cajoled,  or  intimidated,  than  conquered.  At 
least  the  unremitting  efforts  of  the  Russians  during 
three  parts  of  a  century  have  failed  in  making  the 
slightest  progress  by  any  of  these  means. 

The  successes  of  the  Russian  arms  or  policy,  in 
Circassia,  which  we  often  read  of,  refer,  therefore, 
only  to  the  eastern  half;  and  even  here,  when  with 
incredible  pains-taking,  Russia  has  made  some  ad- 
vance, the  events  of  a  single  summer  have  always 
thrown  her  back  to  the  point  at  which  she  began  it 
some  five  or  six  years  preceding. 

The  General  commanding  in  this  instance  is  only  de- 
sirous of  reaching  the  next  fort  along  the  shore  with  as 
little  loss  as  possible ;  not  that  this  attempt  to  open  a 
oommimication  which  will  be  closed  the  moment  his 
army  has  passed,  can  produce  the  slightest  result ;  but 
then  it  will  tell  well  in  a  despatch  to  the  Emperor, 
and  if  the  Emperor  is  not  entirely  deceived  as  to  its 
insignificance,  it  will  figure  in  the  Prussian  State 
Gazette  and  the  Allgemeine  Zeitimg,  and  thence  go 
the  roimd  of  the  European  press. 

The  warlike  inhabitants  of  the  coast  who  pasture 
their  flocks  almost  within  reach  of  the  Russian 
cannon,  have  no  particular  interest  in  preventing  the 
cohunn  from  effecting  this  military  promenade,  though 
they  lose  no  opportunity  of  harassing  these  enemies 
who  usually  keep  so  securely  within  their  walls,  pro- 
tected by  their  redoubted  artillery  and  abundant  am- 
munition. 

The  people  of  this  coast  are  the  most  daring  in  the 
^hde  world-^-the  most  skilful  m  the  use  of  ams-^ 

VOL.  m.  o 
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the  Russians  possessing,  perhaps,  as  little  individual 
courage — as  awkward  in  use  of  weapons — as  any  raee 
existing ;  it  is,  therefore,  not  to  be  wondered  di  that 
an  utter  discouragement  pervades  the  anny,  and  that 
the  contempt  of  these  fearless  mountaineers  for  their 
invaders  incredibly  increases  their  hardihood. 

They  dread  the  Russian  grape  and  volleys ;  but  Gut 
Russian  once  isolated,  or  brought  to  dose  quarters 
with  the  Tcherkess,  dreams  no  more  of  resistanoe 
than  if  naked  in  the  clutches  of  the  tiger. 

The  Russian  column  has  halted  on  a  hill,  but  it 
has  sent  out  a  dose  line  of  skirmishers — so  numerous 
that  they  can  almost  join  hands — and  yet  it  is  onh 
here  and  there  that,  behind  a  rock  or  knoll,  a  few 
straggling  natives  take  an  occasional  aim,  always  with 
deadly  effect,  in  answer  to  the  incessant  fire  of  the 
Russian  line. 

One  of  these  skirmishers  has  unbuttoned  his 
coarse  great  coat,  for  in  the  Caucasian  campaign 
carte  blanche  is  now  allowed  for  any  infringement  of 
the  regulation,  though  General  Y^moloff  was  dis- 
graced for  having  ventured  upon  it. 

''  So,"  quoth  the  soldier,  pausing  to  breathe,  '*  these 
are  the  mountains  of  the  Caucasus,  the  cradle  of 
tlie  human  race  1  famous  in  hoary  antiquity !  and  yet 
— I  never  thought  to  see  them  thus.  I  have  often 
sympathised  with  the  gallant  barbarians  who  laugh  to 
scorn  even  his  power,  and  yet  here  I  am  pitted  a^iast 
them.  I  must  endeavour  to  slay — or  be  slain.  This 
is  the  most  galling  vengeance  of  a  tyrant." 

At  this  moment,  three  Tdierkessian  hofsemeo, 
watching  behind  a  point  of  rock,  were  daring  eich 
other  on.  The  young  Ouzden  Abdallah  wanted  a  shve, 
and  the  other  two  joined  him  in  hia  ooartiai  frolia 
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Swooping  down,  like  the  eagle  from  a  cloud,  they 
descend  the  hill  side  at  a  gallop,  and  dash  right  at 
the  line  of  skirmishers.  The  shot  rattle  around  them  ; 
tmt  such  is  the  trepidation  of  the  soldiers  that  their 
lim  becomes  more  uncertain.  The  horsemen  are 
unongst  them — they  scatter  them —  a  lasso  tightens 
u*o\md  the  neck  of  the  contemplative  soldier — ^he  is 
Iragged  along  the  ground  at  the  fuU  speed  of  a  horse 
— then  thrown  across  it  insensible,  and  when  he 
iwakes  to  consciousness  a  vassal  of  the  Ouzden  is 
pouring  water  over  him,  and  he  sees  the  Russian 
x>lumn  on  the  hill,  and  the  line  of  skirmishers  still 

x)pping  away,  many  hundred  feet  below  him. 

***** 

The  captive  is  given  over  to  two  of  his  host's 
daves ;  these  slaves  are  fellow  coimtrymen,  who  were 
nade  prisoners  together  many  months  ago. 

After  all  the  terrible  accounts  of  the  cruelty  of  the 
I!ircassians,  purposely  propagated  in  the  Russian 
irmies  to  prevent  desertion,  he  is  a  little  reassured  at 
heir  healthy  and  almost  contented  appearance. 

"  Now,"  said  one  of  the  slaves  to  the  other,  "  by 
he  beard  of  the  old  MoUah,  for  whom  we  smuggle 
he  wine,  this  fellow  reminds  me  of  some  one  we 
K)th  knew — " 

"  Of  Alexi  Alexeivitch,  to  be  sure,"  replied  his 
ompanion. 

*'  Good  God  !"  said  the  Lieutenant  Alexius,  startmg 
lack — ^for  it  was  he :  "  how  do  you  know  me  ?" 

^'  It  is !  it  is  I"  shouted  Lochadoff  and  Durakoff  in 
»ne  breath,  and  folding  the  ex-Lieutenant  in  their 
rms,  "  welcome  1  welcome,  old  fellow !" 

''Welcome?"  repeated  the  Lieutenant  at  length 
nth  a  Mnt  smile. 

o  2 
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"  Ay,  welcome— do  we  not  see  you  in  the  dress  of 
a  private?"  replied  Durakoflf.  "I  can  tell  you  that 
you  will  find  this  a  place  of  enjoyment  compared  to 
the  confinement  in  a  soldier's  great-^xoity  pent  up  within 
the  walls  of  Anapa,  together  with  other  great-coats  with 
human  beings  in  them,  and  fed  on  sour  mouldy 
biscuit." 

"  Is  there  no  chance  of  recovering  one's  fi^omr 

"  Not  much  ;  but  then  on  the  whole  one  lives  freer 
here  than  one  did  before." 

"We  are  \mder  less  restraint,"  said  Lochadoff, 
"than  when  we  held  commissions  in  the  guards. 
Our  Tcherkess  master,  like  all  the  rest  of  them,  is 
reckless  of  life,  free  with  his  yataghan,  but  not  cruel 
Slavery  with  these  people  partakes  of  the  patriarchal 
character  of  the  East  and  of  Biblical  times.  We  are 
regarded  now  as  humble  members  of  the  family.  You 
will  be  tolerably  comfortable  as  soon  as  they  have 
performed  the  operation." 

"  The  operation  1"  said  Alexius  with  a  shudder,  "  is 
it  true  then  ?" 

"  Yes,  your  master  will  slit  the  skin  of  your  heel 
with  his  sharp  yataghan,  and  introduce  a  little 
chopped  horse-hair.  The  scar  heals,  and  you  will  feel 
nothing  more ;  you  are  then  left  at  large— he  knows 
that  on  a  long  march  you  would  £bJ1  lame  again." 

"  It  is  better  than  dhains  or  prisons,"  added  Dura- 
koff.  "  Should  you  be  sold  to  another  master  who 
wants  you  to  use  your  1^,  the  sldn  is  slit  afresh,  the 
horse-hair  poulticed  out,  your  wound  healed,  and  you 
are  as  weD  as  ever.  I  wish  we  oould  have  the  hdc 
to  be  all  three  bought  by  the  okl  Molhh  with  tk 
red  nose  who  is  always  quoting  the  Karan." 

"And  now  teU  us,"  said  Lodbadofl^  **  how  jw 
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came  to  be  degraded  to  the  ranks.  Our  own  story, 
and  the  foolish  frolic  for  which  we  paid  the  penalty, 
is  well  known  to  you." 

"  WeD,"  said  the  Lieutenant,  with  a  sigh,  "  it  was  a 
sad  and  sudden  business.  No  sooner  was  my  friend  the 
poet — thegreatbard  of  his  country — ^laid  in  hisgrave — " 

"  What  P—  ?— is  he  dead  then  ?" 

"  God  bless  me,  I  forgot  that  you  had  been  buried 
alive  here.  The  whole  empire  has  been  ringing  with 
it.  But  let  me  hurry  over  as  briefly  as  I  may  my 
sorrowful  narration.  You  know  then,  gentlemen, 
that  the  great  deceased  always  laboured  under  a  pain- 
ful jealousy  of  the  two  beings  he  loved  best  m  the 
world — his  wife  and  her  sister's  husband,  D — .  This 
jealousy  became  at  length  a  madness.  About  a 
month  ago,  he  fell  upon  one  of  those  strange  expe- 
dients which  the  eccentricity  of  his  genius  so  fre- 
quently suggested. 

"  His  wife,  his  brother-in-law,  and  himself  were 
dining  together,  and  as  they  rose  from  the  table 
he  first  put  out  one  candle,  and  then — pretending  to 
snuff  the  other — extinguished  that  also.  Drawing  a 
burnt  cork  from  his  pocket,  he  hastily  blackened  his 
lips,  and  kissing  his  wife  in  the  darkness,  hurried  out 
to  seek  a  light,  thus  leaving  her  and  the  presumed 
paramour  together." 

'^Our  great  poet  was  not  original  in  his  expe- 
dient," observed  Durakoff,  ''I  remember  it  in  a 
French  vaudeville." 

"  Whether  original  or  not,"  continued  Alexius,  with 
some  irritation,  "this  incident  has  occasioned  the 
saddest  tragedy  recorded  in  our  annals,  for  it 
has  quench^  the  brightest  genius  that  ever  shed 
lustre  on  his  people. 


294  THE   WHITE   SLAVE. 

"  When  he  returned  mto  the  dining-room  with  a 
light,  his  brother-in-law's  lips  were  bladcened,  having 
tidcen  from  the  wife's  the  damning  impress  whidi 
stamped  her  infidelity ! 

"  To  you  who  both  knew  him,  I  need  scarcely 
explain  that  nothing  but  blood  could  wash  out  such 
an  injury — an  injury  the  suspicion  or  the  presenti- 
ment of  which  haid  for  years  embittered  his  existence. 
Notwithstanding  all  the  protestations  of  his  brother- 
in-law,  he  resorted  to  those  means  which  left  him  no 
alternative  but  to  meet  him.  Our  gifted  friend  wbs 
struck  to  the  earth  by  a  fatal  shot ;  but  he  rose  again 
to  his  feet,  and  taking  a  full  aim  at  his  adversary, 
fell  dead  as  he  pulled  the  trigger. 

^'  Strange  in  his  life,  his  death  was  stranger  stiD — 
in  this  respect,  that  he  left  irrecusable  evidence  to 
the  whole  world  of  the  spirit  of  prophecy  ^dudi 
enabled  him  to  forsee  it  in  its  minutest  details ;  for 
he  died  so  exactly  like  the  hero  of  his  last  poCTQ  even 
in  his  very  words,  that  I  who  saw  him  die  could  not 
more  graphically  paint  that  harro¥ang  scene  than  by 
quoting  his  own  works." 

''  This  is  strange  indeed  !"  said  Lochadoff. 

"  Poor  P —  !"  observed  his  companion,  "  though, 
as  for  the  prophecy,  it  was  about  as  wonderful  as  tf  I 
were  to  prognosticate  that  we  should  get  drunk  to- 
night upon  the  MoUah's  wine." 

''  And  what  became  of  D —  ?"  said  Lochadoff. 

"  D — ,"  replied  Alexius,  "  has  left  the  empire,  but 
strangely  enough  protesting  still  his  innocence.  He 
says — as  he  did  before  the  duel — ^that  when  the  po^ 
put  out  the  lights,  in  his  agitation,  he  kissed  him,  the 
brother-in-law,  instead  of  his  wife,  and  thus  his  Iqx 
were  blackened ;  that  if  his  fury  had  not  blinded  hun 
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he  might  have  seen  that  hers  were  unstained  as  her 
purity." 

"  But  what  has  the  death  of  P —  to  do  with  your 
disgrace  ?" 

"  You  shall  hear.  No  sooner  were  the  last  pulsa- 
tions of  that  mighty  heart  silenced,  than  the  Emperor, 
who  you  know  had  all  his  life  persecuted  P —  until 
within  the  last  few  years,  and  even  then  treated  him 
with  disfavour  and  held  him  in  aversion,  the  Emperor 
was  the  first  to  raise  the  note  of  woe,  to  which  a 
whole  nation  with  one  voice  responded. 

"  All  the  honours  that  could  be  lavished  on  the  dead 
gathered  in  mockery  around  the  grave  of  him  whose 
life  the  Imperial  contempt  had  branded." 

"  He  thought,  no  doubt,"  observed  Durakoff,  "that 
a  dead  poet,  Uke  a  bottled  scorpion  in  the  collection 
of  an  entomologist,  was  no  longer  noxious,  and  that 
it  would  redoxmd  to  the  glory  of  his  reign  to  have 
paid  these  exaggerated  honours  to  a  great  man. 
Don't  look  so  frightened,  Alexius,  it  is  difficult  to 
believe  at  first,  I  know,  but  you  might  laugh  at  the 
very  beard  of  Nicolai — if  he  would  only  wear  one — 
and  nothing  but  the  echo  of  the  fi*ee  rocks  would 
answer  you  here." 

"  I  for  one,  was  however  deceived  by  this  Imperial 
pantomime  of  sorrow.  It  seemed  that  the  petty  ani- 
mosities which  once  pursued  him  with  their  persecu- 
tion had  been  buried  with  him,  and  succeeded  by 
r^ret  and  appreciation.  You  know  both  of  you  the 
sincerity  of  my  own  fond  admiration  of  his  genius — 
how  I  have  foUowed  him  to  catch  and  treasure  every 
flash  radiating  from  it^^to  note  down  with  reVgious 
care  each  plaintive  sound  of  harmony  that  broke  from 
that  bruised  spirit — that  incarnation  of  a  nation's 
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suffering — and  so,  gentlemen,  was  it  not  pardonable 
in  me  to  dream — not  that  his  mantle  had  descended 
to  his  sorrowing  follower,  hut  that  I  had  inherited, 
perhaps,  some  humble  shadow  of  his  inspiration  ? 

"  I  am  not  a  bold  man,  I  care  not  to  avow  it.  I 
was  not  made  to  struggle  mth  danger  or  adversity,  and 
I  should  never  have  dared  the  remotest  risk  of  the 
Tsar's  displeasure.  But  when  I  saw  him  scattering 
laurels  on  the  bier  of  the  great  deceased,  and  whoi 
that  magic  voice  was  hushed  for  ever,  I  said,  ^  tUs  is  a 
propitious  moment  for  a  child  of  song/  and  I  pub* 
lished  an  ode  to  my  departed  idoL 

'^  I  did  not  receive  laurels,  or  praise,  or  an  Imperial 
message,  or  a  diamond  ring,  as  perhaps  I  had  antici- 
pated ;  but  an  order — " 

"  That  is  of  no  use  to  you  here,  my  good  fdlow," 
interrupted  Durakoff. 

"  An  order,"  continued  Alexius,  "  was  issued  for 
my  degradation  to  the  ranks,  and  transfer  to  the 
Caucasus.  I  cannot  to  this  hour  discover  what 
there  was  offensive  in  my  stanzas,  as  you  shall  judge, 
for  I  will  read  them  to  you." 

And  out  of  an  inner  pocket  of  his  coarse,  grea^ 
great-coat  he  took  a  piece  of  tattered  oilskin  in  which 
he  had  wrapped  with  all  the  care  of  a  fond  author  a 
well  thumbed  copy  of  his  verses. 

"  Stop,"  said  Durakoff,  "  I  dare  say  they  are 
innocent  enough  ;  but  I  can  guess  the  cause  of  your 
disgrace — ^perhaps  you  offered  to  read  them  to  bun." 

"  You  shall  judge,"  said  the  ex-Lieutenant 

''  Not  I,  replied  Durakoff,  ''  read  them  to  Locha- 
doff ;  the  sun  is  going  down,  I  must  go  to  see  attar 
the  old  Mollah's  wine." 
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CHAPTER  XXVI. 

More  than  three  years  have  elapsed  since  we  last 
introduced  the  Grand  Duke  Constantine  to  the  reader. 
He  is  now  with  his  Duchess  in  Warsaw,  the  capital 
of  his  brother's  Polish  kingdom,  which  he  governs 
with  a  rod  of  iron.  Time  has  neither  diminished 
his  affection  for  her,  nor  curbed  the  cruel  violence  of 
his  temper.  The  austere  republican,  Joachim  Lelewel, 
writing  the  Polish  history  for  his  nephews,  says, 
'^  He  began  to  lead  a  more  regular  life.  He  was  said 
to  have  corrected  his  faults,  and  to  have  become  more 
gentle ;  which  means  that  he  no  longer  fired  at 
human  beings ;  that  he  no  longer  killed  them  at  a 
blow,  as  he  was  wont  before  to  do  ;  but  that  he  now 
caused  them  to  die  a  lingering  death  by  his  severity." 

When  the  jealous  vigilance  of  autocratic  power  in 
Russia  proper  is  considered,  where  it  watches  the 
lifeless  corpse  of  the  only  party  which  it  had  to 
dread,  as  a  wild  beast  watches  the  carcass  of  its  prey, 
mangling  it  whenever  a  falling  shadow  seems  to  its 
suspicious  hatred  a  faint  movement  of  vitality — it 
may  be  readily  imagined  with  what  acuteness  and 
severity  it  was  exercised  in  the  kingdom  of  Poland, 
where  the  rooted  hatred  of  all  ranks  of  the  people 
really  menaced  its  existence. 

Legions  of  spies  were  dispersed  among  all  classes 
of  society.     There  were  the  spies  of  the  Russian 

o3 


298  THE  WHITE    SLAVE. 

secret  police  watching  both  the  Poles  and  the  coDduct 
of  Constantine,  and  there  were  the  Grand  Duke 
Constantine's  own  immediate  spies. 

The  country  was  at  once  abandoned  to  all  the 
frivolous  violence  of  the  Grand  Duke,  which  was 
supposed  to  strike  terror,  and  oppressed  by  the  sus- 
picious and  Machiavelian  policy  of  the  cabinet  of  St 
Petersburg. 

In  a  truly  infernal  spirit^  it  forced  the  youth  of 
Poland  into  the  public  schools,  where,  fearful  that 
suet)  portion  of  its  time  as  was  not  absorbed!  by 
military  exercises,  if  devoted  to  instruction  would 
give  rise  to  a  spirit  of  investigation  and  resistance,  it 
systematically  introduced  and  encouraged  all  those 
vices  which  lead  to  physical  and  mental  deterioratioD 
and  demoralization. 

Those  who  resisted  the  pernicious  influence  exer- 
cised, and  turned  with  horror  from  the  examples  set 
before  them,  were  sent  to  Siberia,  or  transporU'd  into 
Russia  as  common  soldiers,  or  shut  up  in  fortresses 
and  dungeons.  The  infamous  Novosiltsoff,  in  the 
city  of  Yilna  alone,  (containing  the  celebrated  univer- 
sity), converted  ten  convents  and  monastcri(?s  into 
prisons,  which  he  filled  with  the  Polish  students. 

All  the  chief  Russian  agents  of  authority  were  men 
anxious  to  propagate  their  vices,  boastful  of  their 
debauchery.  Novosiltsoff,  to  whose  care  the  super- 
intendence of  youth  was  entrusted,  and  a  coropaiuon 
in  infamy  within  whose  especial  province  it  fell  to  in- 
terfere in  spiritual  matters^  both  died  the  death  of 
Herod,  the  loathsome  consequence  of  the  crapulous 
oi^es  with  which  it  was  tb^  coBtom  to  rdieive  the 
monotony  of  their  cmeity. 

£ven  Warsaw,  the  gay  and  betutifiil  F«nora,  so 
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long  accustomed  to  smile  sweetly  through  her  tears, 
appears  m  mourning  now. 

Varsava!  which  with  her  misfortunes  and  her 
levity,  just  as  Venice,  amongst  cities,  with  her  crimes 
and  guile,  recalls  Lucretia  Borgia,  just  as  St.  Peters- 
burg images  Semiramis  or  that  second  Catherine 
whose  lusts  and  triumphs  shamed  its  walls — by  a 
similar  analogy  brings  to  mind  the  captive  Queen  of 
Scots — Mary !  most  loveable  yet  frail  of  queens, 
whose  hair,  when  the  headsman's  axe  came  down  on 
her&ir  neck,  was  turned  already  grey  before  time  had 
yet  destroyed  one  line  of  her  beauteous  features — 
Mary !  for  whose  fate  with  all  her  faults  and  foibles, 
the  pity  of  ages  has  been  upon  men's  tongues  and  in 
their  hearts,  and  yet  in  whose  behalf,  whilst  living 
and  defenceless  so  few  of  the  most  restless  swords 
leaped  forth ! 

And  then— if  every  capital  typify  a  nation,  and 
the  history  of  every  nation  have  its  moral ;  if  Rome 
and  Athens  rise  like  parasitic  plants  from  the  trunk 
of  the  old  fallen  tree,  to  prove  the  mutability  of 
human  things,  the  possible  abasement  of  the  mighty ; 
if  Holland's  cities,  pile-supported  in  the  marsh,  point 
out  the  power  of  industry — ^if  Madrid,  the  diseased 
heart  of  a  nation,  in  its  atrophy — on  whose  possessions 
once  the  sun  could  never  set — show  in  its  humiliation, 
the  eflPects  of  bigotry  and  absolutism — then  Warsaw 
stands  the  living  witness  of  the  cruel  rapacity  and 
bad  faith  of  princes,  the  ingratitude  and  apathy  of 
nations. 

Warsaw,  so  difficult  to  depress  to  dulness,  is  ren- 
dered sad  at  last.  Mothers  are  mourning  for  their 
sons,  and   citizens  live   in  hourly  dread  of  Ming 
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victims  to  the  malice  of  the  all-pervading  spies— 
veterans  and  their  young  hot-blooded  sons,  forced  to 
serve  beneath  the  Grand  Duke's  tyranny,  commit 
suicide  to  escape  it. 

Two  post-carriages  traverse  the  Saxon  Square.  If 
they  had  arrived  a  little  earlier,  their  inmates  might 
have  seen  a  Polish  nobleman  and  his  lady  forced  to 
sweep  one  of  the  avenues  leading  to  it,  because  thdr 
country  coachman  had  not  recognised  and  saluted 
the  Grand  Duke  Constantine  when  he  passed  bv, 
the  coachman  being  condemned  to  a  thousand  lashes. 

There  is  a  secretary  in  that  second  carriage,  with 
long  flowing  locks  k  la  Raphael,  and  a  broad-brimmed 
hat ;  if  he  were  caught  by  the  tetchy  tyrant  in  a  garb 
that  savours  so  much  of  innovation,  he  would  be 
served  in  the  same  manner  as  several  foreigners  yes- 
terday, who  were  marched  by  beat  of  drum  to  this 
very  spot,  where  the  redundant  locks  of  their  hair, 
and  the  borders  of  their  beaver  were  clipped  together 
by  a  pair  of  shears. 

The  report  soon  spreads  amongst  the  bystanders, 
that  these  are  the  carriages  of  the  Marquis  de  St 
Armand — the  young  and  promising  French  diplo- 
matist, whose  departure  fit)Qi  Vienna  has  been 
announced,  and  who  is  proceeding  to  St.  Petersburg. 

The  spectators  fed  an  interest  they  dare  not  evince; 
for,  since  the  revolution,  which  has  drawn  the  elder 
branch  of  the  Bourbons  into  their  second  exile,  the 
police  spies  and  agents  are  more  active,  vigilant,  and 
malevolent  than  ever. 

The  Emperor  Nicholas  has  frowned  sternly  on 
tricoloured  France,  and  everything  indicates  that  he 
is  watching  his  opportunity  to  pour  his  legions  across 
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the  frontier — a  report  already  spreading  among  the 
Polish  army  that  it  is  to  be  forced  to  draw  the  sword 
against  a  people  with  whom  it  has  so  many  intimate 
and  mutual  sympathies,  though  by  its  various  govern- 
ments it  has  been  perpetually  betrayed — ^by  its  abso- 
lutism under  Louis  XV — by  its  Republic,  and  by  its 
Empire ;  for  it  was  then  still  reserved  for  Poland  to  ex- 
perience similar  abandonment  from  the  constitutional 
monarchy  of  the  country  for  which  it  cherished  so  hap- 
less an  affection.  The  spectators,  therefore,  wonder 
among  themselves  whether  the  Marquis,  though  pur- 
posely chosen  froxn  an  old  legitimatist  family,  will  be 
allowed  to  proceed  to  the  Russian  capital ;  whether 
even  the  Grand  Duke  will  receive  him  with  civility  j 
whether  he  will  be  admitted  at  the  Belvedere  ? 
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CHAPTER  XXVII. 

General  le  Gendre  is  seated  in  an  apartment 
of  the  palace  of  the  Belvedere,  accompanied  by 
General  Sass,  another  of  the  Grand  Duke's  satellites, 
when  the  chief  of  the  police  of  Warsaw,  Matthew 
Lubovidski,  enters,  and  is  informed  that  he  cannot 
yet  have  access  to  the  Grand  Duke. 

"  We  are  all  waiting  to  see  him ;  but  she  k 
with  him/' 

The  chief  of  the  police  shrugged  up  his  shoulders 
imperceptibly. 

"  Well,  well,  we  must  have  patience ;  but  these 
are  stirring  times.  It  is  a  trial,  gentlemen,  to 
'  furnish'  an  antechamber  when  there  is  work  to  be 
done." 

"  Or  pleasure  to  be  harvested,"  said  Le  Gendn*. 
"  When  gold  flows  in  fester  than  one  has  time  to 
gamble  it  aWay ;  when  the  glass  sparkles  to  tempt  us, 
and  smiles  woo  us.  Work  or  play  for  me,  but  not 
inaction." 

''My  good  Le  Gendre,"  said  the  police  diief, 
"  plunge  into  orgies  to  your  ears.  We  are  no  saints 
any  of  us,  and  will  join  you  in  proper  season ;  but 
there  is  a  time  for  all  things.  This  is  a  moment  for 
vigilance." 
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'  I  can  blend  business  and  pleasure  wonderfully," 
said  Le  Gendre.  "  When  my  mouth  is  parched,  my 
head  oppressed,  my  appetite  gone,  and  my  pocket- 
book  empty,  my  vigilance  is  sharpened,  and  I  can 
scent  you  out  a  traitor  or  a  brooding  malignant  by 
very  instinct." 

"Well,  gentlemen,  how  do  you  like  your  new 
colleague  ?"  said  the  police  master. 

"  Krilov  ?"  asked  Sass. 

"  I  mean  Krilov.  You  know,  of  course,  that  such 
is  not  his  name.  You  know,  probably,  who  he  really 
was.  That  name  might  sound  gratingly  to  ears 
supreme.  His  vast  fortune  was  forfeited  in  the 
mother  country ;  but  his  services  have  well  redeemed 
his  errors.  It  is  gratifying  to  see  Poland  made  a 
place  of  probation,  where  those  who  have  offended 
can  wipe  out  this  disfavour  by  their  zeal.  I  commend 
him  to  you  as  a  master  spirit^  though  driven  from  the 
seventh  heaven." 

"  He  is  none  the  worse  for  that,"  said  Le  Gendre, 
who,  as  before  mentioned,  had  been  dismissed  with 
disgrace  from  the  Russian  service. 

As  the  words  of  the  police-master  implied,  Poland 
had  been  made  a  sink,  into  which  all  that  was  most  fla- 
grantly corrupt  and  infamous  in  the  rotten  adminis- 
tration of  the  Russian  empire  was  poured,  so  that  it 
promised  to  be  useful 

"  There  is  one  thing  I  do  not  like  about  him,"  said 
Sass ;  "  he  is  not  a  jovial  companion ;  he  never  quite 
unlaces ;  he  shies  the  bottle  and  the  orgie." 

"  Not  so,"  said  Le  Gendre,  "  but  he  will  not  drink 
wine  which  is  not  perfect  in  vintage,  keeping,  and 
aroma ;  he  scorns  a  figurante  or  a  chorus  singer." 

**  At  least,"  said  the  Grand  Master,  ''  I  trust,  gen- 
tlemen, we  shall  all  pull  weQ  U^ether.     Our  separate 
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"  What  a  strange  business  ! "  said  the  Police 
Master;  "^omwhat  his  Imperial  Highness  said,  I 
was  apprehensive  of  seeing  him  turned  back  without 
being  permitted  to  alight,  a  mode  of  proceeding  the 
Imperial  cabinet  would  have  censured ;  and  now,  he 
is  not  only  received  with  a  courtesy  which  will  excite 
disapprobation,  but  his  women  are  greeted  With 
tokens  of  favour  and  distinction,  which  give  rise  to 
all  sorts  of  remarks  and  rumours  in  the  city/* 

"  Ay,"  said  Le  Gendre,  "  the  wind  blows  that  way ; 
they  have  been  taken  into  the  sudden  favour  of  the 
Princess." 

"  They  are  with  her  now,"  said  Sass. 

"  This  I  will  say,"  said  Le  Gendre,  "  that  I  have 
never  beheld  at  once  two  women  so  beautiful  in  one 
family  as  the  Marchioness  de  St.  Armand  and  the 
sister  of  the  Marquis." 

"You  are  not  singular  in  your  observation,"  ob- 
served the  Police  Master,  "  their  beauty  is  the  common 
theme." 

"  But  then  the  one — ^the  sister,"  said  Sass,  "  as 
mournful  as  a  Magdalen — would  impart  a  chill  to  an 
icicle ;  and  the  wife  as  haughty  as  Lucifer  in  petti- 
coats would  put  even  Le  Gendre,  with  his  brazen 
look,  out  of  countenance." 

"  They  are  two  magnificent  creatures  in  their  way," 
replied  the  Police  Master ;  "  there  is  no  denying  it ; 
so  much  so,  that  I  should  have  wondered  less  had  the 
predilection  been  on  the  part  of  his  Highness  than 
of  the  Princess ;  but  they  are  cold,  proud,  and  distant 
asthed— 1!" 

"  The  magic  of  the  Princess  dreads  no  rivalship," 
said  Le  Gendre.  "  I  am  sure  this  compliance  with 
her  whim  is  the  greatest  proof  of  it ;  bu^  as  I  was 
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relations  in  the  schools  of  Wilna.  I  should  vastly  like 
to  see  them  kneeling  to  one  of  the  Emperor's  servants 
I  could  name." 

*'  Gentlemen,"  said  Krilov,  "  there  is  nothing  im- 
possible to  genius;' it  is  a  word  Napoleon  struck  out 
of  the  dictionary.  There  should  be  nothing  impos- 
sible to  one  of  our  body  wishing  to  gratify  the  wishes 
of  a  superior." — Here  he  bowed  to  the  Police  Master 
of  Warsaw.  —  "  If  your  Excellencies  " — turning  to 
L^endre  and  Sass — "  will  bet  me  a  thousand  silver 
roubles,  I  will  wager  that  you  shall  see  the  Mar- 
chioness and  her  sister-in-law  kneeling  to  the  proxy  of 
my  respected  patron,  in  the  person  of  your  humble 
servant." 

"  Oh,  oh,  oh !"  replied  Legendre,  "  how  very  pro- 
bable !  Why,  for  fascination,  I  would  back  my  grog- 
blossoms  and  Sass's  gouty  legs  against  your  dead 
eye  and  your  livid  skin." 
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CHAPTER  XX\1IL 


The  Marchioness  of  St.  Armand  and  her  sii 
had  just  left  the  Duchess  of  Lowicz  ;  a  chamberi 
was  conducting  them  to  their  carriage. 

The  Marchioness  stepped  with  the  port  of  a  p 
cess   over   the  gorgeous  arabesques  figured  on 
deep,  downy  carpet ;  and  her  sister,  pale  and  thouj 
ftil,  moved  on  with  a  vacant  eye,  accustomed  or  in 
ferent  to  the  surrounding  splendour* 

Krilov  advanced  from  the  recess  of  a  window, 
whispered  to  the  bewildered  chamberlain,  who  ret 
to  the  other  end  of  the  apartment, 

"  Ladies,"  said  Krilov,  "  pardon  the  assurano 
one    who  is   fascinated.       O   let   me   conduct 
whither   I  can  say,   between  four  walk,  all  th^ 
heart  dictates !" 

The  surprise  of  the  two  ladies  may  be  imagii 
The  disdainful  and  imperious  expression  which 
risen  to  the  face  of  the  Marchioness  at  the  offen 
impertinence  of  the  speaker's  manner,  gave  waj 
wonder  at  this  singular  and  unaccountable  addi 
— Was  he  a  madman  ? 

But  before  an  answer  could  suggest  itself,  he  w 
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pered  one  sentence,  and  its  effect  was  electrical.  A 
deadly  pallor  overspread  the  brow  of  the  proud 
Marchioness ;  and  a  hectic  flush  rose  to  the  pale  face 
of  her  sister>  who  leaned  for  a  moment  against  the 
doorway  to  support  herself;  and  then  Madame  de 
St.  Armand,  waving  back  the  Chamberlain  with 
her  hand,  followed  the  police-agent  into  the  room  to 

which  he  led  the  way. 

*  «  «  «  « 

Having  closed  the  door,  Isaakoff — ^for  Krilov,  the 
police-agent  was  no  other  than  the  ruined  Prince 
Isaakoff — turned  to  his  victims,  and  said : 

"Welcome,  my  runaways!  welcome,  Blanche! 
welcome,  Nadeshta !  first  a  Countess,  now  a  Mar- 
chioness ;  but  your  change  of  name  and  coronet  left 
me  really  ignorant  of  the  honour  you  intended  us." 

"  Oh  God !"  said  Blanche,  "  do  the  dead  rise  up  ?" 
and  then,  after  a  moment,  she  added,  "  but  you  pro- 
nounced a  name — his  name — ^in  mercy  where  is  he  ?" 

"  Ladies,"  replied  the  Prince,  endeavouring  to  sub- 
due his  previous  irony  of  manner,  "great  changes 
have  taken  place  since  we  parted :  I,  the  wealthy  Prince 
Isaakoff,  if  not  dead  as  reported,  have  been  beggared 
and  disgraced — ^you  have  both  risen  in  the  world,  to 
rank  and  wealth.  I  will  not  say  that  misfortune  has 
not  changed  my  disposition,  and  taught  me  a  fitftd 
benevolence ;  but  then  the  bitter  recollection  of  the 
past  sometimes  stirs  up  my  soul  to  its  old  vindictive- 
ness ;  I  have  become  by  turns  an  angel  and  a  fiend 
— ^your  Mattheus  is  at  this  moment  in  my  power." 

"  He  lives ! — oh  God !  he  lives !"  said  Blanche. 

"  Your  Mattheus  is  in  my  power,  and  so  are  you, 
you  are  stSl  both  my*  slaves.     I  w31  grant  you  that 
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your  husband's  diplomatic  character  might,  under 
other  circumstances,  have  shielded  you  ;  but  the  Em- 
peror is  now  incensed — perhaps  about  to  draw  the 
sword  against  your  revolutionary  France ;  be  would 
delight  in  this  indignity  to  its  agent,  he  would  for 
once  protect  a  Russian  Baron's  rights.  As  for  the 
Grand  Duke,  when  he  learns,  which  he  has  Devo- 
leamed  yet,  how  he  was  deceived  in  your  escape,  he 
will  prove  inexorable.  Now  I  am  strangely  moved 
by  turns  both  to  avenge  upon  Mattheus  and  on 
you  my  faSkn  fortunes,  and  then  at  times,  what 
you  will  call,  perhaps,  a  more  Christian  inspiration, 
urges  me  to  forgive,  and  to  see  you  all  made  happy, 
though,  on  the  whole,  you  used  me  very  ilL" 

"Oh!"  said  Blanche,  kneeling,  "listen  to  the 
voice  of  this  good  inspiration :  you  have  suffered,  let 
your  suffering  teach  you  mercy !  Oh,  save  him  !— 
save  us !  noble,  generous  Prince !" 

"  You  would  tempt  a  devil  to  mercy,"  said 
Isaakoff ;  "  but  Nadesbta — she  whom  I  can  make  my 
slave  again,  or  leave  a  Marchioness — stands  haughtily 
and  coldly  there,  suspicion  in  her  eye,  and  hatred  and 
defiance  on  her  lip." 

"  Oh,  sister,  sister,  sister !"  said  Blanche,  in  accents 
of  heart-rending  supplication. 

"  I  pardon ;  but  tf  I  pardon,"  continued  the  Prince, 
"  I  must  see  that  proud  spirit  curbed  for  once.  She, 
too,  must  bend  the  knee,  unless  she  be  unmindful  of 
her  brother,  whom  I  can  show  you  one  minute  hence 
alive  and  welL" 

Nadesbta  sunk  upon  her  knees.  Her  fears  and 
her  affection  had  triumphed  over  her  aversion  and 
her  pride. 
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At  tbia  moment  Isaakoff  dapping  his  hands,  the 
door  opened,  and  the  Police  Mastw,  and  the  Generals 
Legendre  and  Sass  appeared  in  the  doorway  inde^ 
scribable  astonishment  depicted  on  their  counte- 
nances. 

"  Gentlemen,"  said  the  Prince,  "  I  hope  my  wager 
is  won,"  and  then  turning  to  Matthew  Lubovidski, 
"  Here,  your  Excellency,  is  my  report  upon  these 
strangers ;  as  I  think  you  went  me  halves  on  the  bet, 
I  trust  you  will  excuse  this  little  mystification  by 
which  I  have  ventured  to  withhold  it  from  you  haUT 
an  hour ;  you  will  find  that  I  thereby  daim  the  Mar- 
chioness de  St.  Armand  as  my  slave,  born  on  my 
domains,  and  married  without  my  permission,  and 
her  sister-in-law  as  equally  my  property,  because  law- 
fully married  to  another  slave.  As  my  estates  are 
under  sequestration,  in  the  tutelage  of  the  Crown,  you 
will  observe  that  it  is  on  the  Emperor's  behaU*  I 
advance  this  daim." 

"This  is  wondrous  strange!"  said  the  Police 
Master. 

"  Oh  Mattheus !  where  is  Mattheus,  then  ?"  said 
Blanche,  still  kneeling. 

"  Oh,  I  had  forgotten,  that  is  more  strange  still. 
Come  hither,  I  will  show  him  to  you ;  by  a  singular 
fatality  he  is  now  in  sight,  I  saw  him  as  I  passed  the 
gate  : — come  hither." 

Blanche  followed  him  eagerly  to  the  window,  and 
there  Isaakoff,  pointing  down,  showed  her  a  Russian 
sentind.  Was  it  a  cruel  jest  ?  Oh  no  !  the  quick 
eye  of  the  wife's  love  recognized  at  once  the  husband 
of  her  bosom,  notwithstanding  the  disguise  of  this 
strange  garb  and  the  changes  of  time,  suffering,  and 
misfortune. 
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With  a  wild  shriek  she  bounded  from  them.  So 
rapid  was  her  step  that  she  reached  the  terrace  un- 
molested ;  but  there,  in  conformity  with  his  orders 
the  sentry,  seeing  a  woman  running  thus  predpi- 
tatdy,  creased  his  bayonet — the  musket  fell  from  his 
hands  —  and  Mattheus  was  in  the  arms  of  his 
wife. 

"  What  is  this  ?"  said  the  corporal,  starting  forward. 

"  Look !"  said  the  Prince,  fit)m  the  window.  "He 
has  allowed  himself  to  be  disarmed,  on  guard  at  the 
palace!  Does  the  Grand  Duke  ever  forgive  thatf 
That  will  be  five  hundreci^lashes.'' 
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CHAPTER  XXIX. 

The  increased  severity  of  the  suspicion  to  which 
the  revolutionary  tendencies  of  Western  Europe  have 
given  rise  have  rendered  the  Russian  oppression  so 
intolerable,  that,  tempted  by  the  hopes  which  they 
excite,  the  national  spirit  is  in  reality  fermenting. 
Besides,  men  ask  themselves  why  they  should  not 
really  conspire,  when  liable  to  be  arrested  and 
punished  on  the  false  suspicion  of  conspiring  ?  The 
mine  now  only  waits  the  match. 

At  last,  in  the  cadet-school,  among  that  very  dass 
of  youthful  scholars  so  crueDy  oppressed,  the  plotted 
insurrection  works  its  hidden  way.  A  determined  band 
of  students — conscious  that  secret  associations  are 
everywhere  in  progress  and  only  wait  an  inspiriting 
example  to  declare  themselves — resolve  to  surprise  the 
Belvedere,  the  palace  of  the  terrible  Grand  Duke. 

There  is  one  of  these  conspirators,  a  youth  of 
ardent  temperament  and  enthusiastic  mind,  who, 
weakened  by  the  intense  studies,  which  for  the  Polish 
youth  had  the  attraction  of  being  forbidden,  has  been 
so  excited  by  the  importance  of  the  undertaking,  that 
his  mind  wanders  a  little.  His  brethren  judge  it  fit 
to  remove  him  to  a  distance ;  but,  before  his  de- 
parture, he  has  dropped  a  word,  perhaps  a  monosyl- 
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lable  or  two,  which  have  aroused  suspicion:  he  is 
watched. 

After  a  fetiguing  journey,  he  is  detained  in  the 

to\Mi  of by  his  increasing  malady.     There  is  a 

private  mark  upon  his  passport,  which  points  out  to 
the  police  authorities  that  they  are  to  keep  a  vigilant 
eye  upon  him.  As  his  illness  gains  ground,  he  lets 
fall  another  word  or  two  in  the  delirium  of  fever. 

This  is  reported  to  the  Baron  Bamberg,  who 
presides  over  that  department,  and  the  Baron  Bam- 
berg dispatches  one  of  his  cleverest  agents — our  old 
friend  Dimitri — ^who  has  profited  by  his  master's  ruin, 
and  the  pickings  which  his  profusion  aflPorded,  to 
obtain  his  liberty  and  enter  the  police,  in  which  be 
has  risen  so  rapidly  that  he  has  already  the  mission 
to  report  upon  his  patron,  Bamberg. 

Dimitri,  hearing  that  the  sick  youth  was  beconung 
alarmed,  and  anxious  for  a  Romish  priest,  unhesi- 
tatingly personated  that  character.  He  led  his  victiai 
artfully  to  confess,  and,  by  means  of  confession, 
extorted  from  him  aU  the  details  of  the  conspiracy 
which  no  tortures  would  have  extracted  from  his  lips. 
It  was  late  on  the  27  th  of  November  that  he  recei>'ed 
this  confession ;  the  29th  was  the  night  fixed  for  the 
attack  of  the  Belvedere. 

Now  Dimitri  had  profited  sufliciently  by  the  in- 
structions of  his  master  to  know  that  so  important  a 
piece  of  information  would  suffice  to  make  a  nian's 
fortune,  and  that  his  chief  would  be  sure  to  for- 
ward it  as  his  own  discovery.  He  therefore  reserved 
to  dissemble,  and,  having  declared  that  he  oouM 
extract  nothing  from  the  patient,  he  walked  beyond 
the  town  gate,  taking  with  him  the  pass  d  some 
trader  which  was  lying  ready  »gned. 
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He  made  an  agreement  with  a  nobleman's  servant 
taking  his  caleche  to  Warsaw,  on  condition  that  he 
would  not  linger  on  the  road ;  and  he  took  his  seat 
inside.  This  servant,  who  after  a  few  stations  on 
the  road  became  deeply  inebriated,  had  a  companion. 
The  dignity  of  Dimitri,  who  was  now  a  Chinovnik,  or 
man  of  rank,  was  somewhat  hurt  when  the  drunken 
servant  came  into  the  coach,  and  was  assisted  into  it 
by  a  dapper  little  man,  in  whom,  not  much  to  his 
satisfaction,  he  recognized  our  old  friend,  Bob  Bridle. 

Bob  had  grown  older,  and  looked  care-worn.  He  was 
now  poor,  and  was  making  his  way  slowly  westward.  It 
was  his  intention  to  seek  service  at  Warsaw,  and  then  go 
further  with  his  earnings,  when  their  amount  shoiild 
enable  him  to  do  so.  His  apparel  was  very  seedy;  the  nap 
was  all  brushed  off  his  rusty  hat,  and  his  coat  was  very 
threadbare ;  but  there  was  not  a  button  wanting  or  a 
hole  discernible.  His  neckerchief  was  still  very  white, 
his  buckskins  dean,  his  tops  spotless,  and  his  boots 
bright — though,  alas!  now  sadly  patched.  All  his 
worldly  gear  he  carried  in  a  handkerchief — a  cravat, 
a  shirt,  a  pair  of  bootlegs  with  worn-out  feet, 
his  pipe  and  bible,  his  veterinary  instruments,  and  the 
hoof  and  fetlock  of  his  poor  horse,  Lucifer. 

It  was  some  time  before  Bob  recognized,  or  chose 
to  recognize,  Dimitri,  but  when  he  did,  he  said  ux  his 
determined  manner : 

"  I've  a  long  account  to  settle — a  bone  to  pick  with 
you." 

"  I  hope  you  know,"  replied  Dimitri,  who  was  far 
from  feeling  comfortable  at  this  announcement,  ''  that 
I  am  a  Chmovnik  now  ?" 

"  I  know  that  you  are  a  d — n  rascal,  unless  you've 
altered  very  much,"  said  Bob;  and  then,  as  if  a 
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thought  suddenly  occurred  to  him,  he  appeared 
only  to  cool  dowB,  but  there  was  almost  a  m 
twinkle  in  the  corner  of  his  grey  eye>  After  a  while 
observed ; 

"  It  was  a  shameful  trick  of  you  to  hocus  my  d 
that  ere  time  in  St-  Petersburg.'* 

'^Thatj  upon  my  honour,  is  a  mistake/*  re| 
Dimitri,  reflecting  that  he  wished  he  could  dispos 
the  other  expected  charges  as  easily.  "There 
nothing  the  matter  with  the  drink  except  that  it 
strong." 

*'Then  how  wam*t  you  drunk?  You  soaket 
more  than  I  did." 

*'  That/*  replied  Dimitri,  *'  arose  from  my  hai 
a  stronger  head." 

**  Did  it?"  said  Bob.  "Then  look  you  ;  my  fri 
there,  as  is  three  sheets  in  the  vfind^  has  made 
free  of  the  brandy-bottle  ;  now  I  leave  you  the  op 
of  the  choice  either  to  have  the  strength  of  it  t 
by  drinking  glass  for  glass  with  me  like  a  jc 
fellow,  or  by  having  it  punched,  as  I  wiH  othen 
do  for  you  upon  the  spot." 

Here  Bob  first  tucked  his  sleeves  up  in  a  wi 
manlike  manner,  and  then  drew  forth  a  huge  be 
fit>m  the  company  of  several  others  under  the  seat 

The  earth  and  water  of  the  Scythian  ambassac 
were  not  more  significant.  Dimitri  knew  the  dexte 
and  resolution  of  the  groom ;  he  therefore  chose 
alternative  of  the  brandyj  resolv^  at  the  towTa  of  — 
where  he  was  known,  to  call  for  assistance  before 
could  be  affected  by  its  quantity.  So,  holding 
his  hand  for  the  cup,  he  said  blandly : 

'*  Come  come,  here's  to  your  health  !" 

"  Don't  foi^et  me/'  hiccupped  the  other  servani 

**Tbat  Y&  ivgcLX"  ^4^^\  *'but  you  must  t 
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two  thimblefiils  to  start  fair.  Here  is  mine  to  you, 
Dimitri.     Now  it's  yours  to  follow  suit." 

The  third  dram,  elevating  Dimitri's  spirits,  led  him 
to  imagine  that  he  should  really  outdrink  the  groom, 
who  was  perhaps  already  half  intoxicated,  and  there- 
fore, as  Bob  at  certain  intervals  continued  to  drink,  he 
drank  boldly  afler  him ;  but  he  had  strangely  miscal- 
culated, for  in  a  little  while  he  began  to  hold  out  his 
cup,  and  ask  in  a  maudlin  tone  for  liquor. 

Bob  Bridle  now  gave  him  the  bottle,  which  he 
lifted  occasionally  to  has  lips,  until  completely  intoxi- 
cated, with  a  sort  of  jeer  of  defiance  as  the  groom 
affected  to  do  the  same. 

"  Now,  my  fnend,"  said  Bob. "  If  you  ain't  fuddled 
then  no  three-year  old  never  started  for  the  Darby." 
But  to  make  security  doubly  sure,  he  took  him  by  the 
throat,  and  putting  the  bottle  to  his  mouth,  by  judi- 
ciously relinquishmg  and  then  resuming  his  hold, 
he  made  him  swaDow  an  additional  quantity,  just  as 
he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  physicking  a  horse. 

"  That's  it,  my  hearty !"  said  Bob.  "  It  goes  down 
like  mother's  milk— don't  it?" 

Dimitri  was  by  this  time  in  a  state  of  utter  insensi- 
bility, and  Bob,  quietly  drawing  from  his  little  stock 
a  pair  of  scissors,  took  his  head  between  his  knees, 
and  saying:  *'  This  is  tit  for  tat,"  first  clipped  off  his 
moustachios,  then  his  hair. 

"  You  may  boast,"  continued  the  groom,  "  that 
you  have  b^n  clipped  with  the  same  scissors  as 
I  used  to  poor  Lucifer — ^may  the  turf  lie  lightly 
on  him  I  as  they  say,  which  he  went  so  lightly  over. 
I  don't  say  that  your  head  is  very  smooth,  but 
then  you  can  go  to  the  barber's  and  get  shaved  dean 
when  you  are  sober." 
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By  this  time  they  had  reached  the  town  of , 

where  Dimitri,  well  known  to  the  police  authorities, 
had  all  along  proposed  to  himself  to  give  the  groom 
into  custody. 

But  Bob  too  was  acquainted  with  the  town,  and, 
making  the  post-driver,  whom  liquor  had  renden-d 
complaisant,  wait  before  he  proceeded  to  the  station, 
beside  the  dead  wall  of  a  vast  building,  he  now 
pinned  Dimitri  up  in  an  old  table-doth,  in  which  some 
eatables  had  been  enveloped,  and  which  he  discovered 
tmder  the  seat,  and  then,  under  pretext  of  conveying 
him  to  his  friends,  upraised  him  on  his  shoulders. 

Dimitri  was  a  smaQ  man,  but  still  he  was  double 
the  bulk  of  Bob,  and  therefore  to  see  him  borne  away 
on  his  shoulders  reminded  one  of  the  big  lanrae, 
which  may  be  seen  carried  by  the  little  ants  when  you 
disturb  their  hillocks. 

Bob  disappeared  with  his  burthen  behind  the  angle 
of  the  building,  which  was  the  foundling  hospital 

There  is  a  sort  of  cage  in  a  niche  of  the  wall,  into 
which  unfortunate  infants  abandoned  by  their  parents 
are  placed ;  the  bell  is  then  rung,  and  the  cage  revolves, 
so  that  the  child  is  received  without  the  depositor 
being  seen. 

Into  this  receptacle,  which  Bob  called  a  dumb- 
waiter, he  crammed  the  inert  body  of  the  drunken 
Dimitri,  doubling  up  the  1^  and  bending  the  neck 
to  enable  him  to  get  it  in ;  and  then  ringing  the  bell 
when  he  had  succeeded  in  his  task. 

"Now,  if  you  havn't  got  a  pretty  boy  in  that 
ere  establishment,  then  I  don't  know  the  use  of  a 
currycomb,"  and,  with  this  reflection.  Bob  left  him  to 
his  fate,  and  proceeded  forthwith  to  Warsaw. 
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CHAPTER  XXX. 

The  Princess  of  Lowicz  returned  from  the  church  of 
the  Holy  Cross,  has  been  this  hour  doseted  with  the 
Grand  Duke :  neglecting  her  usual  prudence,  she  has 
intruded  too  rashly  on  his  humour.  His  voice  is 
heard  from  without  by  his  immediate  confidants  like 
that  of  a  wild  beast  roaring  in  its  den.  While  the 
terrible  tempest  of  passion  is  raging,  the  crash  of 
mirrors,  clocks,  and  costly  vases  resounds  as  he  dashes 
them  in  fragments,  and  the  howl  of  savage  and  exult- 
ing rage,  rising  above  the  din,  blanches  the  very  cheeks 
of  those  whose  duty  keeps  them  in  such  dangerous 
vicinity ;  and,  frequent  as  is  the  recurrence  of  these 
scenes,  makes  them  tremble  for  the  frail,  delicate,  and 
suffering  wife,  exposed  to  the  tempestuous  madness  of 
her  ferodous  Lonl. 

At  length  exhaustion,  or  at  least  utter  silence,  foU 
lows  rage,  and  then  her  soft  clear  voice  raises  its  gentle 
accents,  like  the  beautiful  notes  of  a  bird  carolling  to 
greet  the  sunshine,  when  the  roar  of  the  winds  is  sud- 
denly hushed,  and  the  black  thunder-clouds  open  after 
speeding  their  tumultuous  bolts — that  voice,  which 
must  be  like  an  angel's,  if  its  soothing  melody, 
poured  forth  in  life-long  intercession  for  mercy,  sot^ 
fice  to  such  similitude. 
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The  exquisite  tact  derived  from  long  experience  has 
taught  her  where  to  stay  her  prayer ;  but,  at  times,  as 
now,  the  lurgency  of  the  occasion  leads  her  to  pass 
these  shadowy  bounds.  Her  intercession  now  is  m 
favour  of  those  victims  whom  she  has  unwillingly 
deluded ;  for  she  had  written  of  IsaakoflTs  death,  and 
assured  them  that  all  recollection  of  their  fli^t  was 
buried  with  him.  She  clasps  her  husband's  knees. 
Roused  into  fury  by  this  importunity,  he  pushes  her 
back  with  brutal  violence,  and  his  heavy  spurred 
boot  tramps  on  the  floor,  as  he  hurries  to  the  door 
and  throws  it  open.  All  is  over — her  appeal  has 
failed! 

Passion  chokes  his  voice: — ^he  utters  an  inarticulate 
sound,  but  those  who  are  waiting  without,  in  doubt  as 
to  who  is  called,  start  up  together.  All  these  terrible 
men,  at  whose  very  name  the  inhabitants  of  Warsaw 
tremble,  stand  up  in  terror  in  their  turn,  exactly  in 
the  position  of  soldiers  under  the  drill  sei^geant's  eye 
— ^Lsgendre  and  Sass,  Rosniedd  and  LubovidskL  He 
beckons  to  the  police-master ;  the  rest  stand  back. 

"  To-morrow,  to-morrow,  at  break  of  day,"  said  the 
Grand  Duke,  still  full  of  the  subject  which  had  aroused 
his  wrath — "  those  women  shall  be  forwarded  to  St 
Petersburg — ay  if  they  were  wife  or  daughter  to  the 
citizen  king !  The  husband — I  have  defiled  his  mother ! 
— stirs  not  till  my  imperial  brother's  will  be  known. 
How  goes  it  in  the  dty  ?" 

"  Still  quiet,  your  Highness ;  but  they  continue  to 
whisper  and  discuss  these  western  revolutk>ns." 

''  I  will  muzzle  them,"  said  Constantine.  Hitherto 
I  have  ruled  them  like  King  Log,  they  shall  now  find 
me  King  Stork.  Have  you  detected  many  fi:esh  mal- 
contents since  morning  ?" 
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Our  xinited  lists  mark  out  two  hundred  and 
iteen  persons,  against  whom  there  is  more  or  less 
cion  of  disaffection,  and  whom  it  is  therefore  wise 
jarcerate ; — there  are  seven  and  twenty  in  the  cate- 
B.  whom  it  might  be  well,  if  your  Imperial  High- 
judges  fit,  to  transfer  to  Russia  for  example  sake." 
I  judge  fit ! — I  will  bridle  the  tongues  of  these 
,  I  will  subdue  their  rebellious  thoughts,  if  I 
plant  them  all,  old  men  and  sucking  babes,  to  the 

ian  wastes,  and  fill  their  villages  with  Russians." 

#  *  *  *  * 

These  are  stirring  times,"  said  Sass  — **  we  sleep 
volcano,  on  a  powder-mine." 
Pooh  !  pooh !"  said  Rosniecki, ''  there  is  no  danger 
the  powder-mine,  so  we  do  not  fall  asleep  and  let 
die  drop  into  it." 

Sleep  !"  said  Le  Gendre,  "  I  have  not  eaten,  drunk, 
ipt  in  comfort  these  two  days.  I  wish  his  Impe- 
iighness  would  call  me — I  dare  not  go ;  I  have 
y  breakfasted,  and  I  must  hear  the  reports  of 
'  of  our  spies  before  I  dine.  Woe,  woe,  woe,  to 
turbulent  Poles  for  it !" 
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CHAPTER  XXXI. 

Morning  dawns  on  a  scene  of  terror  on  the  kst 
day  of  November.  The  gallant  band  of  devoted  stu^ 
dents  have  surprised  the  jealously-watched  palace  of 
the  Belvedere.  The  Grand  Duke  Constantine  has 
barely  escaped  with  life ;  but  how  could  Providence 
have  denied  that  boon  to  the  prayer  of  his  gentle 
Duchess  I 

The  populace  has  risen — ^whole  r^ments  have 
declared  in  favour  of  the  nation,  others  maintain 
neutrality — the  people  take  a  terrible  revenge.  Of 
the  agents  of  oppression  who  yesterday  crowded  the 
Grand  Duke's  antechambers,  or  stalked  along,  in-, 
spiring  dread  and  horror,  one  and  all  have  either  fled, 
concealed  themselves,  or  perished.  Le  Gendre  and  Sass 
lie  cold  and  mangled  —  Lubovidski  pierced  with 
thirteen  wounds. 

The  resolution  of  the  Grand  Duke  Constantine  is 
quelled  for  ever.  There  is  something  of  the  courage 
of  the  pitted  wolf,  with  its  strong  jaws  and  pointd 
fangSy  about  all  his  family.  They  are  not  people  to 
be  scared  away  by  squibs,  or  turned  aside  one  hair's- 
breadth  from  their  path  by  threats  or  impending 
dangers.  Their  bite  is  terrible  whilst  still  at  hige ; 
but|  once  fairly  collared,  their  game  deserts  them,  and 
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they  yield  to  fate  and  humiliation  with  Oriental  resig- 
nation. Paul  bowed  to  his  assassins,  so  Alexander  to 
Napoleon's  conquering  arms,  and  Constantine  to  the 
revolted  Poles. 

If  there  be  no  Ferdinand,  no  Charles  X,  and  no 
Don  Miguel  in  their  line,  there  has  been  no  Sardana- 
palus,  no  Marc  Antony,  perishing  amid  the  wreck  of 
his  fortunes,  no  Richard  II  expiring  on  the  bodies  of 
the  murderers  whom  he  had  slain,  no  Richard  III 
dying  sword  in  hand  upon  the  bloody  field  that  saw 
the  crown  snatched  from  his  brow. 

The  prisons  are  broken  into,  and  thus  Mattheus  is 
released  from  the  arrest  under  which  he  has  been 
placed  for  his  neglect  of  duty.  He  has  joined  those 
who  have  delivered  him.  Regardless  of  the  cold 
November  wind,  he  throws  off  his  soldier's  great 
coat,  and,  bare-headed,  with  sleeves  upturned,  display- 
ing the  gigantic  proportions  of  his  sinewy  arms — he 
snatches  up  a  musket  in  one  hand,  and  in  the 
other  the  national  Muscovite  axe. 

These  insurgents  are  led  by  one  of  the  conspirators, 
a  youth  of  the  cadet-school,  who  owes  his  authority 
over  them  to  the  successful  hardihood  with  which  his 
fellow-students  have  taken  the  first  eventful  step  by 
surprising  the  Grand  Duke. 

Mattheus  is  received  with  eagerness  as  a  liberated 
victim,  besides  which  the  perfection  of  his  Polish 
accent  does  not  allow  them  to  suspect  that  he  is 
Russian.  Everything  that  meets  his  eye  and  ear  on 
this  unexpected  deliverance  tends  to  impress  him  with 
a  belief — ^for  which  recent  events  in  Western  Europe 
have  prepared  him — that  this  is  not  revolt,  but  revo- 
lution ;  and  so  he  passes  from  sullen  desperation  to  a 
state  of  hope,  n^turous^  though  still  alloyed. 
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Amidst  this  motley  crowd  he  presses  ardenth 
forward.  It  is  now  no  longer  the  courage  of  despair, 
as  in  the  rising  of  his  native  village,  which  nerves  his 
mighty  arm,  for  he  is  inspired  by  the  hope  of  his 
companions,  as  they  advance  to  the  cadence  of  patriotic 
hymns,  discordantly  mingled  with  enthusiastic  chea^ 
and  savage  cries  of  vengeance ;  and  in  his  turn  he 
inspires  them  to  fresh  acts  of  daring  by  the  example 
of  his  confident  and  earnest  resolution. 

Wherever  the  leader  of  this  band — ^the  youthful 
student — points  with  his  sword,  Mattheus  moves 
forward,  not  with  the  fitful  effervescent  valour  of  the 
excited  crowd,  but  at  a  calm,  measured,  almost  stately, 
pace,  which  speaks  inspiritingly  to  the  beholders  his 
own  unshakeable  confidence  of  success,  and  impresses 
them  with  its  fatality.  If  he  be  not  indeed  foremost 
when  it  makes  a  rush,  wherever  resistance  sta}'s  its 
march,  he  is  seen  to  advance  with  the  slow,  calm 
certainty  of  the  shadow  on  a  dial.  There  is  about 
him — and  he  infiises  into  others — a  conviction  of  pre- 
destined triumph. 

And  it  is  true  that,  exposed  to  their  full  brunt,  both 
lead  and  steel  leave  him  unscathed.  The  msui^ts 
have  reached  a  picquet  which  bars  their  passage,  and, 
heedless  of  their  warning  to  stand  back,  Mattheus 
advances  with  unruffled  serenity  up  to  the  levdled 
muskets  of  the  soldiers.  Wavering  between  patriotism 
and  fidelity,  and  thus,  at  the  moment  that  their 
fingers  are  upon  the  trigger,  he  determines  them  to 
join  the  people ! 

The  mob,  swoDen  by  the  firatemising  soklieiy,  and 
gathering  numbers  as  it  goes,  directs  its  course  to- 
wards another  post ;  but  here,  intrendied  bdiind  s 
hurriedly-erected  barricade  of  sledges,  bendies^aod 
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overturned  waggons,  a  strong  detachment  defends  this 
important  point.  A  hasty  volley  brings  the  head  of 
the  advancing  column  to  a  full  pause,  as  it  debouches 
from  the  lane.  It  is  but  for  a  moment:  for  the 
maddened  crowd  rush  only  the  more  fiercely  to  the 
assault.  But  the  fire  is  dose  and  hot — ^the  mob  turns 
back  more  rapidly  than  it  pressed  forward.  The 
smoke  clears  away,  and  shows  only — amidst  the  dead 
and  dying — two  of  the  assailants  who  have  not  fled — 
their  leader,  the  student,  and  Mattheus.  The  former 
though  wounded,  is  still  erect,  and  cheering  on  his 
disheartened  followers  with  cap  in  hand,  and  the 
other  uninjured  and  stalking  resolutely  up  to  the 
defences,  from  behind  which  peep  the  heads  of  the 
soldiery  and  streams  their  miu'derous  fire  ;  but  no 
bullet  strikes  this  man  of  destiny,  though  he  has 
reached  the  barrier,  though,  within  a  few  feet  of  the 
blazing  muzzles  of  their  guns,  he  hews  away  with  his 
mighty  axe  at  the  barricade,  and  then,  with  the 
strength  of  Sampson,  tears  it  piece-meal ! 

The  strange  spectacle  of  this  isolated  man,  dis- 
playing the  power  of  a  giant  in  his  anxiety  to  remove 
the  barrier  which  divides  him  fix)m  a  multitude  of 
armed  and  angry  foes,  inspires  his  enemies  with  a 
superstitious  dread,  his  partizans  with  enthusiastic 
admiration.  The  student,  with  bis  maimed  leg, 
advances  generously  to  his  support  alone.  The 
crowd,  with  a  terrific  outcry,  rush  to  the  barricade. 
It  is  stormed — it  is  taken, — its  defenders  writhe 
and  expire  beneath  the  steel  of  the  victorious  mob. 

This  conquest  is  scarcely  achieved,  when  a  vehide 
dashes  up  the  street  in  the  distanoe,  already  followed 
by  the  cry  of  fierce  pursuers.    The  fiigitives  evidently 
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thought  this  point  still  occupied  by  the  govemm 
troops ;  they  perceive  their  mistake  too  late ;  they 
arrested  by  the  victors,  and  recognized  as  Rvsm 
The  savage  captors^  begrimed  with  blood  and  pow< 
gather  round  them^  when  one  of  their  fleet-Um 
pursuers  gasps  out  breathlessly  that  there  is  amor 
them  one  of  Lubovidski's  (the  police-master's)  pea 
Their  fate^  dubious  before,  now  seems  inevitably  sea 
it  is  onlv  with  the  utmost  effort  that  the  student 
stay  the  arms  of  his  foUowers  for  a  moment- 
only  by  echoing  death  to  their  vociferous  shouts 
death. 

"  Yes,  death,  my  brethren,  to  Lubovid&kt's  age 
but  let  us  learn  which  is  be." 

The  crowd  suspends  its  vengeance  for  a  while.  ' 
(mle  and  trembling  prisoners  are  three  in    num 
One  wears  the  caftan  of  a  coachman,  the  other 
are  wrapped  in  the  shubes  of  civOians ;  but  in 
v*rhicle  are  found  a  police  uniform  which  has  b 
thrown  aside,  and  a  mass  of  papers,  which  confirm 
accusation  of  their  pursuer  that  one    of   them 
been  recognised  by  the  mob  from  which  he  fled. 

"  Put  to  death,  if  you  wiU,  the  agent  of  the  h 
mous  Lubovidski ;  but  whoever  hfts  a  hand  aga: 
the  other  two,  1  fell  to  the  earth,"  said  the  student 

"  They  are  Russians  1"  shout  the  bystanders, 

"The  good  of  all   countries  are   brethren!" 
daimed  NIattheus.    "  Lubovidski  himself  was   a  1 
and  a  traitor — these  may  be  Russians  and  victims, 

"  It  is  plain/*  said  one  of  the  insurgents  ^  hold 
up  the  Uniterm,  "  that  this  does  not  fit  the  tail  one 
it  must  be  the  other/* 

At  this  observation  all  eyes  were  tiimed  on 
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shorter  of  the  two  personages  enveloped  in  their 
shubes,  who  was  evidently  the  police-officer,  the  third 
being  a  menial. 

"  Wretched  man !"  said  the  student,  still  covering 
him  with  his  sword,  ''  prepare  to  die  !  I  cannot  save 
thee  from  the  death  thy  many  crimes  deserve." 

"  Oh,  oh,  your  merciful  nobility !"  shrieked  the 
victim,  falling  prostrate,  ^'  I  am  nothing  but  a 
miserable  slave ;  that  is  my  master,  the  Colonel  of 
Police,  who  has  put  on  my  caftan." 

"  Oh,  your  Excellency,"  artfully  replied  he  in  the 
garb  of  the  coachman,  addressing  the  man  in  the 
shube,  "  I  must  speak  out,"  and  then  turning  to  the 
mob,  "  know,  worthy  gentlemen,  that  it  is  true  that 
he  did  change  garments  with  me  from  top  to  toe ; 
but,  thinking  the  danger  past,  he  was  making  me 
take  back  my  caftan  to  go  into  the  presence  of  the 
Grand  Duke  in  his  own  hat  and  shube." 

"  Oh,  do  not  believe  him  ;  look !  look !"  said  the 
disguised  varlet,  throwing  off  his  shube,  and  showing 
the  coarse  clothing  of  a  serf  beneath  it.  ''  I  am  his 
slave  !" 

But  this  did  not  convince  the  crowd,  who  were 
prepared  for  it  by  the  explanation  given  by  the  other ; 
and,  although  both  were  lividly  pale,  the  haggard  eye 
and  chattering  teeth  of  the  last  speaker  inclined  their 
opinion  against  him. 

"  That  is  my  master,  the  Police  Colonel ;  I  am  a 
serf,  though  he  denies  it,"  reiterated  the  master  dis- 
guised in  the  cafiian. 

"  I !"  said  the  wretched  slave,  slipping  off  his  under 
garment,  and  leaving  it  in  a  rude  hand  which  had 
seized  him  impatiently,  ^'  oh,  in  God's  name  !  gentle- 
men, do  not  believe  him — ^look  only  here — ^look  at 
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the  gap  left  by  a  tooth  which  he  kicked  out — ^look  at 
these  hands  homy  with  labour — ^look  at  these  scare 
upon  my  shoulders — can  he  show  any  upon  his  ?*' 

These  deeply  indented  marks  of  the  lash  were  m- 
deed  a  terrible  refutation.  How  readily  the  master 
would  then  have  given  all  the  orders  and  medak 
which  had  cost  him  such  a  world  of  troublesome 
infamy  to  gain,  to  have  had  these  ignooiinious  stripes 
to  show !  He  fell  in  abject  terror,  clasping  the  student's 
knees. 

"Oh,  mercy ^  mercy  1  grant  me  only  one  day's 
life,  and  I  will  lead  you  to  capture  my  chief!" 

During  this  time,  the  tallest  of  die  three  captives 
remamed  muffled  up  in  his  shube,  in  the  custody  of 
several  of  the  crowd. 

"If,"  said  one  of  his  guards,  a  fierce  old  rebel, 
pointing  with  his  cocked  pistol  at  the  kneeling  man, 
"  if  he  only  belongs  to  the  Colonel  Samoilov's  office, 
I  must  dip  my  own  hand  in  his  heart's  blood  !" 

"  My  fnend,"  whispered  the  taD  prisoner,  pointing  to 
his  fellow-captive,  as  he  clasped  the  student's  knees, 
"  that  is  Colonel  Samoilov.'' 

At  these  words  the  old  man,  who  had  some  deadly 
wrong  to  revenge,  clapped  his  pistol  to  the  Colonel's 
head,  and,  blowing  his  skull  in  pieces,  stopped  short 
his  revelations. 

"  Come,"  said  Mattheus,  to  the  disguised  slave, 
"  this  is  the  hour  of  fi-eedom,  take  up  some  weapon, 
and  follow  us." 

"  Come !"  shouted  some  of  the  mob. 

At  this  invitation,  the  slave  seemed  to  recover 
finom  his  terror : — ^he  turned  to  assure  himself  that  his 
tyrant  was  dead,  and  then  an  intense  ferocity  gathered 
in  his  aspect.     He  placed  his  foot  upon  the  neck  of 
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the  corpse,  and  this  action  brought  instantly  to  the 
recollection  of  Mattheus,  where  lie  had  seen  the 
vaguely-remembered  features  both  of  the  dead  master 
and  of  the  savagely  exulting  slave.  It  was  at  the 
post-house  of  Strelna,  where  the  Chinovnik  so  cruelly 
maltreated  the  poor  ostler,  and  it  was  evidently  in 
horrible  mimicry  of  what  he  had  endured  that  he 
now  retaliated  on  his  Lord's  remains. 
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CHAPTER  XXXII. 

Before  the  mob  proceeds,  it  is  necessary  to  provide 
for  the  defence  of  the  important  post  they  hare  con- 
quered, and  to  occupy  it  with  a  strong  detachment 
The  student,  now  borne  aloft  in  the  arms  of  the  insur- 
gents, designates  Mattheus  as  a  fitting  leader  of  this 
band ;  and  the  bystanders,  full  of  admiration  for  his 
prodigious  strength  and  dauntless  intrepidity,  adopt 
this  suggestion  and  clamorously  ratify  his  dioice. 
Mattheus,  fatigued  and  exhausted,  accepts  because 
aware  that  from  this  central  spot  he  is  most  likely 
in  the  universal  confusion  which  prevails,  to  hear 
something  of  the  fate  of  those  about  whom  he  is  in 
such  crud  anxiety. 

Within  the  house  adjoining  the  barricade,  first 
turned  into  a  guard-house  by  the  military,  and  now 
occupied  by  the  victors,  is  confined  the  tallest  of  the 
three  Russians.  There  was  nothing  against  him  but 
the  fiict  that  he  was  attempting  to  escape,  and  the 
company  in  which  he  was  found,  and  he  has  been 
snatched  by  the  energetic  interposition  of  the  student 
from  the  horrible  fate  of  his  companion. 

From  the  contradictory  accounts  of  those  who  had 
pursued  the  vehide  in  which  the  iu^tives  were  fscifv 
ing,  Mattheus  was  led  to  believe  that  they  could  hive 
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afforded  him  the  intelligence  he  was  so  intensely 
desirous  of  obtaining;  but  the  liberated  slave  had 
moved  on  with  the  bulk  of  the  crowd,  and  there 
remained,  therefore,  only  the  prisoner  within  to  inter- 
rogate. Locking  the  door  after  him,  to  keep  out  his 
merciless  and  excited  followers,  over  whom  he  held 
but  slight  control,  he  went  in  to  his  captive. 

When  the  prisoner  turned  on  his  entrance,  both 
started  back,  for,  thus  meeting  face  to  face  out  of  the 
wild  turmoU  of  the  surroundmg  mob,  the  prisoner 
knew  Mattheus,  and  Mattheus  recognised  the  Prince 
IsaakofF,  pale,  haggard,  bespattered  with  the  brains 
and  sprinkled  with  the  blood  of  his  late  companion. 
IsaakofF,  thus  suddenly  confronted  with  his  armed 
slave,  raised  his  hands  to  his  eyes  with  a  shudder, 
as  he  exclaimed : 

"  Mattvei !" 

**  My  Lord,**  replied  Mattheus  with  mechanical 
deference,  and  then  he  added  in  a  tone  of  bitter 
derision.  "  Yes,  my  Lord^  as  in  punishment  for 
thy  sins  Heaven  made  thee,  Ivan  Ivanovitch! — 
though  now,  in  retribution  of  thy  crimes,  thou  art 
given  over  to  me." 

"  Mattvei !"  said  the  Prince  still  self-possessed  in 
all  his  terror,  and  not  unmindful  of  the  impression  of 
his  words,  "  Mattvei !  what  wouldst  thou  have  me 
do  ?" 

"  Prepare  to  die,"  replied  Mattheus  sternly,  as  he 
cocked  his  musket.  "  The  time  for  resignation  is 
past,  so  is  the  hour  for  pity.  Over  the  wide  world 
the  slave  is  trampling  on  his  fetters,  tyranny  is 
withering,  thrones  are  crumbling — Mercy  has  become 
guilt — the  exterminating  angel  is  abroad  !*' 
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And  at  this  moment  several  rude  husky  voices 
were  heard  without,  singing  in  chorus,  in  terribk 
corroboration  of  these  words,  the  first  snatches  of  a 
song  improvised  by  some  mob  poet,  which  they  were 
learning  to  repeat. 

Poland,  old  Poland !  has  arisen  from  her  aleep,^ 

From  her  sorrow  and  pain, — 

From  her  long  degradation, — 

Not  to  pardon  and  weep 

But  to  pay  back  again. 
The  tears  of  long  years,  by  a  like  desolation ! 

And  then  another  clearer  voice  sang  in  an  accent 
less  savage  but  not  less  enthusiastic, 

Hurrah !  for  the  cock  that  heralds  the  mora. 


Of  Liberty's  birth  and  of  freedom's  dawn 

The  wide  earth  is  waking. 

And  tyrants  are  quaking. 

Thrones  totter  and  rock. 

At  the  crow  of  the  cock. 
For  its  broad  day  is  gloriously  breaking  ! 

Mattheus  saying,  "  Hearest  thou  ?"  listened  with 
superstitious  earnestness  to  this  augury ;  but,  though 
his  brow  was  radiant,  the  severity  of  his  contracted 
lip,  which  Isaakoff  watched  with  breathless  interest, 
was  not  the  less  appalling  for  this  exaltation. 

'^  Mattvei !"  said  the  Prince,  abjectly  clasping  the 
knees  of  his  late  serf,  "  see  how  thou  triumpbest ! 
Was  ever  yet  abasement  such  as  thou  bebcddest? 
The  Lord  imploring  of  his  serf  a  few  brief  days  of 
life — ^the  Lord  of  ruined,  broken  fintunes,  b^ging  a 
wretched  life  of  him,  whose  fieithers  ate  of  his  fore* 
fiithers'  bread  1  He  whose  sire  fostered  thee,  implor- 
ing men^  of  tl^  whom  that  sire  fostered,  tar  his 
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inhappy  son !  Bethink  thee  that  I  am  ruined  and 
m  outcast.     Thou  wilt  not  kill  me  ?" 

"  /  will  not  kill  thee,"  replied  Mattheus.  "  Hark! 
there  are  thirty  pikes  without."  And  again  the  song 
3f  the  insurgents  broke  upon  their  ear. 

Strike  in  the  name. 

Of  her  wrongs  and  her  shame  ! 

Let  not  one. 

Now  the  strife  is  begun. 

Live  to  see  the  declming  sun 

Go  down  to  its  rest  and  her  justice  undone ! 

[t  was  interrupted  by  their  knocking  loudly  at  the 
Joor,  and  they  were  heard  shouting,  "  Open  Captain  ! 
ipen  brother!  we  have  discovered  a  traitor  in  the 
prisoner." 

"  Good  God !"  said  the  Prince.  "  Hear  them  ! 
not  to  save  me  is  to  kill  me — to  let  murder  be  done 
upon  me  is  to  murder  me.  In  the  name  of 
fiim,  who  was  to  you  a  father,  in  the  name  of 
that  fraternity — for  thus  far  we  are  brothers— I 
charge  you." 

And  again  the  voices  of  the  singers  drowned  his 
roice,  as  they  thundered  out  with  imconscious  but 
startling  appositeness, 

If  aU  men  be  brothers, 
llie  deeds  of  the  Russ 
Make  his  murderous  brotherhood 
Cain's  brotherhood  for  us ; 
So  pour  his  black  blood  out. 
And  strike — for  'tis  plain 
That  with  every  Russian  we  strike  down  a  Cain. 

"  Oh  God!  oh  God!"  said  the  Prince,  "  so  happy 
and  so  hardened  to  the  voice  of  misery !  In  another 
hour   thou  wilt  be  with  thy    wife   and  sister.      I 
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saw  them    rescued    at   the    gate.       Oh    save  me, 
Mattvei !" 

"  You  saw  them  rescued !"  exclaimed  Mattheus, 
with  exulting  joy. 

"  Open !    open !  open !"   shout  the  mob  without. 

"  Oh  !  save  me  !" 

"  Hark !"  replied  Mattheus,  "  my  wrath  is  gone. 
I  may  forgive,  but  I  cannot  save  thee.  The  mission 
of  the  slave  in  these  days  of  retribution  is  not 
to  hesitate,  but  to  strike.  The  sword  may  not  dis- 
obey the  hand  that  wields  it,  unless  it  would  be  cast 
aside  ;  nor  we  the  Lord  whose  instruments  we  are/* 

"  Open !  open !"  roar  the  mob,  "  man  of  the  red 
axe !  be  quick  with  thy  questions  as  with  thy  blows ! 
Open !  here  is  one  who  can  identify  the  prisoner." 

"  I  come,"  replied  Mattheus. 

"  Mattvei  Matt\'eitch  !  in  his  name,  mercy !  Hast 
thou  forgotten  that  grey-headed  man,  who  was  to 
thee  more  than  to  me  a  father  ?" 

"  Call  not  upon  that  name  !"  said  Matthew 
sternly. 

"  Oh,  I  win  bid  him  witness  with  my  dying  voice ! 
Think  only  if  he  stood  before  us,  and  saw  his  only 
son  tracked  by  these  hell-hounds,  and  thee  still 
remorseless." 

Mattheus  replied  not,  but  he  was  deeply  moved 
by  this  appeal. 

"  If  I  am  known,"  continued  the  Prince,  "  I 
perish !  Hark  to  that  tramp  1  It  is  a  neutral  regiment 
marching  out  to  join  the  Grand-Duke.  Save  me, 
Mattvei,  let  me  descend  by  that  window  1" 

It  must  be  explained  that  the  apartment  in  which 
the  prisoner  was  confined  looked  out  on  a  lane  at 
the  back,  which  was  utterly  deserted. 
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"  It  is  too  high,  you  cannot  leap  into  the  paved 
street." 

"  Oh  Mattvei,  my  more  than  brother,  I  am  saved !" 
exclaimed  the  Prince,  attempting  to  throw  his  arms 
around  his  neck. 

"  Back !"  said  Mattheus,  with  a  stem  expression 
of  disgust.  "  That  embrace  would  be  contamination. 
Hark !  they  knock  without — their  impatience  grows 
to  anger.  I  am  not  in  my  guilty  weakness  proof 
against  the  venerable  image  which  thou  hast  invoked. 
So  go — ^begone  in  peace,  and,  remembering  thy  infamy 
and  cruelty,  repent." 

At  this  moment  redoubled  knocks  were  heard 
outside. 

"  Open !  open !  we  know  thy  prisoner !  We  will 
not  be  delayed  !"  shout  the  impatient  partisans. 

"  Quick  !  put  thy  foot  on  this  ledge,  hold  on  by  the 
stock  of  this  musket  and  let  thyself  drop  gently.'* 
And  Mattheus  grasped  with  conscious  strength  the 
other  extremity  of  the  piece  by  which  the  Prince  sup- 
ported his  whole  weight. 

Isaakoff  measured  with  a  rapid  glance  the  distance 
which  remained  to  the  ground.  It  was  about  seven 
feet,  he  was  sure  that  he  could  leap  it  without  injury. 
He  looked  upwards,  the  broad  herculean  chest  of 
Mattheus  was  protruding  from  the  window,  and  the 
barrel  of  the  musket  was  imprudently  directed  to- 
wards him,  as  he  held  it  to  insure  the  prisoner's  safe 
descent.  He  had  forgotten  to  uncock  it.  The 
Prince,  more  observant,  with  diabolical  ingratitude 
pulled  the  trigger,  discharging  the  contents  of  the 
musket  into  lus  saviour's  body,  and  then  dropped 
nimbly  into  the  street,  the  musket  clattering  after 
him. 
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Mattheus,  shot  through  the  heart,  staggered  back 
into  the  apartment. 

A  tremendous  cheer  from  the  mob  announced  some 
fresh  success,  and,  as  it  ceased,  these  words  rang  on 
his  dying  ear : 

All  hail  to  the  cock  of  Oaul! 

He  heralds  a  light 

Which  shall  never  know  night. 

Now  it  streams  through  the  wide  world  for  all. 

As  his  brain  reeled,  as  the  absorbing  thoughts  of 
life  chasing  each  other  incoherently  flashed  through  it 
in  his  agony — ^the  images  of  his  wife  and  sister, 
the  triumph  of  freedom,  and  the  fancied  curse  upon 
his  people — ^it  would  seem  as  if  he  expired  with  the 
conviction,  that  he  was  the  victim  of  its  fsitality,  but 
the  last,  for  there  rose  a  faint  smile  of  exultation  to 
his  lips,  and  then,  the  slave  Mattheus,  the  &ted  and 
hereditary  bondsman,  was  free ;  for,  muttering,  "  The 

doom the  doom  upon  the  race  of  Sur !"  he  fell 

upon  the  floor  stark  dead. 

Isaakoff  judged  more  prophetically  than  the  song, 
which,  bringing  a  last  smile  to  his  victim's  lips,  was 
only  painting  there  the  fallacious  hope  of  a  whole 
nation ;  for,  having  at  this  instant  joined  the  faithful 
r^ment  marching  out  by  capitulation  to  follow  the 
Grand-Duke,  he  observ^  to  its  commander,  ''  If 
these  Poles  trust  in  the  Gallic  cock,  they  will  find  it 
become  so  domestic  a  dunghill  bird,  that  it  will  not 
even  give  our  Emperor  the  pretext  of  eating  it 
trussed  and  truflied.'' 

Meanwhile  the  followers  of  Mattheus  were  knocking 
outrageously  without  and  threatening  to  burst  the 
door,  when  the  report  of  the  &tal  musket  was 
heard. 
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"  Hurrah  !  he  has  killed  another  traitor  !  Hurrah 
for  Poland !" 

Strike !  strike 

For  if  every  blow 

Were  to  pay  back  a  thousand  tears, 

Their  blood  must  flow. 

And  the  weary  pike 

Must  ply  for  a  thousand  years  ! 

Then,  grounding  their  weapons  in  savage  cadence, 
there  followed  an  interval  of  expectation  and  of 
silence. 

"  Open,  brother  ! — Open  !  open  Captain  ! — You 
are  called  for.     Open,  man  of  the  red  axe !" 

Still  no  answer.  At  length  they  burst  the  door, 
and  find  him  prostrate.  He  has  fallen  with  his 
limbs  stiff  and  rigid,  like  an  uprooted  tree.  His 
chest  is  blackened  by  the  powder,  his  shirt  biu'ning 
like  tinder,  ignited  by  the  charge,  and  the  hot  blood 
is  bubbling  out  of  a  large,  hideous  wound  in  the 
region  of  the  heart ! 

Even  the  crowd  is  awed  by  this  sad  spectacle ;  but 
the  emotion — like  all  other  emotions  with  the  mul- 
titude— passes  rapidly. 

"  It  is  a  pity,"  said  one,  "  that  so  strong,  so 
valiant,  he  let  himself  be  taken  by  surprise !" 

"  Lay  him  here,"  observed  another,  "  and  let  us 
breathe  a  prayer  over  him.     He  died  for  Poland  !" 

"  There  are  many  more  will  die  like  him,"  replied 
a  stiu-dy  insurgent.  "  Every  man  of  us  will  be  thus 
or  free." 

Each  son  of  Poland 
Will  live  for  her  glory. 
Or  lie  on  her  batde  fields. 
Cold,  stiff  and  gory ! 
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"  Hxirrah  for  Poland !"  shout  the  bystanders,  and 
then  the  corpse  might  have  been  speedily  abandoned 
to  its  fate,  but  for  the  arrival  of  some  new  comers. 
They  bring  with  them  two  women  rescued  at  the  city 
gate,  as  they  were  being  conveyed  to  the  Grand 
Duke's  quarters,  and  they  have  already  led  them  mto 
the  room  before  they  can  make  their  question  heard, 
as  they  ask  for  their  Captain ;  so  vociferous  have 
the  excited  spectators  become,  as  they  drown  the 
last  momentary  feeling  of  regret  in  the  wild  and  dis- 
cordant merriment  of  their  song. 

Shed  not  a  tear 

On  grave  or  bier. 

For  Freedom — ^the  new  bom — is  nursing  here  ! 

And  what  death-cry  is  unmeet,  so  that  Freedom  it  greet  ? 

Or  who  would  not  spread  his  own  winding  sheet 

To  deck  its  joyful  cradle  ? 

"  This  way,  this  way,  ladies,"  said  one  of  the  rude 
conductors  of  these  two  females.  "  Keep  heart; 
though  we  be  disarrayed  and  stained  with  blood  a 
little,  we  are  rough  but  honest  men.  Lord  love  you, 
we  would  not  hurt  you  !  Nor  these  either,  they  are 
good  and  true  men  too,  and  merry  withal  as  you  may 
hear.     Where  is  our  captain  ?" 

But  again  the  question  is  only  answered  by  the  last 
clamorous  shout  of  the  chorus. 

Let  no  alloy 

Our  mirth  destroy. 

Or  cloud  the  course  of  our  triumph  and  joy ! 

Then,  these  voices  hush  into  comparative  silence,  and 
he  asks  again : 

"  Where  is  our  Captain  ?" 

Some  of  the  crowd  step  aside,  and,  pointiDg  to  the 
body,  expose  it  to  the  fiill  view  erf*  the  two  women- 
Blanche  and  Nadeshta ! 
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CHAPTER  XXXIII. 


CONCLUSION. 


Profiting  by  the  successful  insurrection,  the 
Marquis  and  Marchioness  de  St.  Armand  and  Blanche 
returned  to  France  and  live  in  utter  retirement — the 
wife  and  sister  of  Mattheus  still  in  that  mourning 
which  probably  they  will  never  lay  aside. 

Bob  Bridle  is  with  them.  He  still  speaks  with 
emotion  of  the  revolt  of  the  Bialoe  Darevnia  as 
having  lost  therein  his  favourite  Lucifer,  whose  hoof 
he  has  had  shod  with  a  silver  racing  plate.  Of  the 
Polish  revolution  he  has  been  merdy  heard  to  observe, 
with  a  grave  shake  of  the  head,  *'  that  it  was  a  sad 
and  unprofitable  business  for  every  one ;"  and  when 
asked  whether  he  had  lost  anything  by  it,  replies, 
*'  his  Bible  and  his  pipe,"  and  drops  the  subject, 

Anna  Obrasoff  resides  in  Italy,  and  has  married 
the  Lieutenant  Alexius,  who,  sold  by  his  Tcherkess 
master  to  a  Turkish  merchant,  was  at  length  con- 
veyed to  Constantinople. 

Baron  Bamberg  has  recently,  been  made  a  Russian 
councillor  of  state,  and  has  offered  in  the  German 
papers  to  give  twenty  thousand  roubles  to  any  one 
who  will  furnish  him  with  proof  that  the  Emperor 
Paul  died  of  anythmg  but  apoplexy.     No  one  has 
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accepted  his  challenge,  which  will   be  worth  some- 
thing to  him. 

Yasili  Petrovitch  still  prospers  in  his  busmess,  and 
Katinka  has  returned  to  him;  but  the  relations  of 
husband  and  wife  are  singularly  changed ;  for  Vasili 
instead  of  being  absolute  master  at  home,  is  now 
her  very  humble  servant ;  and  the  old  aunt  is 
banished  to  the  kitchen.  Katinka  has  become  quite 
independent  in  her  movements,  and  daily  receives 
some  of  her  police  acquaintances,  whose  rank  makes 
the  old  trader  play  a  very  insignificant  part  at  his 
own  table.  Somehow  ,or  other,  however,  their  pro- 
tection is  incessantly  needed,  and  proves  a  veiy  serious 
drain  upon  his  profits.  He  is  now  offering  a  lai^ge 
sum  to  escape  appointment  to  some  high  dvic  office— 
an  infliction  with  which  he  is  threatened. 

The  Grand  Duke  Constantine  took  no  active  part 
in  the  campaign  which  followed  his  expulsion  from 
Warsaw.  With  his  usual  originality,  he  rubbed  his 
hands  with  delight  at  all  the  eariy  reverses  of  the 
Russian  armies. 

'^  Since  you  would  go  to  war,  spoiling  uniforms 
and  destroying  discipline,"  said  he,  "  I  am  vay  glad 
they  have  licked  you.  I  knew  they  would.  TlieY 
are  my  own  children.  /  discipUned,  /  formed 
them." 

The  Princess  of  Lowicz,  to  whom  this  deprivation 
of  power  was  a  great  relief,  now  turned  all  her  solici- 
tude towards  watching  her  rude  Constantine,  painfuDy 
conscious  of  the  hatred  and  the  jealousies  that 
menaced  him. 

There  is  said  to  have  been  one  person  to  whom 
she  always  entertained  an  instinctive  averaon — to 
whom   public  rumour  attributed   several  important 
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aths.  Perhaps  the  report  had  gained  ground, 
cause  the  miu'der  of  two  princes  was  reckoned 
the  brief  annals  of  his  house. 
The  Grand-Duke  Constantine  also  died  very  sud- 
nly.  The  Duchess,  adopting  the  popular  belief  that 
r  husband  had  been  poisoned,  lingered  not  long 
:er  him;  and,  broken-hearted  at  the  contumely 
th  which  Nicholas  treated  her,  expired  with  the 
me  of  Constantine  upon  her  Ups — ^the  only  lips 
at  had  ever  breathed  that  name  with  affection. 
Constantine  had  left  to  his  beloved  wife  all  his 
•^sessions.  Nicholas  would  not  allow  her  to  inherit 
em;  the  widowed  princess  was  indebted  many 
ousand  pounds,  all  spent  in  her  uncalculating 
arities.  When  she  died,  the  creditors  came  upon 
r  aged  father,  the  old  Grudzinski.     He  went  to 

Petersburg  to  claim  the  heritage  of  his  daughter ; 

was  not  even  vouchsafed  an  answer  by  the  Em- 
ror,  and  returned  to  his  humble  home  to  die  in 
isery. 

The  creditors  of  the  Grudzinski  family  in  Prussian 
)land  have,  however,  at  length  instituted  proceed- 
gs  against  the  Emperor  Nicholas  in  the  Courts  of 
3rlin,  and  whilst  these  voliunes  are  going  through 
e  press,  have  caused  the  seals  of  justice  to  be  set 
)on  the  palace,  his  private  property  in  Berlin. 

THE   END. 
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